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THE  EXCURSION. 


THE   EXCURSION. 

Something  must  non  be  utd  ol  this  poem,  but 
chiefly,  as  his  been  done  through  the  whole  of 
IheH  note!,  with  reference  (o  my  personal  friends, 
and  especially  lo  het  who  has  peiaeveringly  ulien 
them  down  from  my  diiaation.  Towards  the 
dose  of  the  lirsl  book  stands  the  lines  that  were 

walls."  These  were  composed  in  "9;  at  Race- 
down  ;  and  Iof  several  pass^es  descril»ng  the 
employment  and  demeanor  at  Margaret  during 


The 

nes  towards  the  mnc 

usion 

ol  ih( 

fourth 

-besio 

m. 

For,  th 

who 

in  this 

spirit 

■to  the 

order 

sedthe 

iRaM- 

down 

ot  All 

.den 

I  do  n 

Crasmere.  ch 

'efl^d 

rir«ou 

resid 

Allan 

The 

onB 

my 

was, 

ogelher 

with  many  min 

n»,co 

mposed 

the  Solitary,  and  the  Pastor,  and  some  other 
oi  the  persons  introduced.  And  first,  of  the 
principal  one,  the  Wanderer.  My  lamented 
friend  Southey  (lor   this   is   writ 


e)  used  to  say  that  hi 


in  all  probability  have  been  his  was  the  g 
—  that  of  a  Bet 

evident  to  those  who  had  oppominitiesot  observ- 
ing his  daUy  life,  were  in  fact  4^  fintsioni  and 
wandrrinf.  I  can  with  truth  aflirm,  was  miiu: 

which  would  have'deprived  me  of  what  is  called 
a  liberal  education,  it  is  not  unlikely  that,  being 
strong  in  body,  I  ^nuld  have  taken  to  a  way  of 

greater  pari  of  his  days.  Ai  all  events,  I  am  here 
called  upon  freely  to  acknowledge  that  the  char- 


Sc 

iollowed  this  humbl 

nyyeara 

and  aft 

h1  to 

the  tow 

<A 

Kendal 

of  my  w 

fe's 

andh 

ght 

nthyea 

nader  tl 

is  good  ma 

of.    My 

tions  I  was  happy  to 

ilily,  an 

fre^oD 

es  suggesle 

,  by 

what  sh 

>orted 

to  pcraons  of  this  calling. 


haveforg 

man  a  little  past  them 

of  life,  w 

ny  years  been  chapla 

a  Highlai 

far  as  1 

know,  an  interesting  character,  th 

ough 

in  his  a 

that 

attention,  as 

he  had  been  shatte 

edin 

fortune  a 

d  not  happy 

nmlnd.     Of  his  quo 

dam 

availed  my 

lelf,  to  connect  with  the 

Wandere 

,  also  a  Scot 

from 

tted. 

and  who 

fell  under  m 

y  observation  durin 

fiT,. 

deuces  in  London  at  the  beginnl 

gof 

the  French  Revolution 

The  chief  of  these 

r.  Fawcetl,  a  pread 

ng  meeting- 

Ithappe 

ed  to  me  sev 

■ral  timej  to  be  one  of  his 

congregation  through 

Nkholso 

ofCateaton 

Street,  who  at  that 

ad  not  many 

don, 

usedofle 

to  dine  with  him  on 

day;  and 

1  took  that 

ppottunity  {Mr,  N. 

eing 

a  dissent 

r)  of  going  « 

an  able  a 

an,    Hepublisheda 

me  think 

more  about 

m  than  I  should  0 

het- 

rob- 

:.bvCoogk 


458                                            THE   EXC 

URSION. 

111  opiniom  which  had  done  so  much  towaido 

d.«™  by  Ihe  Solitary  for  hi,  retreat.     After  we 

producing  il,  lod  fiir  more  in  carrying  i>  forivird 

quit  his  cottage,  passing  over  a  low  ridge  we 

In  in  Mliemei.    Poor  FawcEll,  1  have  been  told, 

descend  into  another  vale,  that  of  Utile  Lang- 

dale,  towards  Ihe  head  ol  which  stands,  em- 

described:  and  early  diuppearcd  from  the  stage, 

bowered  or  partly  shaded  by  yews  and  other 

having  fcaien  into  habits  of  inlempetanM,  which 

I  have  heard  (though  1  will  Dot  answer  [or  the 

non  or  genlleman's  house  such  as  they  once 

fact)  haslened  his  death.    Of  him  I  need  say  oo 

were  in  this  country.      This  1  convert  into  the 

Parson^e,  and  at  the  same  time,  and  as  by  the 

which  the  world  will  never  be  withoul,  but  which 

confined  vale  of  Langdale.  its  Tarn,  and  the 

rude  chapel  which  once  adorned  the  valley,  into 

To  what  ii  said  ol  the  Pastor  in  the  poem  I 

the  stalely  and  comparatively  spacious  vale  of 

have   lillle   lo   add,    but  what    may  be    deemed 

Crasmere,  its  Lake,    and  its    ancient    Parish 

Church ;  and  upon  the  Sid.  of  Lo  gh  gg  1.  11 

favorable  to    the    beneficUl    influence   of   the 

Church  of  England  upon  all    gradations    and 

il  and  the  whole  vale  and  its  encompass    gmou 

tains,  the  Pastor  is  supposed  by  m           land 

when  at  sunset  he  addresses  his  c  mpa 

vrords  which  1  hrqie  my  readers  w  II  rem  mhe 

or  1  should  not  have  taken  the  Irouhl      f  g       g 

afforded  me  in  (he  "  Eicuraion,"  to  portray  the 

character  of  a  country  clergymao  of  more  than 

ordinary  talents,  bom  and  bred  in  the  upper  ranks 

alJiKl  respecting  the  persons  wh  se       n     are 

told  or  charactera  are  described  by  h   diff 

and  at  the  same  time  brought  by  his  pastoral 

speakers.    To  Margaret  1  have  already    11  d  d 

1  will  add  here,  thai  the  lines  begi     mg       Sb 

neclinn  with  the  peasantry  of  hia  native  district 

was.«omanofasteadymind,"fa>a,illyde 

To  iilujtrale  the  relidon  which  in  my  mind  Ihi. 

Pastor  bore  lo  the  Wanderer,  and  the  leiemblance 

my  happiness  lo  know  in  humble  life  i  and  that 

in  their  nature,  I  likened  one  lo  an  oak  and  the 

several  of  the  most  touching  things  which  she  is 

other  toa  sycamore  1  and,  having  here  referred  to 

represented  as  saying  and  doing  are  taken  from 

individual  in  my  mind,  wishing  rather  to  embody 

under  which    different    persons   were   suffering. 

this  Idea  than  lo  break  in  upon  the  Hmplieity  of 

il,  by  u^ts  of  Individual  character  or  of  any 

under  my  notice.    I  was  horn  loo  late  to  have  a 

And  now  for  a  few  words  upon  the  scene  where 

lo  occur.    The  scene  of  the  first  hook  of  the  poem 

siiflicienlly  near' to  that  which  soon  comes  Into 

myself  in  the  story  of  the  Female  Vagrant  as 

view  in  the  second  book,  to  agree  with  the  fact. 

All  thai  relates  to  Mai^arel  and  the  ruined  cot- 

account  given  by  the  Solitary  towards  the  dose 

of  the  second  book,  in  all  that  belongs  to  the 

the  south-west  of  EagUmd,  and  certainly  it  would 

character  of  the  Old  Man,  was  taken  from  a 

house  quitting  the  vale  on  the  road  to  Ambleside  : 

or  Dorsetshire  lo  the  hrights  of  Fumess  Fells 

the  character  of  his  hostess,  and  all  that  befell 

the  poor  man  upon    the  mountain,  belong  to 

dealing  with  space  1  need  make,   I  trust,  no 

PaterdaleMhe  woman  I  knew  well;  her  name 

apology,  but  my  friends  may  be  amused  by  the 

was J ,and  she  was  e-aetly  such  a 

truth.      In  the  poem,  I  suppose  that  the  Pedler 

person  as  1  describe.    The  rains  of  the  old  chapel 

and  I  ascended  from  a  pl^n  country  up  the  vale 

among  which  the  man  was  found  lying,  may  yet 

of  Langdale,  and  struck  oS  a  good  way  above 

be  traced,  and  stood  upon  the  ridge  that  divides 

the  chapel  lo  the  western  side  of  the  vale.      We 

ascended  the  hill  and  thence  looked  down  upnn 

been  placed  there  for  the  convenience  of  both 

the  circular   recess  in  which    lies    Biea-Tam. 
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George  and  Lady  BeanmoDt  above  Hanshope 
Hall  DD  oui  way  from  Paterdalc  to  Amblo^d?. 

And  novi  for  a  lew  word>  upon  the  Church,  its 
MonumenB,  and  the  DtceaKd  who  are  spoken  of 
as  lying  in  the  B&rtoundLng  churchyard.      But, 


cottage  ii  called   Hac 


ndKe 

Langdale 

the 

pair» 

ho  inha 

biled  i 

^  wl 

call 

d  Jonath. 
ur   childr 

I 

acquainted 


'ith  the  chuacten 


ran  had,  in  het  early  youth, 
I  house  at  Hawkahead,  where 
tral  boys  boarded,  while  I  was  a  schoolboy 

!B  to  tell  to  each  other  of  remarkable  boys, 
dents  and  adventures  which  had  made  a  noise 

!  afterwards  settled  at  Rydal,  where  they  both 


at  the  latter  has  been  the  me. 
I  a  change  much  to  be  lam 


ich.dll  lately 

thato 

every  on 

was 

place  of  sep 

amely.o 

neighbors,  n 

house 

being  passed 

funeral  psalm  being 

mebytheall 

When 

I  put 

hot  the  Wand 

roio  us;  this 

Ihope 

will  last 

for- 

hat  follows,  1 

tile  did 

xeding,  which 

uldsosot 

nbe 

Having  Mid 

jury 

tine 

dd  that  o 

will  be  spread  over  the  place  that  will  in 
e  degree  make  amends  for  the  old  Kiople 
acter  which  has  already  been  so  much  en- 


I,  having 


friend  Sir  George  Beaun 
purchased  the  beautiful  piece  ot  water  call 
Loughrlgg  Tarn,  on  the  Banks  of  which  he  i 
tended  to  build,  I  told  him  that  a  petitHi 
Kendal  who  was  attached  to  the  place  wished 
Sir  GeoT^,  HniUng  the  ]»ssessi< 


ofno> 


1  was  planted,  under  my 
ly  il  not  entirely  by  n 
g  trees  with  the  intenlioT 


each  of  which  was  planlcd'a  tree  taken  from  its 
neighbor,  and  they  all  stand  thriving  admirably, 

neces^ry.  May  the  trees  be  taken  can  of  here- 
after when  we  are  all  gone,  and  some  of  them 
will  perhaps  at  some  far  distant  time  rival  in 
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have  described  as  growing  in  Boirowdale,  where 

And  now  for  the  persons  that  are  selected  as 
lying   in  the   churchyard.       But  6rst  f or  the  in- 
dividual whose  grave  is  prepared  to  receive  him. 
His  story  is  here  truly  rebted!  he  was  a  school- 

veiytall,robusI,andfull-grown.    Tills  p     ented 

of  the  school :  consequently  he  gave  m       tim 
to  books.      He  was  not  remarkably  hrigh 
quick,  but  by  industry  he  made  a  prog    a  m 
than  respectable.     His  parents  not bei  gwealth 
enmigh   to  send   him    to  college,  wh        h        ft 

view  lo  prepare  himself  for  holy  oiders     Abo 
this  time  he  fell  in  love  as  related  In  the  poem, 
and  everylhii^  followed  as  there  described,  ei 

The  number  of  youths  thai  came  to  Haukshead 

markable,     1  have  now  one  of  this  class  it,  my 
eye  who  became  an  usher  in  a  preparatury  school 
and  ended   In    making  a  large  fortune       His 

uncoulh   as  well  could  be;    but  he  had  good 

when  the  master  of  the  sdtool.  to  which  h^  was 
usher,  died,  he  slept  into  his  place  and  became 

to  manage  it  with  such  address,  and  so  much  to 
the  taste  of  what  is  called  high  sodety  aod  the 

even  tUl  he  retired,  was  in  such  h^  request. 

tude  ol  Grasmere,  while  living  as  a  marHed  man 
in  a  cottage  of  eight  pounds  per  annum  rent,  I 
often  used  to  smile  al  the  tales  which  reached  me 
of  his  brilliant  career.    Not  two  hundred  yards 
Irom  tiie  cottage  in  Grasmere,  just  mentioned,  to 
which  I  retired,  Ibis  gentleman,  who  many  years 
aftervnirds  purchased  a  small  estate  in  the  neigh- 
upper  story,  to  be  resorted  to  as  an  entertunlng- 
room  when  he  and  his  associates  may  leel  inclined 
to   take   their    pastime ,  on   the   lake.      Every 
passenger  will  be  di^usted  with  the  sight  of  this 
edifice,  not  merely  as  a  tasteless  thing  in  itself, 
but  as  utterly  out  of  place,  and  peculiarly  fitted, 
as  far  as  It  is  observed  (and  It  obtrudes  itself  on 

notice  at  every  p«nt  of  view),  lo  mar  the  beauir 
For  my  own  pan  and  that  of  my  household  it  is 
which,  before  the  highroad  was  made  to  pass 
seclusion  and  for  the  shelter  of  a  grove  under 

ga        h    grove  that  name.        • 

'■That  which  each  man  loved 
And  prized  in  his  peculiar  nook  of  earth 
Des  with  him,  or  is  changed." 
So  much  for   my  old  school-lellow  and   his 

has   w   e  failed,  from  the  lake  do  doubt  being 
n       ran  of  the  inlruslon. 
The  Miner,  neil  described  as  having  found  his 

Paterdale,  and  the  story  is  true  to  the  letter.    It 
seems  ID  me,  however,  rather  remarkable  that 
the  strength  of  mind  which  had  supported  him 
thro,^    this  long  unrewarded    W)or  did  not 

times  in  the  course  ol  my  life  1  have  heard  of 
sudden  Induies  of  great  wealth  being  followed  by 

good  fortune  was  so  great  as  to  produce  absolute 

riches,  and  therefore  such  a  consequence  might 

of  the  solitary  Miner.     In  reviewing  his  story, 
one  cannol  but  regret  that  such  perseverance  was 
not  sustained  by  a  worthier  object,    Archimedes 
leapl  oul  of  his  bath  and  ran  about  the  streets 
proclaiming  lui  discovery  in  a  Iraniport  of  joy, 
but  we  are  not  told  that  he  lost  either  his  life  or 

to  whom  the  Priest  is  led  by  conlrast  wilh  the 
resoluteness  displayed  by  the  foregoing,  is  taken 

name  Dawson:  and  whose  talents,  disposition, 

I  did  not  know  him,  but  ail  was  fresh  in  memory 
when  we  settled  at  Grasmere  in  the  beginning  of 
the  century.     From  this  point,  the  conversation 
leads  to  the  mention  of  two  individuals  who,  by 
their  several  fortuoea,  were,  at  difierent  times, 
driven  to  take  refuge  at  the  small  aod  obscure 

dame  with  whom,  as  a  schoolboy  and  afterwards. 
I  lodged  for  nearly  the  space  of  ten  years.    The 

was  of  a  high  family  in  Scotland  ;  the  Hanoverian 
Whig  bore  the  name  of  Vandeput.  and  might 
perhaps  be  a  descendant  of  some  Dutchman  who 
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period,  that  persons  who  had  lied  fr 


I  obscurity 


rs  at  the 
do  at  Old 


UDltdfor.    Tfacii 

vE  heaid  from  the  Relph  family,  one  ol  whorr 
a  saddler  in  the  town  of  Kendal,  that  the) 
i  curioue  In  Iheir  saddles  and  hou^nga  ant 
utrements  of  their  hones.    They,  as  I  hav< 


ceming  her  beyond  what  is  said  in  the  poem. 
She  was  a  most  striking  instance  hon  far  a 
woman  may  surpass  in  talent,  in  knowledge,  and 

lives,  and  yet  (all  below  them  in  Chiiitian  virtues 


ler  who  told  Ihe  story  waa  the  nife  ol  a  leading 
9nuin  in  the  vale  of  Grasmere,  and  they  were 
atTectionate   pair  and  greatly  respected  by 


by  an  only  brother,  a  good-nanired  nan,  who 
fell  into  habiu  of  drinking,  by  which  he  gradually 
reduced  hii  property ;  and  the  other  day  the  last 
acre  of  it  was  sold,  and  his  wife  and  children  and 

worth  while  to  record  here  but  thai,  through  all 

meekness,  affectionate  forbearance,  and  forgive- 
ness. Their  eldest  lOD,  who,  through  Ihe  vices 
of  his  father,  has  thus  been  robbed  of  an  ancient 

or  complain  againsl  the  cause  of  their  distress, 
low  (1S43)  deservedly  the  chief  prop  of  his 


'3  hopes, 
ingof  thesevei 


and  his  family  dt 


nearest  nrighbon 
nlatly  into  the  n» 
1  will  barely  teitif; 

said  of  them  is  as 


o  the  I>uddoi 


1.    Once, 
IS  talking 


tion  I  presumed  to  find  fault  with  the  versificatiou 
of  Pope,  of  whom  he  wasan  enthusiastic  admirer  1 
he  defended  him  with  a  warmth  that  indicated 

my  point,  and  said,  "  In  conpasa  and  variety  of 

Never  shall  f  forget  the  change  in  his  counte- 
nance and  tone  of  voice :  the  storm  was  Idd  in  a 

and  I  passed  immediately  in  his  mind,  no  doubt, 
for  as  great  a  cri^c  as  ever  lived-  I  ought  la 
add,  he  was  a  der^man  and  a  well-educated 

remarkable  of  any  individual   I  have   known, 

several  years  in  this  ueighborhood,  aud  who,  in 
this  facult;^.  was  a  prodigy^  he  afterwarda 
became  deranged,  and  1  fear  continues  so,  if 
alive.     Then  follows  the  character  of  Robert 
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his  privation,  1  had  from  his  relaiivei  on  the 

John  Gough.  of  Kendal,  a  man  known,  far 
beyond  hia  neighborhood,  for  hia  Talents  and 
altunmenu  in  natural  hiatoir  and  science,  01 
the  Infantas  gnve,  next  noticed.  1  will  only  aay.it 
b  an  exact  picture  of  what  fell  under  my  own 
;  and  all  persons  who  are  intimately 
with  cottage  iife  must  ofli 


-ved  like 


^  of  tl 


:  of  tl 


This  young  volunteer  bote  the  name 
to  the  prodigal  of  whose  character  ai 


preceding  book. 


was  common  among  the  inhabitants  of  the  ^ 
He  had  lived  a  good  ^while  in  the  Highland 
Scotland,  ai  a  manager  of  iron-wM-ks  at  Bur 
and  had  acted  as  clerk  to  one  of  my  predeces 
in  the  office  of  Distributor  of  Stamps,  whet 
used  to  travel  round  the  counlry  collecting 
bringing  home  the  money  due  to  Govemmen 
gold,  which,  it  may  be  worth  while  to  men 
tor  the  sake  of  my  friends,  was  deposited  in 
cell  or  lion  closet  under  the  west  viindow  of 
long  room  at  Rydil  Mount,  which  still  e, 
with  the  iroD  doors  that  guarded  ths  propE 
This  of  course  was  before  the  lime  of  Bills 
Notes.     The  two  sous  of  this   person   had 


r  associates.      J  he  premature  duth  ot^this 

instruction  of  children  entirely  in  the 

"Tiadition  tells 

means  and  in  its  own  way.     Such  is 

That,  in  Elita'a  golden  days,  a  Knight 

confidence,  a  confidence  1  share  with  m 
of  my  most  valued  friends,  in  the  super. 

■'The  house  is  gone." 

a  couise  of  instruction  presided  over  a 

pi:iars  of  the  gateway  in  front  of  the  mansioa 

by  the  cleigy  of  the  Church  of  Eng 

uined  when  we  first  took  up  our  abode  at 

I  have  no  doubt  that,  if  but  once  its 

lay   and   clerical,    were   duly   sensible 

was  the  ancestor  of  the  Knott  family,  formerly 

the  changes  he  had  wlmeHed  in  rural  life^  by 
from  what  I  myself  Haw  during  my  boyhochl  and 


<  often  t 


ich  mote  effectual  for  carrying  oi 
raliiing  works-  Had  it  not  bei 
ention.  long  before  the  present 


Reviewing  at  this  late  period.  1S4],  whi 


that  so  Utile 

en  made  in 

ing  the  eviL 

deplored,  or  pi 

romolinc  ih 

nefits 

of  educatioi 

the   Wanderer  a 

The  results 

Ashley 

r  the 

hildren 

egally  be  a 

edto 

woric  in  lac 

deavors  to 

im 

farther  the 

permitted  labor,  h 

fallen 

farihon  of  his  own 

wishes,  an 

jseof 

every  benev 

o'entan 

d  right- 

minded  ma 

wl 

ohat 

carefully  attended 

0  this 

subiecl:    a 

the 

present  aes 

ton  of 
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ir  , 
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PullamcDl  being  unuUe  oi  thcH  benefiu,  I 
Minislen  ot  the  cuuDIry  nigh  I  be  emboldciu 
were  il  neceuary,  id  apply  funds  of  Ihe  Slale 


duiL  pTQoia  Ihal  (he  apprehensions  ex| 

"  I  ipake  of  mischief  by  Ihe  wise  diSu 
With  gladneu,  thinking  that  the  more 
The  healthier,  the  hcuri,  we  becon 
Deluiliiii  which  a  monuDl  may  desir 
The  Chartists  an  well  aware  of  this  { 
and  dmg  to  it  with  an  aidor  and  pe. 


,l,j      Oft,  through  (hy  fair  domains,  i 

'  th  I  roanted,  on  youthful  ] 

,u«d in  rocky  cell  or. ylw 

iwilt-flowing  Lowther's  c 


id  Hope  full  oft  falladoul 


<ith  the  like  tying 


PREFACE   TO  THE   EDITION  OK 


Thb  Title-page  announ 
portion  ol  I  pKin  :  aod  th 
apprised  that  it  belongs 


Ihe  othera  were 


i  made  hen  than  in  the  rest  of 
9s  (his  pari  doo  n^t  depend  upon 


Eaith  in  which  he  had  been  educated,  and,  w 
Ihati  contentedncss   and   even  cheerfulness  of 
mind,  than  all  that  the  Wanderer  and  Pastor,  by 


"  *Mid  the  wreck  of  is  and  was, 
Things  incomplete  and  purposes  betrayed 
Make  sadder  transits  o'er  thought's  optic  gl: 
Tlian  noblest  objects  utterly  decayed !  " 
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qualified  him  for  such  employiiH 
iidiary  lo  this  prepantioD,  he 
record,  in  verK,  the  origia  and  p 


mcHidifttidtuiAhed  foi 


"On  Man, o 
page  }8«  oi 
"Guide,  and 
page  jSfl.) 


te  reiencd  lo  be^na  wLlh  the  llde, 


poem '  u  biographical,  and  conducts  llie 
of  the  Author'a  mlDd  to  the  point  when 
nuboldencd  to  hope  that  hia  facultiefl  W4 
fidenlJy  matured  for  enieriDg  upon  the  i 
' '  '    ^  t  had  pr<^ioied  Lo  hiinie 


HI  Work!  have  the  9 


lor  Pieces,  which  have  bee 
ublic,  when  they  shall  b 
dllbcfoundby  Iheattenliv 
h  connection  u-jth  the  oial 


K  Author  would  Oi 


ring,  u 


n  this 


of  perioTmancei  either  uufiuithed  or  unpublished, 
if  he  had  not  thought  that  the  labor  beslowed 
by  him  upon  what  he  has  heretofore  and  oow 
laid  before  the   Public  entitled'  him  to  candid 

neceuary  lo  throw  light  upon  hii  endeavon  to 
p1easeand,hewould  hope,  lo  benefit  hia  country- 
men, —  Nolhiug  further  need  be  added,  than  Ihat 
the  fii^t  and  third  pans  of  "  The  Reclu« 
coDsist  chiefly  of  meditations  in  the  Aulhoi 


and  that 


ithei 


ing  is  employed,  and  so 
form  adopted. 


le  History  of  lis  last  Inhabitant. 

r  WAS  summer,  and  the  sun  had  mounted 

Southward    the    landscape    indistinctly 

Through  a  pale  steam;  but  all  the  north- 
ern downs. 
In  clearest  aii  ascending,  showed  far  off 
A  surface  dappled  o'er  with  shadows  flung 
From  brooding  clouds;  shadows  that  lay 


Determined  and  unmoved,  with  steady 
Of  liilght  and  pleasant  sunshine   inter- 


wilight  of  its  own,  an  ample  shade. 
Where    the    wren   warbles,   while    the 

dreaming  man, 
Hall  conscious  ot  the  soothing  melody, 
With  side-long  eye  looks  out  upon  the 

power   of    that   impending   covert, 
thrown 
To  finer  distance.    Mine  was  at  that  hour 
Far  other  lot,  yet  with  good  hope  that 
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The  host 
And  evei 


I  could  my  weak  aim 
s  gaiherJDg  lound  my 
:  as  I  paced  sloi^. 


Upon   that    open   moorland   itood   a 
The  wished-fot  port  to  which  my  course 

Thither    I   came,  and   there,  amid   the 

Eloon, 
Spread  by  a  brotherhood  of  lofty  elms, 
Appeared   a   rooflesii   Hut;    four  naked 

walls 


That 

tared  upon  each  oihe 
round, 

1— Hooked 

And 

o  my  wish  and  lo  my 

The  Friend  I  soughl;  a  Ma 

age, 

Buts 

oul  and  hale,  for  trave 

There 

bench, 

the   ootioge- 

Recu 

nbent  in  the  shade,  ai 

if  asleep; 

Anil 

n-poinled  staff  lay  a 

his  side. 

Him|had  I  marked  Ihe  day  before  — 

And  slalioned  in  the  public  way,  with  (ace 
Turned  toward  the  sun  then  setting,  while 

thai  staff 
Afforded,  to  (he  figure  of  the  man 
Detained  for  contemplation  or  repose, 
Graceful  support;  his  countenance  as  he 

Was  hidden  from  my  view,  and  he  re- 
mained 
Unrect^nized;  but,  stricken  by  the  sight, 
With   slackened   footsteps   I   advanced, 

A  glad  congratulation  we  exchanged 
At  such  unthonght-of  meeting.  —  For  the 

We  parted,  nothing  willingly;  and  now 
He  by  appointment  waited  for  me  here, 
Under  the  covert  of  these  clustering  elms. 


Wew 


e  tried  Friends:  amid  a 


In  the  antique  market -village  where  was 

My  school-lime,  an   apartment   he  had 

owned, 
To  which  at  intervals  the  Wanderer  drew, 
And  found  a   kind  of    home  or  hoibor 

He  loved  me ;  from  a  swarm  of  rosy  boys 
Singled  out  me,  as  he  in  sport  would  say. 
For  my  grave  looks,  too  thoughtful  for 

my  years. 
As  I  grew  up,  it  was  my  best  delight 
To  be  his  chosen  comrade.    Many  a  lime. 
On  holidays,   we   rambled   through  the 

woods; 
We  sate  —  we  walked;   he  pleased  me 

with  report 
Of  things  which  he  had  seen;  and  often 

touched 
Abstrusest  matter,  reasonings  of  the  mind 
Turned  inward;  oi  at  my  request  would 

Old  songs,  the  product  of  his  native  hills; 
A  skilful  distribution  of  sweet  sounds, 
Feeding  (he  soul,  and  eagerly  imlMbed 
As  cool  refreshing  water,  by  the  eare 
Of  the  industrious  husbandman,  diffused 
Through  a  parched  meadow -ground,  in 

time  of  drought. 
Still  deeper  welcome  lound  bis  pure  dis- 

How   precious,   when   in   riper  days   I 

learned 
To  weigh  with  care  his  words,  and  lo 

rejoice 
In  the  plain  presence  of  his  dignity! 


Oh!  many  are  the  Poets  thai  are  sown 
By  Nature;    men  endowed  with  highest 

gifts, 
The  vision  and  (he  faculty  divine; 
Yet  wanting  the  accomplishment  of  verse, 
(Which,   in  the  docile  season  cf   their 

I(  was  denied  them  to  acquire,  through 

Of  culture  and  the  inspiring  aid  of  books, 
Or  haply  by  a  temper  too  severe, 
Or  a  nice  t«ckwai(lness  afraid  of  shame) 
Nor  having  e'er,  as  lite  advanced,  been 
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Them 


re  of  themselves,  these  favored 

All  but  3  scatteied  few,  live  out  iheit  time, 
Husbanding    that    which    they    possess 

within. 
And    go    to  the   grave,   unthoughl   of. 

Strongest  minds 

world 

else  surely  tliis  Man  h 

left 

H  is  graces  unrevealed  and  on  proclaimed. 
But,  as  the  mind  was  tilled  with  inward 

light. 
So  not  without  distinction  had  he  lived. 
Beloved   and   honored  — far  as  he  was 

And  some  small  portion  of  his  eloquent 

And  something  that  may  serve  to  set  in 

The  feeling  pleasures  of  his  loneliness, 
His  observations,   and  the  thoughts  his 

Had  dealt  with  — I  will  here  record  in 

Which,  if  with  truth  it  correspond,  and 

Or  rise  as  venerable  Nature  leads. 
The  high  and  tender  Muses  shall  accept 
With  gracious  smile,  deliberately  pleased, 
And  listening  Time  reward  with  sacred 


Among  the  hills  of  Athol  he  was  born; 
Where,  on  a  small  hereditary  farm, 
An  unproductive  slip  o(  rugged  ground, 
His   Parents,   with  their  numerous  off- 
spring, dwelt; 
A  virtuous  household,  though  exceeding 

Pure  livers  were  they   all,    austere  and 

And  fearing  God;  the  very  children  taught 
Stern  seH-respect,  a  reverence  lor  God's 

And  an  habitual  piety,  maintained 
With  strictness  scarcely  knownon  English 
ground. 

From  his  sixth  year,  the  Boy  of  whom  I 
In  summer,  tended  cattle  on  the  hills; 


But,  through  Ihe  inclement  and  the  penl- 


Sole   building  on  a   mountain's  dreary 

Remote  from  view  of  city  spire,  or  sound 
Ol  minster  dock  t     From  that  bleak  tene- 

He,  many  an  evening,  to  his  distant  home 
In  solitude  returning,  saw  the  hills 
Grow  latter  in  the  darkness;  all  alone 
Beheld  the  stars  come  out  above  his  head, 
And  travelled  through  the  wood,  with  no 

•To  whom  he  m^ht  confess  the  things  be 


So  the  foundalio 
laid. 


In  such  communion,  not  from  le 

While  yet  a  child,  and  long  before  his  time. 

Had  he  perceived  the  presence  and  the 

Of  greatness;   and  deep  feelings  iiad  im- 
pressed 
So  vividly  great  objects  thai  they  lay 
Upon  his  mind  like  substances,   whose 


Perplexed  the  bodily  si 


He  had  re 


All  his  remembrances,  thoughts,  shapes, 

and  forms; 
And,  being  still  unsatisfied  with  aughl 
Of , dimmer  character,  he  thence  attained 
An  active  power  to  fasten  images 
Upon  his  brain;  and  on  their  pictured  lines 
Inlenaeiy  brooded,  even  till  they  acquired 
The  liveliness  of  dreams.     Nor  did  he  fail, 
While  yet  a  child,  with  a  child's  eagerness 
Incessantly  lo  turn  his  ear  and  eye 
On  all  things  which  the  moving  seasons 

brought 
To  feed  such  appetite  —  nor  this  alone 
Appeased  his  yearning;  — in  the  after-day 
Of  boyhood,  many  an  hour  in  caves  tot- 

And  'mid  the  hollow  depths  of  naked  crags 
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He 


in  their  <b(id  1i 


Or  irom  Ihp  power  of  a  peculiar  eye. 
Or  by  creative  feeling  overborne. 
Or  by  predorainance  of  thought  oppressed, 
Even  in  iheir  fixed  and  steady  lineaments 
He  traced  an  ebbing  and  a  flowing  mind, 
Expression  ever  varying ! 

Thus  informed, 
He  had  small  need  of  books;  for  many  a 

tale 
Traditionary,  round  the  mountains  hung, 
And  many  a  legend,  peopling  the  dark 

Nourished  Imagination  in  her  growth, 
And  gave    the   Mind   that  apprehensive 

By  which  she  is  made  quick  to  recognize 
The  moral  properties  and  scope  of  things. 
But  eagerly  he  read,  and  read  again, 
Whale'er   the  minister's  old  shell  sup- 

The  life  and  death  of  martyrs,  who  sus- 

With  will  inflexible,  tliose  fearful  pangs 
Triumphantly  displayed  in  records  left 
Of  persecu^on  and  the  Covenant  — times 
Whose  echo  rings  through  Scotland  to 

this  hour ! 
And  there,  by  lucky  hap,  had  been  pre- 

Astragglingvolume,  torn  and  incomplete. 
That  left  half-lold  the  prelernalurallale, 
Romance  of  giants,  chronicle  ol  fiends. 
Profuse  in  garniture  of  wooden  cuts 
Strange  and  uncouth;  dire  faces,  figures 

dire. 
Sharp-kneed,  sharp-elbowed,  and  lean- 

ankled  too. 
With  long  and  ghostly  shanks  —  forms 

Could  ne*er  be  forgotten  ! 

Where  Fear  sate  thus,  a  cherished  visitant, 
Was  wanting  yet  the  pure  delight  of  love 
By  sound  diffused,  or  by  the  breathing  air. 
Or  by  the  silent  looks  of  happy  things. 
Or  flowing  from  the  universal  face 
Of  earth  and  sky.     But  he  had  felt  the 

Of  Nature,  and  already  was  prepared, 
By  his.inlense  conceptions,  to  receive 
Deeply  the  lesson  deep  of  love  which  he,  ■ 


Whom  Nature,  by  whatever  iti 
To  feel  intensely,  cannot  but  rt 


What  soul  was  his,  when,  from  the  nalted 

Of  some  bold  headland,  he  beheld  the  sun 
Rise  up,  and  bathe  the  world  in  light  I 

He  looked  — 
Ocean  and  earth,  the  solid  frame  of  earth 
And  ocean's  liquid  mass,  in  gladness  lay 
Beneath  him :  —  Far  and  wide  the  clouds 

were  touched. 
And  in  theii  silent  faces  could  he  read 
Unutterable  love.     Sound  needed  none, 
Nor  any  voice  of  joy ;  his  spirit  drank 
The  spectacle :   sensation,  soul,  and  form, 
All  melted  into  him;   they  swallowed  up 
His  aaimal  being;  in  them  did  he  live, 
And  by  them  did  he  live;    they  were  his 

In  such  access  of  mind,  in  such  high  hour 
Of  visitation  from  the  living  God, 
Thought  was  not;  inenjoyment  it  expired. 
No  thanks  he  breathed,  he  proffered  no 

request; 
Rapt  into  still  communion  thattranscends 
Tfie  imperfect  offices  of  prayer  and  praise, 
Hismind  wasathank^ving  to  the  power 
That  made  him;  it  was  blessedness  and 


A  Herdsman  on  the  lonely 

Such  intercourse  was  his.  and  in  this  sort 
Was  his  existence  oftentimes /oiMiiCi^. 
O  then  how  beautiful,  how  bright,  ap- 

The   written   promise !     Early    had    he 

learned 
To  reverence  the  volume  that  displays 
The  mystery,  the  life  which  cannot  die; 
But  in  the  mountains  did  he /c<'/his  faith. 
All  things,  responsive  to  the  writing,  there 
Breathed  immortality,  revolving  life. 
And  greatness  still  revolving;  infinite; 
There   littleness  was  not;    the  least  ol 

Seemed   infinite;    and   there  his   spirit 
shaped 
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Her  prospects,  nor  did  he  believe,  —  he 


I-owthoughlshadthereno  place;  yet  was 

Lowly;   for  he  was  meek  in  gp^tilude, 
Oft  as  he  called  those  ecstasies  (o  mind, 
And  whence  Ihey  flowed;  and  from  them 

he  acquired 
Wisdom,  which  works  through  patience; 

Ihence  he  learned 
In  ofl-reCurring  hours  of  sober  thought 
To  look  on  Nature  with  a  humble  heart. 
Self -questioned  where  it  did  not  under- 

And  with  a  superstitious  eye  of  love. 

So  passed  the  time;  yet  to  the  nearest 

He  duly  went  with  what  small  overplus 
His  earnings  might  supply,  and  brought 

The  book  that  most  had  tempted  his  de- 
While  at  (he  stall  he  read.     Among  the 

hills 
He  gated  upon  that  mighty  otb  of  song, 
Thedivine  Milton-  Lore  olditterenl  kind, 
The  annual  savings  of  a  toilsome  life, 
His  Schoolmaster  supplied;   books  that 

The  purer  elements  ot  truth  involved 
In  lines   and  numbers,  and,  by  charm 

(Especially     perceived     where     nature 

And  feeling  b  suppressed)  preserve  the 

Busy  in  solitude  and  poverty. 

These  occupations  oftentimes  deceived 

The  listless  hours,  while  in  the  hollow 

vale. 
Hollow  and  green,  he  lay  on  the  green  turf 
In  pensive  idleness.     What  could  he  do, 
Thus  daily  thirsting,  in  that  lonesome  life. 
With  blind  endeavors?     Yet,  still  upper- 


In  all  things  that  from  her  sweet  influence 


Might   lend   lo  wean   him.     Therefore 

with  her  hues. 
Her  forms,  and  with  the  spirit  of   her 

He  clothed  the  nakedness  of  austere  truth. 
While  yet  he  lingered  in  the  rudiments 
01  science,  and  among  her  simplest  laws, 
His  triangles  —  they  were   the  stars  of 

heaven, 
The  silent  stars  I     Oft  did  he  lalie  delight 
To  measure  the  altitude  of  some  tall  crag 
That  is  the  eagle's  birthplace,  or  some 

Familiar  with  forgotten  years,  that  shows, 
Inscribed  upon  its  visionary  sides. 
The  hislory  of  many  a  winter  storm. 
Or  obscure  jecords  of  the  path  of  fire. 

And   thus  before   his  eighteenth  year 
was  told, 
Accumulated  feelings  pressed  his  heart 
With  still   increasing   weight;     he   was 

o'erpowered 
By  Nature;   by  the  turbulence  subdued 
Of  hia  own  mind;  by  mystery  and  hope. 
And  the  first  virgin  passion  of  a  soul 


Corai 


h  the  gl 


Full  oftenwishedhe  that  the  winds  might 

When  they  were  silent;   far  more  fondly 

Than  in  his  earlier  season  did  he  love 
Tempestuous   nights  —  the   conflict  and 

the  sounds 
That  live  in  darkness.     From  his  intellect 
And    from    the  stillness  of    abstracted 

thought 
He  asked  repose;   and,  failing  oft  to  win 
The  peace  required,  he  scanned  the  laws 

of  light 
Amid  the  roar  of  torrents,  where  they  send 
From  hollow  clefts  up  to  the  clearer  air 
A  cloud  of  mist  that,  smitten  by  the  sun, 
inbow  hues.    But  vainly  thus. 


In  dreams,  in  study,  and   in   ardent 
thought. 
Thus  was  he  reared;  much  wanting  to 


:.bv  Cookie 


THE   WANDERER. 


Strengthened  and  braced,  by  breathing 

The  keen,  the  wholesome,  air  of  poverty. 
And  drinking  from  the  well  of  homely  lite. 
—  But,  from  past  liberty,  and  tried  re- 


in moncd   to  sclec 


the 


Of  humble  industry  that  pronused  best 
To  yield  him  no  unworthy  maintenance. 
Urged  by  his  Mother,  he  essayed  to  teach 
A  village- school— but  wanderii^  thoughts 

were  then 
A  misery  to  him;  and  the  Youth  resigned 
A  task  he  was  unable  lo  perform. 

That  stern  yet  kindly  Spirit,  who  con- 

The  Savoyard  to  quit  his  naked  rocks. 
The  free-born  Swiss  lo  leave  his  narrow 

(Spirit  attached  to  regions  mountainous 
like  their  own  steadfast  clouds)  did  now 

His  restless  mind  to  look  abroad  with 

—  An  irksome  drudgery  seems  it  to  plod 

Through  hot  and  dusty  ways,  or  pelting 


Vet  do  such  travellers  find  their  own  de- 
light; 
And  their  hard  service,  deemed  debasing 

Gained  merited  respect  in  simpler  times; 
When  squire,  and  priest,  and  they  who 

round  them  dwelt 
In  rustic  sequestration  —  all  dependent 
Upon  the  Pedler's  toil  —  supplied  theii 

Or  pleased  their  fancies,  with  the  wares 

be  brought. 
Not  ignorant  was  the  Youth  that  still  no 

Of  his  adventurous  countrymen  were  led 
By  perseverance  in  this  track  of  life 
To  competence  and  ease: — to  him  it 


Their   farewell    benediction,    but    with 

Foreboding  evil.     From  his  native  hills 
He  wandered  far;  much  did  he  see  of 

Their   manners,  their   enjoyments,   and 

pursuits, 
Their  passions  and  their  feelings;  chiefly 

Essential  and  eternal  in  the  heart. 
That,  'mid  the  Ampler  forms  o(  rural  life. 
Exist  more  simple  in  their  elements. 
And  speak  a  plainer  language.     In  the 

woods, 
A  lone  Enthusiast,  and  among  the  fields. 
Itinerant  in  this  tabor,  he  had  passed 
The  better  portion  of  his  lime;  and  there 
Spontaneously  had  his  affections  thriven 
Amid  the  bounties  of  the  year,  the  peace 
And  liberty  of  nature ;  there  be  kept 
In  solitude  and  solitary  thought 
His  mind  in  a  just  equipoise  of  love. 
Serene  it  was,  unclouded  by  the  cares 
Of  ordinary  life;   unvexed,  un warped 
By  partial  bondage.    In  his  steady  course. 
No  piteous  revolutions  had  he  felt, 
No  wild  varieties  of  joy  and  grief. 
Unoccupied  by  sorrow  of  its  own, 
His  heart  lay  open-,  and,  by  nature  tuned 
And  constant  disposition  of  his  thoughts 
To  sympathy  with  man,  he  was  alive 
To  all  that  was  enjoyed  where'er  he  weot. 
And  all  that  was  endured;  for,  in  himself 
Happy,  and  quiet  in  his  cheerfulness. 
He  had  no  painful  pressure  from  without 
That  made  him  turn  aside  from  wretch- 

Witb  coward  fears.     He  could  afford  to 

suHer 
With  those  whom  he  saw  suffer.     Hence 

■  That  in  our  best  experience  he  was  rich, 
And  in  the  wisdom  of  our  daily  life. 
For  hence,  minutely,  in  his  various  rounds. 
He  had  observed  the  progress  and  decay 
Of  many  minds,  of  minds  and  bodies  too; 
The  history  of  many  families; 
How  they  had  prospered;  ho*  they  were 

o'erthrown 
By  passion  or  mischance,  or  such  misrule 
Among  iheunthinking  masters  of  the  earth 
As  makes  the  nations  groan. 
>  See  Now. 
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This  acdve  course 
He  followed  ttU  provision  for  his  wants 
Had  been  oblained;  —  ihe  Wanderer  tlien 

To  pass  the  remnant  of  his  days,  untasked 
With   needless  services,  from   hardship 

His  calling  laid  aside,  he  lived  at  ease : 
But  still  he  loved  to  pace  the  public  roads 
And  the  wild  paths;  and,  by  the  sum- 
mer's warmth 
Invited,  often  would  he  leave  his  home 
.  And  journey  (ar,  revisiting  the  scenes 
That  to  his  memory  were  most  endeared. 

—  Vigorous  in  health,  of  hopeful  spirits, 

undamped 
By  worldly- mi ndedness  ot  anxious  care; 
Observant,  studious,  thoughtful,  and  re- 

By  knowledge  gathered  up  from  day  to 

Thus  had  he  lived  a  long  and  innocent  life. 

The  Scottish  Church,  both  on  himself 

and  (hose 
With  whom  from  childhood  ne  grew  up, 

had  held 
The  strong  hand  of  her  purity;  and  still 
Had  watched  him  with  an  unrelenting  eye. 
This  he  lemembered  in  his  riper  age 
With  gratitude,  and  reverential  thoughts. 
But  by  Ihe  native  vigor  of  his  mind. 
By  his  habitual  wanderings  out  of  doors, 
By  loneliness,  and  goodness,  and   kind 

Whale'er,  in  docile  childhood  or  in  youth. 
He  had  imbibed  of  fear  or  darker  thought 
Was  melted  all  away;  so  true  was  this. 
That  sometimes  his  religion  seemed  to  me 
Self-taught,  as  of  a  dreamer  in  the  woods ; 
Who  to  the  model  of  his  own  pure  heart 
Shaped  his  belief ,  as  grace  divine  inspired, . 
And  human  reason  dictated  with  awe. 

—  And  surely  never  did  there  live  on  earth 
A  man  o(  kindlier  nature.     The  rough 

sports 
And  teasing  ways  of  children  vexed  not 

Indulgent  listener  was  he  to  the  tongue 
0(  garrulous  a^e;  nor  did  the  sick  man's 

To  his  fraternal  sympathy  addressed. 
Obtain  reluctant  hearing. 


Plain  his  garb; 
Such  as  might  suit  a  rustic  Sire,  prepared 
For  sabbath  duties;  yet  he  was  a  man 
Whom  no  One  could  have  passed  with- 

Active  and   nervous   was  his  gait;   his 

limbs 
And  his  whole,  figure  breathed  intelli- 
gence. 
Time   had   compressed   the   freshness  of 
his  cheek 

circle  ol  deep  red, 
lamed  his  eye;   that,  under 


brought 
From    years    of    youth  ;    which,    like    a 

Being  made 
Ot  many  Beings,  he  had  wondrous  skill 
To  blend  with  knowledge  of  the  years  to 


Hur 


11'  such  as  lie  beyond  the  grave. 
s   He   framed ;    and  such   his 


Upon  that    cottage-bench    reposed    his 

limbs, 
Screened   from    the    sun.      Supine   the 

Wanderer  lay. 
His  eyes  as  if  in  drowsiness  half  shut, 
The  diadows  o(  the  breeiy  elms  above 
Dappling  his  face.     He  tiad  not  heard 

the  sound 
Of  my  approaching  steps, and  in  the  shade 
Unnoticed  did   I   stand   some   minutes' 

At  length  I  hailed  him,  seeing  that  his  hal 
Was  moist  with  water-drops,  as  if  the 

Had  newly-scooped  a   running  stream. 

He  rose. 
And  ere  our  lively  greeting  into  peace 
Had  settled,  •'  'T  is,"  said  I,  "  a  burn- 

My  lips  are  parched  with  thirst,  but  you. 

Have  somewhere  found  relief."     Be,  at 
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The   icnce   where   Ihal    aspiring    shiub 

Upon  the  public  way.     It  waa  a  plol 
Of  gaiden  giound  run   wild,  its  matted 

Marked  with  the  sleps  o(  those,  whom, 

as  they  passed. 
The  gooseberry  trees  that  shot  in  long 

Or  currants,  hangir^  from   their  leafless 

In  scanty  strings,  had  tempted  to  o'erleap 
The  broken  wall.     I  looked  around,  and 

Where  two  tall  hedge-rows  of  thick  alder 

Joined  in  a  cold  damp  nook,  espied  a  well 
Shrouded  with  willow -flowers  and  plumy 

My  thirst  I  slaked,  and,  from  the  cheer- 
less spot 

Withdrawing,  straightway  to  the  shade 
returned 

Where  sate  the  old  Man  on  the  colt^je- 

And,  while,  beside  him,  with  uncovered 

I  yet  was  standing,  (reely  to  respire. 
And  cool  my  temples  in  the  fanning  air, 
Thus  did  he  speak.     "  I  see  around  me 

Things  which  you  cannot  see;  we  die, 

my  Friend, 
Nor  we  alone,  but  thai  which  each  man 

And  prized  in  his  peculiar  nook  o(  earth 
Dies  with  him,  or  is  changed;  and  very 

Even  o(  the  good  is  no  memorial  lelt. 
—  The  Poets,  in  their  elegies  and  songs 
Lamenting  the  departed,  call  the  groves. 
They  call  upon  the  hills  and  streams,  to 

And  senseless  rocks;  nor  idly;  (or  they 

In  these  their  invocations,  with  a  voice 
Obedient  to  the  strong  creative  power 
Of  human  passion.    Sympathies  there  are 
More  tranquil,  yet  perhaps  of  kindred 

birth. 
That  steal  upon  the  meditative  mind. 
And  grow  with   thought.      Beside  yon 

spring  I  stood. 


And  eyed  its  waters  till  we  seemed  to  leel 
One  ^ness,  they  and  I.     For  them  a 

bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  broken :  time  has  been 
When,every  day, the  touch  of  human  hand 
Dislodged  the  natural  sleep  that  binds 

In  mortal  stillness;   and  Ihejr  ministered 
To  human  comfort.     Stooping  down  to 

Upon  the  slimy  fool -stone  I  espied 
The  useless  fragment  of  a  wooden  bowl. 
Green  with  the  moss  of  years,  and  sub- 
ject only 
To  the  soft  handling  oi  the  elements; 
There  let  it  lie  —  how  foolish  are  such 

thoi^hls  I 
Forgive  them;  —  never  —  never   did  my 

Approach  this  door  but  she  who  dwelt 
within 

A  daughter's  welcome  gave  me,  and  I 
loved  her 

As  my  own  child.  Oh,  Sir  1  the  good  die 
lust. 

And  they  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  sum- 
mer dust 

Burn  to  the  socket.      Many  a  passenger 

Hath  blessed  poor  Margaret  for  her 
gentle  looks. 

When  she  upheld  the  cool  refreshment 

From  that  forsaken  spring;  and  no  one 

But  he  was  welcome;  no  one  went  away 
But  that  it  seemed  she  loved  him.     She 

The  light  extii^uished  of  her  lonely  hut, 
The  hut  itself  abandoned  to  decay, 
And  she  forgotten  in  the  quiet  grave. 

I    speak,"   continued  he,    "of   One 

whose  stock 
Of  virtues  bloomed  beneath  this  lonely 

roof. 
She  was  a  Woman  of  a  steady  mind. 
Tender  and  deep  in  her  excess  of  tove; 
Not  speaking  much,  pleased  rather  with 

the  joy 
Of  her  own  thoughts;  by  some  especial 
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The  humble  worth  that  satislied  her  heart  i 
Frugal,  aflectionate,  sober,  and  withal 
Keenly   industrious.      She    with    pride 

would  tell 
That  he  was  ollen  seated  at  his  loom, 
In  summer,  ere  the  mower  was  abroad 
Among  the  dewy  grass,  —  in  early  spring. 
Ere  the  last  star  had  vanished.  —  They 

who  passed 
At  evening,  from  behind  the  garden  ience 
Might  hear   his  busy  spade,  which  he 

would  ply, 
After  his  daily  work,  until  the  light 
Had  tailed,  and  every  leaf  and  flower 

were  IcfsI 
In  (be  dark  hedges.      So  (heir  days  were 

In  peace  and  comfort;  and  a  pretty  boy 
Was  their  best  hope,  next  to  the  God  in 


Two  bligbting  seasons,  when  the  fields 

were  left 
With  half  a  harvest.     It  pleased  Heaven 

loadd 
A  worse  affliction  in  the  plague  of  wai: 
This  happy  Land   was   stricken   to  the 

A  Wanderer  then  amofig  the  cottages, 
I,  with  my  freight  of  winter  raiment,  saw 
The  hardships  of  that  season:  many  rich 
Sank  down,  as  in  a  dream,  among  the 

And  of  the  poor  did  many  cease  to  be. 
And  their  place  knew  them  not.     Mean- 
while, abridged 
Of  daily  comforts,  gladly  reconciled 
To  numerous  self-denials,  Margaret 
Went  struggling  on  through  those  calami- 
tous years 
With   cheerful   hope,   until   the   second 

When  her  life's  Helpmate  on  a  sick-bed 

lay. 
Smitten  with  perilous  fever.     In  disease 
He  lingered  long;  and,  when  his  strength 

returned,  •■. 


He  found  the  little  he  had  stored,  to  meet 
The  hour  of  accident  or  crippling  age, 
Was  all  consumed.    A  second  infant  now 
Was  added  to  the  troubles  of  a  time 
Laden,  (or  them  and  all  of  their  degree. 
With  care  and  sorrow;  shoals  of  artisans 
From  ill-requited  labor  turned  adrift 
Sought  daily  bread  from  public  charily. 
They,  and  theii  wives  and  children  — 

happier  far 
Could  they  have  lived  as  do  the  little  birds 
Thai  peck  along  the  hedge-rows,  or  the 


This   lonely  Collage.     At   [he  door  he 

And  whistled  many  a  snatch  of  nierry 

That  had  no  mirth  in  them;  or  with  his 

knife 
Carved  uncouth  figures  on  the  heads  of 

Then,  not  less  idly,  sought,  through  every 

In  house  or  garden,  any  casual  work 
Of  use  or  ornament;  and  with  a  strange, 
Amusing,  yet  uneasy,  novelty, 
He  mingled,  where  he  might,  the  various 


Ofsu 


er,  autumn,  v 


spring. 


But  this  endured  not;    his  good  hamor 

Became  a  weight  in  which  no  pleasure 

And  poverty  brought  on  a  petted  mood 
And  a  sore  temper :  day  by  day  he  drooped, 
And  he  would  leave  his  work  —  and  to 

the  town 
Would  turn  without  an  errand  his  stack 

Or  wander  here  and  there  among   the 

fields. 
One  while  he  would  speak  lightly  of  his 

And  with  a  cruel  tongue:  at  other  times 
He  (ossedlhemwitha  false  unnatural  joy: 
And  't  was  a  rueful  thing  to  see  tjie  looks 
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Of  the  poor  innocent  cbildrea.     '  Every 

Said  MargBiel  (o  me,  here  beneath  these 

'  Made  my  heart  bleed.'  " 

At  this  the  Wanderei  paused; 
And,  looking  up  Co  those  enormous  elms, 
He  said,  "  't  is  now  the  hour  of  deepest 


Are  cbeettul;   while  this  mull ilude  oi  flies 
With  tuneful  hum  is  filling  all  the  air; 
Why  should  a  tear  be  OD  an  old  Man's 

cheek? 
Why  should  we  thus,  with  an  untoward 

And  in  the  weakness  o(  humanity, 
From   natural  wisdom   turn  our   hearts 

To  natural  comfort  shut  our  eyes  and  ears; 
And,  feeding  on  disquiet,  thus  disturb 
The   calm   ol   nature   with   oui  restless 
thoughts?" 

H  Bspake  with  somewhat  of  a  solemn  tone : 
Bui,  when  he  ended,  there  was  in  his  face 
Such  easy  cheerfulness,  a  look  so  mild, 
Thai  for  a  little  lime  it  stole  away 
All  recollection;  and  that  simple  tale 
Passed  from  my  mind  like  a  forgotten 

A  while  on  trivial  things  we  held  discourse. 
To  me  soon  tasteless.  In  my  own  despite, 
I  thought  of  that  poor  Woman  as  of  one 
Whom  I  had  known  and  loved.      He  bad 

rehearsed 
Her  homely  tale  with  such  familiar  power. 
With  such  an  active  countenance,  an  eye 
So  busy,  thai  the  things  of  which  he  spake 
Seemed  present;  and,  attention  now  re- 

A  heart- felt  chillnessoepl  along  my  veins. 
I  rose;  and,  having  left  the  breeiy  shade, 
Stood  drinking  comfort  from  the  warmer 

That   had   not  cheered  me  long — -ere, 

looking  round 
Upon  that  tranquil  Ruin,  I  returned, 
And  begged  of  the  old  Man  that,  for  my 


He  replied, 
,,    and   would 
demand 
Severe  reproof,  if  we  were  men  whose 

Could  hold  vain  dalliance  with  the  misery 
Even  of  the  dead;   contented  thence  to 

A  momentary  pleasure,  never  marked 
By  reason,  barren  of  all  future  good. 
But  we  have  known  that   there  is  often 

In  mournful  thoughts,  and  always  mighl 

Apowerlo  virtue  friendly;  were't  not  so, 
I  am  a  dreamer  among  men,  indeed 
An  idle  dreamer  !     'T  is  a  common  tale, 
An  ordinary  sorrow  ol  man's  life, 
A  tale  of  silent  suffering,  hardly  clothed 
Id   bodily  form.  —  But  without  further 

bidding 
I  will  proceed. 

While  thus  it  fared  with  them. 
To  whom  this  colt^e,  till  those  hapless 

Had  been  a  blessed   home,  it  was  my 

chance 
To  travel  in  a  country  far  remote; 
And  when  these  lofty  elms  once  more 

appeared 
What  pleasant  expectations  lured  me  on 
O'er   the   flat   Common  1  —  With  quick 

step  I  reached 
The  threshold,  lifted  with  light  hand  the 

latch; 
But,  when  I  entered,  Margaret  looked  at 

A  little  while;  then  turned  her  bead  away 
Speechless, —  and,  sitting  down  upon  a 

Wept  bitterly.  I  wist  not  what  to  do, 
Nor  how  to  speak  to  her.     Poor  Wretch  ! 

at  last 
She  rose  from  off  her  seat,  and  then,  — 

OSirl 
I  cannot   UU  how  she   pronounced  my 

With  fervent  love,  and  with  a  lace  of  grief 

Unutterably  helpless,  and  a  look 

That  seemed  to  cling  upon  me,  she  in- 

If   I  had  seen  her  husband.      As   sho 
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A  stranee  suipiise  and  leaj  came  lo  my 

Noi  had  I  power  Co  answer  ere  she  Cold 
That    he    had    disappeared  —  not    two 

months  gone. 
He   left   his  house;    two  wretched  days 

had  past, 
And  on  the  third,  as  wistfully  she  raised 
Her  head  from  off  her  pillow,  lo  look  forth. 
Like  one  in  trouble,  for  returning  light, 
Within  her  chamber-casement  she  espied 


g  eyes.     This  trem- 

blingly 
She    opened  —  found    no    writing,   but 

Iwheld 
Pieces  of  money  carefully  enclosed. 
Silver  and  gold.     '  I  shuddered  at  the 

sight,' 
Said  Margaret,  '  for  I  knew  it  was  bis 

hand 
That  must  have  placed  it  there;   and  ere 

that  day 
Was   ended,    that    long    anxious  day,   I 

From  one  who  by  my  husband  had  been 

With  the  sad  news,  that  he  had  joined  a 

Of  soldiers,  going  to  a  distant  land. 

—  He  left  me  thus  —  he  could  not  gather 

To  Cake  a  farewell  of  me;   for  he  feared 
That  I  should  follow  with  my  babes,  and 

Beneath  Che   misery  of  that  wandering 


This  tale  did  Margaret  tell  with  many 

And,  when  she  ended,  I  fiad  little  power 
To  give  her  comfort,  and  was  glad  to  talte 
Such  words  of  hope  from  her  own  mouth 

as  served 
To  cheer  us  both.     But  long  we  had  not 

talked 
Ere  we  built  up  a  pile  of  better  thoughts. 
And  with  a  brighter  eye  she  looked  around 
As  if  she  had  been  shedding  tears  of  joy. 
We  parted.  —  'T  was  the  time  of  early 

spring; 
I  left  her  busy  with  her  garden  tools; 


And  well  remember,  o'er  that  fence  she 

looked, 
And,  while  I   paced  along  the  foot-way 

path, 
Called  out,  and  sent  a  blessing  after  me. 
With  lender  cheerfulness,  and  with  a  voice 
That  seemed  the  very  sound  of  happy 

thoughts. 


I  roved  o'er  many  a  hill  and  many  a. 

dale. 
With  my  accustomed  load;    in  heat  and 

cold. 
Through  many  a  wood  and  many  an  open 

ground. 
In  sunshine  and  in  shade,  in  wet  and  fair. 
Drooping  or  blithe  of  heart,   as  might 

befall; 
My   best    companions   now    the    driving 

And  now  the  '  trotting  brooks  '  and  whis- 
pering trees, 

And  now  the  music  of  my  own  sad  steps. 

With  many  a   short-lived   thoiight  that 
passed  between. 

And  disappeared. 

I  journeyed  back  this  way. 

When,  in  the  warmth  o(  midsummer,  the 

Was  yellow;    and  the  soft  and  hiaded 

grass. 
Springing  afresh,  had  o'er  the  hay-field 

Its  tender  verdure.  At  the  door  arrived, 
1  found  that  she  wasabsenl.  In  the  shade. 
Where  now  we  sit,  I  waited  her  return. 
Her  cottage,  then  a  cheerful  object,  wore 
Its  customary  look,  — only,  it  si  ' 
The  honeysuckle, ' —   ■' 

Hung   down  in  heavier  tufts;  an 

bright  weed. 
The  yellow  stone-crop,  suffered  t 


round   the 


Along  the  window's  edge,  prof  usely  grew, 
Blindingthe  lower  panes.  I  turned  aside. 
And  strolled  into  her  garden.  It  appeared 
To  lag  behind  the  season,  and  had  lost 
Its  pride  of  neatness.  Daisy-flowers  and 
thrift 
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O'er  paths ihej' used  todeck; 

Prized  for  surpassing  tieauty,  and  no  less 
For  Ihe  peculiar  pains  Iheyiiad  required. 
Declined    their   languid    heads,  wanting 


And  draped  them  to  the  earth. 

Ere  this  an  houi 
Was  wasted. —  Baclt  I  turned  my  restless 

A  stranger  passed ;  and,  guessing  whom  I 

sought. 
He  said  that  she  was  used  to  ramble  far.  — 
The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west;  and  now 
I  sate  with  sad  impatience.  From  within 
Her  solitary  infant  cried  aloud; 
The  n ,  like  a  blast  that  dies  a  way  self  .St  illed , 
The  voice  was  silent.     From  the  bench  I 

But  neither  could  divert  nor  soothe  my 

thoughts. 
The  spot,  though  fair,  was  very  desolate  — 
The  longer  I  remained,  more  desolate: 
And,  looking  round  me,  now  I  first  ob- 

Tbe  cornerstones,  oneitherside  the  porch, 
With  dull  red  stains  discolored,  and  stuck 


With  tults  and  hairs  of  wool,  s 


I  the 


That  fed  upon  the  Common,  thither  came 
Familiarly,  and  found  a  couching. place 
Even  at  her  threshold.      Deeper  shadows 

fell 
From  these  tall  elms;  the  cottage-clock 

struck  eight; — 
I  turned,  and  saw  her  distant  a  few  steps. 
Her  face  was  pale  and  thin  —  her  ligute, 

Was  changed.     As  she  unlocked  the  door, 

she  said, 
'It  grieves  me  you  have  waited  here  so 

long. 
But,  in  good  truth,  1  've  wandered  much 

of  late; 
And  sometimes  —  to  my  shame  I  speak  — 

0(  my  best  prayers  to  bring   me    back 


While  on  the  board  she  spread  our  evening 

She  told  me^ — ^interrupting  not  the  work 
Which  gave  employment  to  her   listless 

That  she  had  parted  with  her  elder  child; 
To  a  kind  master  on  a  distant  (arm 
Now  happiiy  apprenticed.  —  'I  perceive 
Vou  look  at  me,  and  you  have  cause;  to. 

I  have  been  travelling  far;  and  many  days 
About  the  fields  I  wander,  knowing  this 
Only,  that  what  I  seek  I  cannot  find; 
And  so  I  waste  my  time :  for  I  am  changed ; 
Andto  myself,' said  she,  'have  done  much 

wrong 
And  to  this  helpless  infant.     I  have  slept 
Weeping,  and  weeping  have  I  waked; 

Have  flowed  as  if  my  body  were  not  such 
As  others  are;  and  I  could  never  die. 
But  I  am  now  in  mind  and  in  my  heart 
More  easy;  and  1  hope,'  said  she,  'that 

God 
II  giver     . 
Which  I  behold  at  home.' 

It  would  have  grieved 
Vour  very  soul  to  see  her.     Sir,  I  feel 
The  story  linger  in  my  heart;  I  fear 
'Tislongandtedious;  but  my  spirit  clings 
To  (hat  poor  Woman: — so  familiarly 
Do  I  perceive  her  manner,  and  her  look, 
And  presence;  and  so  deeply  do  I  feel 
Her  goodness,  that,   not  seldom,  in  my 

walks 
A  momentary  trance  comes  over  me; 
And  to  myself  I  seem  to  muse  on  One 
By  sorrow  laid  asleep;  or  borne  away, 
A  human  being  destined  to  awake 
To  human  life,  or  something  very  near 
To  human  life,  when  he  shall  come  again 
For  whom  she  suffered.     Yes,  it  would 

have  grieved 
Your  very  soul  to  see  her:  evermore 
Her  eyelids  drooped,  her  eyes  downward 

And,  when  she  at  her  table  gave  me  food. 
She  did  not  look  at  me.     Her  voice  was 

Her  body  was  subdued.      In  every  act 
Pertaining  to  her  house-affairs,  appeared 
The  careless  stillness  of  a  thinking  mind 
Self -occupied ;  to  which  all  outward  things 
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Are  like  an  idle  matter.  Still  she  sighed, 
But  yet  no  motion  of  ihe  breast  was  seen, 
No  heaving  of  the  heait.     While  by  the 


Ere  my  departure,  to  her  care  I  gave. 
For  her  son's  use ,  some  tokens  of  regard, 
Which  with  a  iook  of  welcome  she  re- 

And  I  exhorted  her  to  place  her  trust 
In  God's  good  love,  and  seek  his  help  by 

I  took  my  staff,  and,  when  I  kissed  her 

babe. 
The  tears  stood  in  her  eyes.     I  left  bet 

I  hen 
With  the  best  hope  and  comfort  I  could 

giver 
She  thanked  me  for  my  wish; — but  lor 

my  hope 
It  seemed  she  did  not  thank  me. 

I  returned. 
And  took  my  rounds  along  this  road  again 
When  on  its  sunny  bank  the  primrose 

Peeped  forth,  to  give  an  earnest  of  the 

Spring. 
I  found  her  sad  and  drooping:  she  had 

learned 
No  tidings  of  her  husband;  if  he  lived. 
She  knew  not  that  he  lived;  if  he  were 

She  knew  not  he  was  dead.     She  seemed 

In  person  and  appearance ;  but  her  house 
Bespake  a  sleepy  hand  of  negligence; 
The  floor  was  neither  dry  nor  neat,  the 

Was  comfortless,  and   her  small  lot   of 

Which,  in  the  cottage-window,  heretofore 
Had  been  piled  up  against  the  corner  panes 
In  seemly  order,  now,  with   straggling 

Lay  scattered  here  and  there,   open  or 

shut, 
As  they  had  chanced  to  fall.      Her  infant 

Babe 
Had  from  his  Mother  caught  the  trick  of 


Andsighed  among  its  playthings.    Iwith- 

And  once  again  entering  the  garden  saw. 
More  plainly  still,  that  poverty  and  grief 
Were  now  eomenearerto  hei:  weeds  de- 

The  hardened  soil,  and  knots  of  witheied 

No  ridges  there  appeared  of  clear  black 

mould, 
No  winter  greenness;   of  her  herbs  and 

ItseemedthebetlerpaitwasgnawedBway  . 
Or  trampled  into  earth;  a  chain  of  straw. 
Which  had  been  twined  about  the  slender 

Of  a  young  apple-tree,  lay  at  its  root; 
The  bark  was  nibbled  round  by  truant 

—  Margaret  stood  near,  hei  infant  in  her 

And,  noting  that  my  eye  was  on  the  tree. 
She  said,  '  I  fear  il  will  be  dead  and  gone 
Ere  Robert  come  again.'     When  to  the 

House 
We  had  returned  t<^ether,  she  inquired 
If  I  had  any  hope;  —  but  for  her  babe 
And  lor  her  little  orphan  boy,  she  said. 
She  had  no  wish  to  live,  that  she  must  die 
Of  sorrow.     Vet  I  saw  the  idle  loom 
Still  in  its  place ;  his  Sunday  garments  hung 
Upon  the  self-same  nail;  his  very  staff 
Stood  undisturbed  behind  the  door. 

And  when. 
In  bleak  December,  I  retraced  this  way. 
She  told  me  that  ber  litllebabe  was  dead. 
And  she  was  left  alone.  She  now,  released 
From  hei  maternal  cares,  had  taken  up 
The  employment  common  through  these 

wilds,  and  gained, 
Byspinning  hemp,  a  pittance  for  herself; 
And  for  this  end  had  hired  a  neighbor's 

To  give  her  needful  help.     That  very  time 
Most  willinglyshe  put  her  work  aside, 
And  walked  with  me  along  the  miry  road. 
Heedless  how  far;  and,  in  such  piteous 

That  any  heart  had  ached  to  heai  her. 
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Our  final  parting;  for  from  (hal  time  forth 
Did  many  seasons  pass  ere  I  returned 
Into  this  tract  again. 

Nine  tedious  years i 
From  their  first  separation.ninelong  years, 
She  lingered  in  unquiet  widowhood; 
A  Wife  and  Widow.     Needs  must  il  have 

A  sore  heart -wasting  I  I  have  heard,  my 

That  in  yon  arbor  oftentimes  she  sate 
Atone,  through  half  the  vacant  sabbath 

And,  it  a  dog  passed  by,  she  still  would 

quit 
The  shade,  and  look  abroad.    On  ihisold 

bench 
For  hours  she  sate;  and  evermore  her  eye 
Was  busy  In  the  distance,  shaping  things 
That  made  her  heart  beat  quick.    You  see 

that  path, 
Now  faint,  —  the  grass  has  crept  o'er  its 

gray  line; 
There,  to  and  iro,  she  paced  through  many 

Of  the  warm  summer,  fromabeltof  hemp 
That  girt  her  waist,  spinning  the  long- 
drawn  thread 
With  backward  steps.     Vet  ever  as  there 

A  man  whose  garments  showed  the  sol- 
dier's red, 
Or  crippled  mendicant  in  sailor's  garb, 
The  little  child  who  sate  to  turn  the  wheel 
Ceased   from   his   taski    and    she   with 

faltering  voice 
Made  many  a  fond  inquiry;  andwhenthey, 
Whose  presence  gave  no  comfort,  were 


Her  heart  w 


And  by  yon 


That  bars  the  Erareller's  road,  she  often 

And  when  a  stranger  horseman  came,  the 

latch 
Would  lift,  and  in  his  face  look  wistfully; 
Most  happy,if,  from  aught  discovered  there 
Of  tender  feeling,  she  might  dare  repeat 
The  same  sad  question.     Meanwhile  her 

poor  Hut 
Sank  to  decay:  for  he  was  gone,  whose 

Al  ihe  first  nipping  of  October  frost, 


Closed  up  each  chink,  and  with  fresh 

bands  of  straw 
Checkered  the  gieen-grown  (hatch.  And 

so  she  lived 
Throi^h  the  long  winter,  reckless  and 

Until  her  house  by  frost,  and  thaw,  and 

Was  sapped;   and  while  she  slept,   the 

nightly  damps 
Did  chill  her  breast;  and  in  the  stormy 

Her  tattered  clothes  were  ruffled  by  the 

Even  at  the  side  of  her  own  fire.  Yet  still 
She  loved  this  wretched  spot,  nor  would 

for  worlds 
Have  parted  hence;  and  still  that  length 

of  road. 
And  this  rude  bench,  one  torturing  hope 

endeared,  • 

Fast  rooted  at  her  heart  -.  and  here,  my 

Friend,  — 
In  sickness  she  remained;  and  here  sbf 

died; 
Last  human  tenant  of  these  ruined  walls  1" 

The  old  Man  ceased  :  he  saw  that  I  was 

moved ; 
From  that  low  bench,  rising  instinctively 
I  turned  aside  in  weakness,  nor  had  power 
To  thank  him  for  the  tale  which  he  bad 

told. 
I  stood,  and  leaning  o'er  the  garden  wall 
Reviewed  that  Woman's  sufferings;  and 

To  comfort  me  while  with  a  brother's  love 
I  blessed  her  in  the  impotence  of  grief. 
Then  towards  the  cottage  I  returned;  and 

Fondly.though  with  an  interest  more  mild. 
That  secret  spirit  of  humanity 
Which,  'mid  the  calm  oblivious  tendencies 
Of  nature,  'mid  her  plants,  and  weeds,  and 

And  silent  oveigrowings,  still  survived. 
The  old  Man,  noting  (his,  resumed,  and 

"  My  friend!  enough  to  sorrow  you  have 

given, 
The  purposes  of  wisdom  ask  no  more: 
Nor  more  would  she  have  craved  as  due 
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Who,  in  her  worst  distress,  had  olttimes 

felt 
Tbe  unbounded   might   o(   piayer;   and 

learned,  with  soul 
Fixed   on  tbe   Cross,   that    consolat; 

springs, 
From  sources   deeper   far  (han   deepest 

For  the  meelt  Sufferer.   Why  then  should 


here. 

I  well  remember  that  those  very  plume 
Those  weeds,  and  the  high  spear-grass  < 

that  wall, 
By  mist  and  silent  rain-drops  silvered  o'e 
As  once  I  passed,  into  my  heart  conveyed 
So  still  an  image  of  tranquillity. 
So  calm  and'still,  and  looked  so  beautiful 
Amid  the  uneasy  thoughts  which  filled  my 

Thai  what  we  teel  of  sorrow  and  despaii 
From  ruin  and  from  change,  and  all  the 

grief 
That  passing  shows  of  Being  leave  behind. 
Appeared  an  idle  dream,  that  could  main- 

Nowhere,  dominion  o'er  the  enlightened 

Whose  meditative  sympathies  repose 
Upon  the  breast  of  Faith.    Iturnedaway, 
And  walked  along  my  road  in  happiness." 


He  ceased.    Ere  longthe  sun  declining 

shot 
Aslant  and  mellow  radiance,  which  bc^an 
To  fall  upon  us,  while,  beneath  the  trees, 
We  sate  on  that  low  bench :  and  now  we 

felt. 
Admonished  thus,  the  sweet  hour  coming 

A  linnet  warbled  from  those  lofty  elms, 
A  thrush  sang  loud,  and  other  melodies, 
At  distance  heard,  peopled  the  milder  air. 
The  old  Man  rose,  and,  with  a  sprightly 

Of  hopeful  preparation,  grasped  his  staff; 
Together  casting  then  a  farewell  look 
Upon  those  silent  walls,  we  left  the  shade; 
And,  ere  the  stars  were  visible, had  reached 
A  village-inn, — oor  evening  resting-place. 
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haU, 

Baronial  court  or  royal;  cheered  with  gifts 
Munificent,  and  love,  and  ladies'  praise; 
Now  meetingonhisroadanarmtd knight. 
Now  resting  wilh  a  pilgrim  by  the  side 
Of  a  clear  brook;— beneath  an  abbey's 

One   evening  sumptuously   lodged;   the 

Humbly  in  a  religious  hospital; 
Or  wilh  some  merry  outlaws  of  the  wood; 
Or  haply  shrouded  in  a  hermit's  cell. 
"'    ,Eleepingorawake,lhe  robber  spared  J 
yralked  —  protected  from   the  sword 

By  virtue  of  that  sacred  instrument 
Hisharp.suspendedatthetraveller'sside; 
His  dear  companion  wheresoe'er  he  went 
Opening  from  land  to  land  an  easy  way 
"       clody,  and  by  the  charm  of  verse. 

ot  the  noblest  of  that  honored  Race 
Drew  happier,  loftier,  more  empassioned, 
thoughts 
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From  his  long  joumeyings  and  eventful 

life, 
Than  this  obscure  Itinerant  had  skill 
To  gather,  ranging  through   the   tamei 

ground 
Of  these  out  unimaginative  days; 
Both  while  he  trod  the  earth  in  humblest 

Accoutred  with  his  burthen  and  his  staff; 
And  now,  when  free  to  move  with  lighter 

What  wonder,  then,  if  I,  whose  favorite 
school 
Hath  been  the  fields,  (he  roads,  and  rural 

Looked   on  this  guide  with  reverential 

Each  with  the  other  pleased,  we  now  put- 

Our  journey,  under  favorable  skies. 

Turn  wheresoe'er  we  would,  he  was  a 
light 

Unfailing :  not  a  hamlet  could  we  pass, 

Rarely  a  house,  that  did  not  yield  to  him 

Remembrances;  or  from  his  tongue  call 
forth 

Some  way-beguiling  tale.  Not  less  re- 
gard 

Accompanied  those  strains   of   apt  dis- 

Which  nature's  various  objects  might  in- 

And  in  the  silence  of  his  face  I  read 
His  overflowing  spirit.     Birdsand  beasts, 
And  the  mute  lish  that  glances  in  (he 

And  harmless  reptile  coiling  in  the  sun. 
And  goigeous  insect  hovering  in  the  air. 
The  fowl   domestic,  and  the  household 

dog  — 
In  his  capacious  mind,  he  loved  them  all : 
Their  rights  acknowledging  he  felt  for  all. 
Oft  was  occasion  given  me  to  perceive 
How  the  calm  pleasures  of  the  pasturing 

To  happy  contemplation  soothed  his  walk; 
How  the  poorbrute'scondition,  forced  to 

Its  course  of  suHeringin  the  public  road. 
Sad  contrast !  all  loo  often  smote  hisheart 
With  unavailing  pity.     Rich  in  love 
And  sweet  humanity,  he  was,  himself, 


The  welcome  of  an  Inmate  fi 


ragged  huts. 
Huts  where  his  charity  was  blest;  his  voice 
Heard  as  the  voice  of   an   experienced 

And,  sometimes  —  where  the  poor  man 

held  dispute 
With  his  own  mind,  unable  to  subdue 
Impatience  through  inaptness  to  perceive 
General  distress  in  his  particular  lot; 
Or  cherishing  resentment,  or  in  vain 
Struggling  against  it;  with  a  soul   per- 

And  finding  in  herself  no  steady  power 
To  draw  the  line  of  comfort  that  divides 
Calamity,  the  chastisement  of  Heaven, 
From  the  injustice  of  our  brother  men  — 
To  him  appeal  was  made  as  to  a  judge; 
Who,  with  an  understanding  heart,  al- 

The  perturbation;  listened  to  the  plea; 

Resolved  the  dubious  point;  and  sentence 
gave 

So  grounded,  so  applied,  (hat  it  was  heard 

With  softened  spirit,  even  when  it  con- 
demned. 


Such  intetcourse  I  witnessed,  while  we 

Now  as  his  choice  directed,  now  as  mine; 
Or  both,  with  equal  readiness  of  will, 
Our  course  submitting  to   the  changeful 

breeze 
Of  accident.      But  when  the  rising  sun 
Had  three  times  called  us  to  renew  our 

My  Fellow-traveller,  with  earnest  voice. 
As  if  the  thought  were  but  a  moment  old. 
Claimed  absolute  dominion  for  the  day. 
We  started  — and  he  led  me  toward  the 

hills, 
Up  through  an  ample  vale,  with  higher 


Before  us,  mountains  stern  and  desolatr; 
But,  in  the  majesty  of  distance,  now 
Set  ofi,  and  to  our  ken  appearing  fair 
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Of  aspect,  with  aerial  softness  da 
And  beautified   with   morning's 


May  roll  In  chariots,  or  provoke  the  hoofs 
Of  the  fleet  coursers  they  bestride,  to  raise 
From  earth  the  dust  of  morning,  slow  to 

And  they,  if  blest  with  health  and  heactsat 

Shall  lack  not  their  enjoyment :  —  bul  how 

faint 
Compared  with  ours  1  who,  pacing  side  by 

Coul< 
Tliat 

To  every  grateful  sound  ol  earth  and  air; 
Pausing  at  will —  our  spirits  braced,  our 

ihoughts 
Pleasant  as  roses  in  the  thickets  blown. 
And  pure  as  dew  bathing  iheir  crimson 

Mount  slowly,  sun  1  that  we  may  jour- 
ney long. 

By  this  dark  hill  protected  from  thy 
beams  1 

Such  is  the  summer  pilgrim's  frequent 

Bul  quickly  from   among  our   morning 

Ihoughts 
'T  was  chased  away:  for,  towar^  the  west- 
ern side 
Of  the  broad  vale,  casting  a  casual  glance. 
We  saw  a  throng  of  people;    wherefore 

met? 
Blithe  notes  of  music,  suddenly  let  loose 
On  the  thrilled  ear,  and   flags  uprising, 

Prompt  answer;  they  proclaim  (he  annual 

Wake, 
Which  (he  bright  season  favors. —Tabor 

In  purpose  join  to  hasten  or  reprove 
The  laggard  Rustic;  and  repay  withboons 
Of  merriment  a  party-colored  knot. 
Already  formed  upon  the  vill^e-green. 
—  Beyond  the  limits  of  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  broad  hilt,  glistened  upon  our  sight 


That  gay  assemblage.     Round  them  and 

Glitter,  with  dark  recesses  interposed, 
Casement,  and  cottage-roof,  and  stems  of 

Half-veiled  in  vapory  cloud,  the  silver 


By  the  strong  su 

Of  gold,  the  Maypole  shines;  asiltherays 
Of  morning,  aided  by  exhaling  dew. 
With  gladsome  influence coultlre-animate 
The   faded  garlands  dangling  from  its 


Said  I,  "The  music  and  the  sprightly 

Invite  us;  shall  we  quit  our  road,  and  join 
These   festive   matins?  "  —  He  replied, 

"  Not  lolh 
To  linger  1  would  here  with  you  partake. 
Not  one  hour  merely,  but  till  evening's 

The  simple  pastimes  of  the  day  and  place. 
By  the  fleet  Racers,  ere  the  sun  be  set, 
The   lurl  of   yon  large  pasture  will  be 

skimmed; 
There,  loo,  the  lusty  Wrestlers  shall  con- 
tend; 
But  know  we  not  that  he,  who  intermits 
The  appointed  task  and  duties  of  the  day. 
Untunes  full  oft  (he  pleasures  of  the  day; 
Checking  the  finer  spirits  that  refuse 
To    flow    when     purposes    are    lightly 

changed  ? 
A  length  of  journey  yet  remains  untraced  : 
Let  us  proceed."     Then,  pointing  with 

his  staff 
Raised  toward  those  ciaggy  summits,  his 

He  thus  imparted :  — 

"  In  a  spot  that  lies 
Among   yon    mountain    fastnesses  con- 

You  will  receive,  before  the  hour  of  noon. 
Good  recompense,  I  hope,  for  this  day's 

toil, 
From  sight  of  One  who  lives  secluded 

Lonesome  and  lost :  of  whom,  and  whose 
pas!  life, 
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(Nol  to  forestall  such  knowledge  as  majr  be 
More  faithlull]'  collected  from  himself) 
This  brie  I  cammuDication  shall  suffice. 


Though  now  sojourning  (here,  he,  like 

Sprang  from  a  stock  o(  lowly  parentage 
Among  the  wilds  of  Scotland,  in  a  tract 
Where  many  a  sheltered  and  well-tended 

Bears,  on  the  humblest  ground  of  social 

lite. 
Blossoms  of  piely  and  innocence. 
Such   giateful   promises  his   youth  dis- 

And,  having  shown  in  study  forward  leal. 
He  to  the  Ministry  was  duly  called; 
And  straight,  incited  by  a  curious  mind 
Filled  withvague  hopes,  he  undertook  the 

Of  Chaplain  to  a  military  troop 
Cheered  by  the  Highland  bagpipe,  as  ihey 

In  plaided  vest,  —his  fellow -countrymen. 
This  office  filling,  yet  by  native  power 
And  force  of  native  inclination  made 
An  intellectual  ruler  in  the  haunts 
Of  social  vanity,  be  walked  the  world. 
Gay,  and  affecting  graceful  gayely; 
Lax,  buoyant  —  less  a  pastor  with  his  flock 
Than  a  soldier  among  soldiers  —  lived  and 

roamed 
Where  Fortune  led :  - — and  Fortune,  who 

The  careless  wanderer's  friend,  to  him 

made  known 
A  blooming  Lady  —  a  conspicuous  flower, 
Admired  for  beauty,  for  hei  sweetness 

Whom  he  had 'sensibility  to  love. 
Ambition  to  attempt,  and  skill  to  win. 

For  this  fair  Bride,  most  rich  in  gifts  ot 

Nor  sparingly  endowed    with    worldly 

wealth, 
His  ofBce  he  relinquished;   and  retired 
From  the  world's  notice  to  a  rural  home. 
Youth's  season  yet  with  him  was  scarcely 

And  she  was  in  youth's  prime.     How  free 

their  love. 
How  full  their  joy  I     'Till,  pitiable  doom  1 


Ihre' 
Two  lovely  Children  —  all  that  Ihey  pos- 

The  Mother  followed:  — miserably  bare 

The  one  Survivor  stood;  he  wept,  he 
prayed 

Far  his  dismissal,  day  and  night,  com- 
pelled 

To  hold  communion  with  the  grave,  and 


With  pain  the  regions  of  eternity. 
An  uncomplaining  apathy  displaced 
This  anguish;   and,  indifferent  to  delight, 
To  aim  and  purpose,  he  consumed  his 

To  private  interest  dead,  and  public  care. 
So  lived  he;  so  he  might  have  died. 

Bui  now, 
To  the  wide  world's  astonishment,  ap- 

A   glorious   opening,   the    unlooked-for 

dawn, 
That  promised  everlasting  joy  to  France  1 
Her  voice  ot  social  transport  reached  even 

He  broke  from  his  contracted  bounds,  le- 

To  the  great  City,  an  emporium  then 
Of  golden  expectations,  and  receiving 
Freights  every  day  from  a  new  world  of 

Thither  his  populai  talents  he  transferred ; 
And,  from  ihe   pulpit,   lealously  main- 

The  cause  of  Christ  and  civil  liberty. 
As  one,  and  moving  to  one  glorious  end. 
Intoxicating  service  1  1  might  say 
A  happy  service;   tor  he  was  sincere 
As  vanity  and  fondness  for  applause. 
And   new  and  shapeless  wishes,  would 

That  righteous  cause  (such  power  hath 
freedom)  bound. 
For  one  hostility,  in  friendly  league, 
Ethereal  natures  and  the  worst  oi  slaves; 
Was  served  by  rival  advocates  that  came 
From  regions  opposite  as  heaven  and  hell. 
One  courage  seemed  to  animate  them  all : 
And,  from  the  dazzling  conquests  daily 
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By  theii  united  efforts,  theie  arose 

A  proud  and  most  presumptuous  confi- 

In  the  transcendent  wisdom  of  the  age. 
And  hei  discernment ;  not  alone  in  rights. 
And  in  the  origin  and  bounds  of  power 
Social  and  temporal;  but  in  laws  divine. 
Deduced  by  reason,  or  to  laith  revealed. 
An  overweening  trust  was  raised;  and  (ear 
Cast  out,  alike  oi  person  and  of  thing. 
Plague  from  this  union  spread,  whose 

subtle  bane 
The  strongest  did  not  easily  escape; 
And  He,  what  wonder!   took  a  mortal 

How  shall  I  trace  the  change,  how  bear 

Co  tell 
That  he  broke  faith  with  them  whom  he 

had  laid 
In  earth's  dark  chambers,  with  a  Chris- 

An  infidel  contempt  of  holy  writ 

Stole  by  degrees  upon  his   mind;    and 

Life,    like  thai  Roman   Janus,   double- 
Vilest  hypocrisy  —  the  laughing,  gay 
Hypocrisy,  not  leagued   with  fear,  but 

Smooth  words  he  had  to  wheedle  simple 

souls; 
But,  (or  disciples  of  the  inner  school, 
Old  freedom  was  old  servitude,  and  they 
The  wisest  whose  opinions  stooped  the 

least 
To  known   restraints;    and   who    most 

boldly  drew 
Hopeful  prognostications  (rom  a  creed. 
That,  in  the  light  of  false  philosophy. 
Spread  like  a  hato  round  a  misty  moon, 
Widening  ils  circleas  the  storms  advance. 

His  sacred  function  was  at  length  re- 
nounced ; 
And  every  day  and  every  place  enjoyed 
The  unshackled  layman's  natural  liberty; 
Speech,  manners,  morals,  all  without  dis- 

I  do  not  wish  lo  wrong  him;  though  the 


Upon  the  insolent  aspiring  brow 
Of  spurious  notions  —  worn  as  open  signs 
Of  prejudice  subdued — ^slillheretained, 
'Mid  much  abasement,  what  he  had  re- 

From   nature,  an   intense  and  glowing 

Wherefore,  when  bumbled  liberty  grew 

And  mortal  sickness  on  her  face  appeared. 
He  colored  objects  to  his  own  desire 
As  with  alover'spassion.     Vet  hismoods 
Of  pain  were  keen  as  those  of  better  men. 
Nay  keener,  as  his  fortitude  was  less: 
And  he  continued,  when  worse  days  were 

To  deal  about  his  sparkling  eloquence, 
Slru^ling   against   the  strange   reverse 

with  zeal 
That   showed   like  happiness.     But,    in 

Of  all  this  outside  bravery,  within. 
He  neither  felt  eiicouragement  nor  hope: 
For  moral  dignity,  and  strength  of  mind. 
Were  wanting;  and  simplicity  of  life; 
And  reverence  for  himself;   and,  last  and 

best. 
Confiding  thoughts,  through  loveandfeai 

Before  whose  sight  the  troubles  of  this 


Are  v; 


world 


billow; 


To   self-importance,    hallowed    it,     and 

From  his  own  sight  —  this  gone,  he  for- 
feited 
All  joy  in  human  nature;  wasconsumed. 
And  vexed,  and  chafed,   by.  levity  and 


Before  his  sight  in  power  or  fame,  and 

Without  desert,  what  he  desired;  weak 

Too  weak  even  for  his  envy  or  his  hate  I 
Tormented  thus,  after  a  wandering  course 
Of  discontent,  and  inwardly  opprest 
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With  malady  — in  part,  I  fear,  provoked 
By  weariness  of  life  —  he  fined  his  home, 
Or,  rather  say,  sate  down  by  very  chance, 
Among  these  ru^ed  hills;   wberenow  he 

And  wastes  (he  sad  remainder  oi  his  hours, 
Steeped  in  a  self-indulging  spleen,  that 

Its  own   soluptuousness; — on   this   re- 

With  this  content,  that  be  will  live  and 

die 
Foi^otten,  —  at   safe  distance   from   'a 

Not  moving  to  his  mind.' " 

Hiese  serious  words 
Gosed  the  preparatory  notices 
That  served  my  Fellow-travel  ler  to  beguile 
The  way,  while  we  advancedup  that  wide 

vale. 
Diverging  now  (as  if  his  quest  bad  been 
Some  secret  of  Ibe  mountains,  cavern,  fall 
Of  water,  or  some  lofty  eminence. 
Renowned  for  splendid  prospect  far  and 

We  scaled,  without  a  track  to  ease  our 

A  steep  ascent;   and  reached  a  dreary 

plain. 
With  a  tumultuous  waste  of  huge  hill  tops 
Before  us;   savage  region !  which  1  paced 
Dispirited :  when,  all  al  once,  behold  '. 
Beneath  oar  feet,  a  little  lowly  vale, 
A  lowly  vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
Among  the  mountains;  even  as  if  the  spot 
Had  been  from  eldest  lime  by  wish  of 

So  placed,  to  be  shut  out  from  alt  the 

world  I 
Urn-like  it  was  in  shape,  deep  as  an  urn; 
With  rocks  encotnpassed,  save  that  to  the 

Was  one  small  opening,  where  a  heath- 


II  seemed  the  home  of  poverty  and  toil. 
Though  not   of  want:   the  liKle  fields, 
made  green 


By  husbandry  of  many  thrifty  years. 
Paid   cheerfiil   tribute   to  the  moorland 

—There  crows  the  Cock,  single   in  his 

domain : 
The  small  birds  lind  in  spring  no  thicket 

there 
To  shroud  them;   only  irom  the  neigh- 
boring vales 
The  cuckoo,  straggling  up  to  the  hill  tops, 
Shoulelh  faint  tidings  of  some  gladder 

Ah  !  what  a  sweet  Recess,  thought  I, 

Instantly  throwing  down  my  limbs  al  ease 
Upon  a  bed  of  healh;  —  lull  manya  spot 
Ot  hidden  beauty  have  I  chanced  to  espy 
Among  the  mountains;  never  one  like  this; 
So  lonesome,  and  so  perfectly  secure; 
Not  melancholy  —  no,  for  it  is  green. 
And  bright,  and  fertile,  furnished  in  itself 
With  the  few  needful  things  that  life  le- 

—  In  ru^ed  arms  how  softly  does  it  lie. 
How  tenderly  protected  '.  Far  and  near 
We  have  an  image  of  the  pristine  earth. 
The  planet  in  its  nakedness;  were  Ibis 
Man's  only  dwelling,  sole  appointed  seat, 
First,  last,  and  single,  in  the  breathing 

II  could  not  be  more  quiet;  peace  ts  here 
Or  nowhere;  days  unruffled  by  the  gale 
Of  public  news  or  private;  years  that  pass 
Forgetfully;  uncalled  upon  to  pay 
The  common  penalties  ot  mortal  life. 
Sickness,  or  accident,  or  griet,  or  pain. 

On  these  and  kindred  thoughts  intent 
Hay 
In  silence  musing  by  my  Comrade's  side. 
He  also  silent;  when  Irom  out  the  heart 
Of  that  profound  abyss  a  solemn  voice, 
Or  several  voices  in  one  solemn  sound, 
Was  heard  ascending;  mournful,  deep, 

and  slow 
The  cadence,  as  of  psalms  — a   funeral 

We  listened,  looking  down  upon  the  hut, 
But  seeing  no  one:  meanwhile  from  below 
The  strain  continued,  spiritual  as  before; 
And  now  distinctly  could  I  recognize 
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These  wordsi —  "  Shall  ia  tht  gravi  Iky 

love  be  inmon. 
In  death  thy  faithfulness  f  "  —  "  God  rest 

his  soul!" 
Said    the   old   man,   abruptly   breaking 

"  He   is  depatled,  and   finds   peace   at 
last!" 

This  scarcely  spoken,  and  those  holy 

Not  ceasing,  forth  appeared  in  view  a  band 
OF  rustic  persons,  from  behind  (he-hul 
Bearing  a  coffin  in  the  midst,  with  which 
They  shaped  their  course  along  the  slop- 

Of   that   small  valley,   singing   as   Ihey 

moved; 
A  sober  company  and  (ew,  the  men 
Bare-headed,  and  all  decently  atlired! 
Some  steps  when  they  had  thus  advanced, 

the  dirge 
Ended;  and,  Irom  the  stillness  that  ensued 
Recovering,  to  my  Friend  I  said,  "You 

Melhought,  wilh  apprehension  that  these 


dids(  . 
But  let  us  hence,  that  we  may  learn  the 

truth : 
Perhaps  it  is  not  he  but  some  one  else 
For  whom  (his  pious  service  is  performed; 
Some  other  tenant  o(  the  solitude." 


to  crag, 
Where  passage  could  be  won;  and, 

the  last 
Of  the  mute  train,  behind  the  heathy  lop 
OI  that  oH-sloping  outlet,  disappeared, 
I,  mote  impatient  in  my  downward  course. 
Had  landed  upon  easy  ground;  and  there 
Stood  wailing  lor  my  Comrade.     When 

behold 
An  object  that  enticed  my  steps  aside  ! 
A  narrow,  winding,  entry  opened  out 
Into  a  platform — that  lay,  sheepfold-wis 
Enclosed  between  an  upright  mass  of  ro< 
And  one  old  moss-grown  wall; — a  cc 


And  fanciful  1     For  where  the  rock  and 

wall 
Met  in  an  angle,  hungapenthouse,  framed 
By  tbri^sting  two  rude  staves  into  the  wall 
And  overlaying  them  with  mountain  sods; 
To  weather-fend  a  little  turf-built  seat 
Whereon  a  full-grown  man  might  rest. 

The  burning  sunshine,  or  a  (ran^ent 
shower ; 

But  the  whole  plainly  wrought  by  chil- 
dren's hands ! 

Whose  skill  bad  thronged  the  9aca  with 
a  proud  show 

Of  baby-houses,  curiously  arranged; 

Nor  wanting  ornament  of  walks  between, 

Wilh  mimic  trees  inserted  in  the  turf. 

And  gardens  interposed.  Pleased  wilh 
the  sight, 

I  could  not  choose  but  beckon  to  my 
Guide, 

Who,  entering,  round  him  threw  a  care- 
less glance. 

Impatient  to  pass  on,  when  I  exclaimed, 

"Lol   what    is   here?"   and,   stooping 


orth 
A  book,  that,  in  the  midst  of  stones  and 

"  I  And  wreck  o(  party-colored  earthen- ware. 
Aptly  disposed,  had  lent  its  help  to  raise 
One  of  those  petty  structures.     "  His  it 

must  be!" 
Exclaimed  the  Wanderer,  "  cannot  but 

And  he  is  gone !  "     The  book,  which  in 

Had  opened  of  itself  (for  it  was  swoln 
With  searching  damp,  and  seemingly  had 

To  the  injurious  elements  exposed 
From  week  to  week,)  I  found  to  be  awork 
In  the  French  longue,  a  Novel  of  Voltaire, 
His  famous  Optimist.    "Unhappy  Man  !" 
Exclaimed  my  Friend;   "here  then  has 

Retreat  within  retreat,  a  sheltering -place 
Within  how  deep  a  shelter  1  He  had  fils. 
Even  to  the  last,  of  genuine  tenderness. 
And  loved  the  haunts  of  children:  here, 

no  doubt. 
Pleasing    and    pleaiied,  he    shared  their 

simple  sports, 
Orsale  compauionless;  and  here  the  book, 
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L.elt  and  forgotten  in  his  careless  way. 
Must  by  the  cottage-children  have  been 

Heaven  bless  them,  and  theit  inconsidei- 

ateworkl 
To  what  odd  purpose  have  the  darlings 

This    sad    memorial    of    their    hapless 

"  Me,"  said  1,  "  most  doth  it  surprise, 
to  find 
Such  book  in  such  a  place  I  "  —  "A  book 

He  answered,  "to  the  Person  suited  well. 
Though  little  suited  (o  surrounding  things : 
'T  is  strange,  I  grant;  and  sltanger  still 

had  been 
To  see  the  Man  who  owned  it,  dwelling 

With  one  poor  shepherd,  (ar  from  all  the 

Now,  if   our  errand    hath    been  thrown 

As  from  these  intimations  I  lorebode. 
Grieved   shall '  I  be  —  less   (or  iiiy  sake 

(han  yours, 
And  least  ol  all  for  him  who  is  no  mo 


By  this,  the  book  was  in  the  old  Man's 

And  he  continued,  glandng  on  the  leaves 
An  eye  of  scorn:  —  "The  lover,"   said 

he,  "doomed 
To  love  when  hope  hath  failed  him  — - 
o  depth 


Hath  summoned  kings  (o  scaffolds,  do 

The  faithful  sen-ant,  who  musl  hide  his 

head 
Henceforth  in  whatsoever  noolt  he  may, 
A  kerchiel  sprinkled  with  his  master's 

blood. 
And  he  too  hath  his  comlorter.     How 

Beyond  all  poverty  how  destitute. 
Must   thai   Man   have   been   left,   who, 
hither  driven, 


Flying  or  seeking,  could  yet  bring  with 

No  dearer  reliqne,  and  no  belter  stay. 
Than  this  dull  product  of  a  scoffer's  pen. 
Impure  conceits  discharging  from  a  heart 
Hardened  by  impious  pride  !  —  I  did  qoI 


To  tax  you  with  this 


—  mildly 


My  venerable  Friend,  as  forth  we  stepped 
Into  the  presence  of  the  cheerful  light  — 
"  For  I  have  knowledge  that  you  do  not 

From  moving  spectacles ;  — but  let  us  on." 
So  speaking,  on  he  went,  and  at  (he 

I  followed,  till  he  made  a  sudden  stand; 
For  lull  in  view,  approaching  through  a 

That  opened  from  the  enclosure  of  green 

fields 
Into  the  rough  uncultivated  ground. 
Behold  the  Man  whom  he  had  fancied 

I  knew  from  his  deportment,  mien,  and 

That  it  could  be  no  other;  a  pale  face, 
A  meagre  person,  tall,  and  in  a  garb 
Not  ruslic^dull  and  faded  like  himself ! 
He  saw  us  not,  though  distant  but  few 

steps; 
For  he  was  busy,  dealing,  from  a  store 
Upona  broad  leaf  carried,  choicest  strings 
Of  red  ripe  currants;   gift  by  which  he 

With  intermixture  of  endearing  words. 
To  soothe  a  Child,  who  walked  beside 

him,  weeping 
As  if  disconsolate.  — "They  to  the  grave 
Are  bearing  him,  my  Little-one,"  he  said, 
' '  To  the  dark  pit ;  but  he  will  feel  no  pain ; 
His  body  is  at  rest,  his  soul  in  heaven." 


Broke  ii 


with  a  (1 


mk 


And  cordial  greeting. — Vivid  was  the  light 
That  flashed  and  sparkled  from  the  other's 

He  was  all  fire:  no  shadow  on  his  brow 
Remained,  nor  sign  of  sickness  on  his  face. 
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Hands  joined  he  with  his  Vi: 

An   eager  grasp;    and   many 

When  the  first  glow  of  pleasure  was  no 

And,  of  the  sad  appearance  which  at  once 
Had    vanished,    much    was    come    and 

coming  back  — 
An  amicable  smile  retained  the  life 
Which  it  had  unexpectedly  received. 
Upon  his  hollow  cneelt.     "  How  kind," 

' '  Nor  could  your  coming  have  been  better 

Pot  this,  you  see,  is  in  our  narrow  world 
Adayof  sorrow.   I  have  here  a  charge  "  — 
And,  speaking  thus,  he  patted  tenderly 
The  sun-burnt  forehead  of  the  weeping 

child  — 
"  A  little  mourner,  whom  it  is  my  task 
To  comfort;  — but  how  came  ye?— if  yon 

(Which  doth  at  once  befriend  us  and  be- 
tray) 
Conducted  hither  your  most  welcome  leet, 
Ve  could  not  miss  the  funeral  train — ihey 

yet 
Have  scarcely  disappeared." 

"This  blooming  Child," 
Said  the  old  Man,  "is  of  an  age  to  weep 
Al  any  grave  or  solemn  spectacle, 
Inly  distressed  or  overpowered  with  awe. 
He  knows  not  wherefore; —  but  the  boy 

Perhaps  is  shedding  orphan's  tears;  you 

also 
Must  have  sustained  a  loss." 

"The hand  bi  Death," 
He  answered,  "  has  been  here;  but  could 

•   not  well 
Have  fallen  more  lightly.il  it  had  not  fallen 
Upon   myself."— The    other  left    these 

Unnoticed,  thus  continuing- 

"  From  yon  crag, 
Down  whose  sleep  sides  we  dropped  into 

the  vale. 
We  beard  the  hymn  they  sang  —  a  solemn 

Heard  anywhere;  but  in  a  place  like  this 
'T  is  more  than  tiuman  I     Many  precious 


And  customs  of  our  rural  ancestry 

Are  gone,  or  stealing  from  us;  this, I  hope. 

Will  last  forever.   Oft  on  my  way  have  I 


In  thai  one  moment  when  the  corse  is 

lifted  [ 

In  silence,  with  a  hush  of  decency;  | 

Then  from  the  threshold  moves  with  song  : 

of  peace,  | 

And  confidential  yearnings,  towards  its 

Ilsfinal  homeonearth.  What  traveller — 

( How  far  soe'er  a  stranger)  does  not  own 
The  bond  of  brotherhood,  when  he  sees 

them  go, 
A  mute  procession  on  the  houseless  road ; 
Or  passing  by  some  single  tenement 
Or  clustered  dwellings,  where  again  they 

The  monitory  voice?     But  most  of  all 
It  touches,  it  confirms,  and  elevates. 
Then,  when  the  liody,  soon  to  be  consigned 
Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  bequeathed  to  dust, 
Is  raised  from  lhechurch-aisle,and  forward 

Upon  the  shoulders  of  the  next  in  love. 
The  nearest  in  afiection  or  in  blood; 
Vea,  by  the  very  mourners  who  had  knelt 
Beside  the  coffin,  resting  on  its  lid 
In  silent  grief  Iheir  unuplilted  heads. 
And   heard    meanwhile    the    Psalmist's 

mournful  plaint. 
And  thai  most  awful  scripture  which  de- 
clares 
We  shall  not  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be 

changed ! 
— Have  1  nol  seen — ye  likewise  may  have 

Son,  husband,  brothers  —  brothers  side  by 


On  the  green  lutf  following  the  vested 

Priest, 
Four  dear  supporters  of  one  senseless 

weight, 
From  which  they  do  not  shrink,  and  under 

They  fdnt  not,  but  advance  towards  (he 
open  grave 
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Step  after  step — tt^ether,  with  their  firm 
Unhidden  faces:  he  that  suffers  most, 
He  outwardly,  and  inwardly  perhaps, 
The  most  serene,  with  most  undaunted 

Oh  I  blest  are  tbey  who  live  and  die  like 


"That  poor  Man  taken  herice  lo-day," 

The  Solitary,  with  a  faint  sarcastic  smile 
Which   did   not   pleise   me,  "  roust   be 

deemed,  I  fear, 
Of  the  unbleai;  for  he  will  surely  sink 
Into  his  mother  earth  without  such  pomp 
Of  griel,  depart  without  occasion  given 
By  him  for  such  array  of  fortitude. 
Full  seventy  winters  bath  he  lived,  and 

This  simple  Child  will  mourn  his  one  short 


If  love  were  his  sole  claim  upon  their  care, 
Like  a  ripe  date  which  in  the  desert  falls 
Without  a  band  to  gather  it." 

At  this 
I  interposed,  though  loth  to  speak,  and 

"  Can  il  be  thus  among  so  small  a  band 
As  ye  must  needs  be  here  ?  in  such  a  place 
I  would  not  willingly,  melhinks,  lose  sight 
Of  a  departing  cloud." — "  'Twas  nolfor 

Answered  the  sick  Man  with  a  careless 

"That  Icamehilher;  neither  have  I  found 
Among  associates  who  have   power  of 

Nor  in  such  other  converse  as  is  here. 
Temptation  so  prevailing  as  to  change 
Thai  mood,or  undermine  my  first  resolve, ' ' 
Then,  speaking  in  like  careless  sort,  he 

To  my  benign  Companion,  —  "Pity  '(  is 
That  fortune  did  not  guide  you  lo  this 

A  few  days  earlier;  then  would  you  have 

What  stuff  the  Dwellers  in  a  solitude. 


That  seems  by  Nature  hollowed  out  to  be 
The  seal  andtxisom  of  pure  innocence. 
Are  made  of;  an  ungracious  matter  this! 
Which,  for  truth's  sake,  yet  in  remem- 

Ot  past  discussions  wllh  this  lealous  friend 
And  advocate  of  humble  life.  I  now 
Will  force  upon  his  notice;  undeterred 
By  (he  example  of  his  own  pure  course. 
And  that  respect  and  deference  which  a 

May  fairly  claim,  by  niggard  age  enriched 
In  what  she  most  doth  value,  love  of  God 
And  his  frail  creature  Man;— but  ye  shall 

I  talk  —  and  ye  are  standing  in  (he  sun 
Without  refreshmenl !  " 

Quickly  had  he  spoken, 
And,  with  light  steps  still  quicker  than  his 

Led  toward  the  Cottage.     Homely  was 

the  spot;  ■ 

And,  to  my  feeling,  ere  we  reached  the 

Had  almost  a.  forbidding  nakedness; 
Less  fair,  I  grant,  even  painfully  less  fair. 
Than  it  appeared  when  from  the  beetling 

Wehadlookeddownupon  it.   All  within. 
As  left  by  the  departed  company. 
Was  silent;  save  the  solitary  clock 
That  on  mine  ear  ticked  with  a  mourn- 
ful sound.— 
Following  ourGuide  we  clomb  the  cottagc- 

And  reached  a  small  apattment  dark  and 


Said  gayly,  "This  is  my  domain,  my  cell. 
My  hermitage,  my  cabin,  what  you*ili^ 
I  love  it  better  than  a  snail  his  house. 
But   now  ye  shall  be  feasted  with  our 
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As  if  tolhankhim;  he  returned  that  look, 
Cheered,  plidnly,  and  yet  serious.    What 

Had  we  about  us !  scattered  was  the  ftooi. 
And,  in  like  sort,  chair,  window-seat,  and 

shelf, 
With    books,    maps,    fossils,     withered 

plants  and  flowers. 
And  tufts  of  mountain  moss.     Mechanic 

tools 
Lay  intermixed  with  scraps  of  paper,some 
Scribbled  with  verse:  a  broken  angUng- 


And 


of    I 


:   half- 


Some  in  disgrace,  hung  dangling  from 

(he  walls. 
But  speedily  Ihe  piomise  was  fulfilled;' 
A  (east  before  us,  and  a  courteous  Host 
Inviting  us^n  glee  to  sit  and  eat. 
A  napkin,  white  as  loam  of  that  rough 

By  which  it  had  been  bleached,  o'eispread 

the  board; 
And  was  itself  half-covered  with  a  store 
Of  dainties, — oaten  bread,  curd,  cheese, 


A  golden  hue,  delicate  as  their  own 
Faintly  reflected  in  a  lingering  stream. 
Nor   lacked,   for   more  delight    on    that 

Our  (able,  small  parade  of  garden  fruits. 
And  whortle -berries  from  the  mountain 

The  f  hild.  who  long  ere  this  had  stilled 

Was  now  a  help  to  his  late  comforter. 
And  moved,  a  willing  Page,  as  he  was  bid. 
Ministering  to  our  need. 

In  genial  mood. 
While  atourpastotalbanquetlhiis  we  sate 
Fronting  the  window  of  that  little  cell, 
I  could  not,  ever  and  anon,  forbear 
To  glance  an  upward  look  on  two  huge 

Peaks 
That  from  some  other  vale  peered  in  to  this. 
"Those    lusty  twins,"   exclaimed    our 

host,  "  if  here 


It  were  your  lot   to'tiwell,  would  soon 
Your  prized  companions.  —  Many  are  the 

Which,  in  his  tuneful  course,  the  wind 

draws  forth 
From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and 

dashing  shores; 
And  well  those  lofty  brethren  bear  their 

In  the  wild  concert — chiefly  when  the 

Rides  high;  then  all  the  upper  air  they  fill 
With  roaring  sound,  that  ceases  not  to 

flow. 
Like  smoke,  along  the  level  of  the  blast. 
In  mighty  current;  theirs,  too,  is  the  song 
Of  stream  and  headlong  flood  that  seldom 

fails; 
And,  in  the  grim  and  breathless  hour  of 

Methinks  that  I  have  heard  them  echo 

The     thunder's     greeting.       Nor     have 

Left  them  ungifled  with  a  power  to  yield 
Music  of  finer  tone;  a  harmony. 
So  do  I  call  it,  though  it  be  the  hand 
Of  silence,  though  there  be  no  voice;  — 

the  clouds, 
The  mist,  the  shadows,  light  of  golden 


Motions  of  n 


3UCh, 


ilight,  all  come  thither 
rer—  thither  come,  and 


And  have  ai 

A  language  not  unwelcome  to  sick  hearts 
And  idle  spirits;  —  there  the  sun  himself. 
At  the  calm  close  of  summer's  longest 

Rests  his  substantial  orb;  — between  those 

And  on  the  top  of  eilhei  pinnacle. 
More  keenly  than  elsewhere  in  night's 

blue  vault. 
Sparkle  the  stars,  as  of  their  station  proud. 
Thoughts  are  not  busier  in  the  mind  of 


rring  then 


Than  the  mute  agents 

Here  do  I  sit  and  watch  — ■ ' 

A  fall  of  voi 
Regretted  like  the  nightingale's  last  no 
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Had  scaicely  cToae4  this  high-wrought 

strain  ol  raplure 
Ere   with   inviting  smile  ihe  Wanderer 

"  Now   for    (he    tale   with  which    you 

thtealened  us!  " 
"In  truth  the  threat  escaped  me  unawares: 
Should  the  tale  (ire  yoti,  let  this  challenge 

For  my  excuse.     Dissevered  from  man- 
kind, 
As  (o  your  eyes  and  thoughts  we  must 

When  ye  looked  down  upon  us  irom  the 

crag, 
Islanders  'mid  a  stormy  mountain  sea. 
We  are  not  so;  —  perpetually  we  touch 
Upon  the  vulgar  ordinances  of  the  world; 
And  he,  whom  ihis  our  cottage  hath  to-day 
Relinquished,   lived   dependent   for   his 

Upon  the  laws  of  public  charity. 

The  Housewife,  tempted  by  such  slender 

As  might  from  that  occasion  be  distilled. 
Opened,  as  she  before  had  done  (or  me. 
Her  doors  to  admit  this  homeless  Pen- 

Tlie  portion  gave  of  coarse  but  whole. 

Which  appetite  required  —  a  blind  dull 

Such  as  she  had,  the  imrtcl  of  his  rest ! 
This,  in  itself  not  ill,  would  yet  have  been 
111  borne  in  earlier  lile;  but  his  was  now 
The  still  conlenledness  of  seventy  years. 
Calm  did  he  sit  under  the  wide-spread  tree 
Of  his  old  age:   and  yel  less  calm  and 

Winningly  meek  or  venerably  calm, 
Than  slow  and  torpid;  paying  in  this  wise 
A  penally,  if  penally  it  were, 
Forspendlhriflteats,excesses  of  his  prime. 
I  loved  the  old  Man,  for  I  pitied  him  ! 
A  task  it  was,  I  own,  to  hold  discourse 
With  one  so  slow  in   gathering  up  his 

Ihoughts, 
But  he  was  a  cheap  pleasure  to  my  eyes; 
Mild,  inoffensive,  ready  in  his  way. 
And  helpful  to  his  utmost  power:  and 

there 
Out  bousewiie  knew  full  well  what  she 

possessed! 


He  was  her  vassal  of  all  labor,  tilled 
Her  garden,  Irom  the  pasture  fetched  ber 

And,  one  among  the  orderly  array 
01  hay-makeis,  beneath  the  burning  sun 
Maintained  his  place  ;orheedtully  pursued 
His  course,  on  errands  bound,  to  other 

Leading    sometimes    an    inexperienced 

child 
Too  young- (or  any  profitable  task. 
So  moved  he  like  a  shadow  that  per  termed 
Substantial  service.     Mark  me  now,  and 


For 


-The 


monthly  round 
Hath  not  completed  since  our  dame,  the 

Of  this  one  cottage  and  this  lonely  dale, 
Into  my  little  sanctuary  rushed  — 
Venice  to  a  rueful  treble  humanized. 
And  features  in  deplorable  dismay. 
I  treat  the  mailer  lightly,  but,  alas! 
It  is  most  serious:  persevering  rain 
Had  fallen  in  torrents;  all  the 


Were  hidden,  and  black  vapors  coursed 

their  sides; 
This  had  I  seen,  and  saw;  but,  till  she 

Was  wholly   ignorant   that  tny  ancient 

Who  at  her  bidding,  early  and  alone, 
Had  clomb  aloft  to  delve  the  moorland 


Forw 


^r  fuel  - 


Returned  not,  and  now,  haply,  on  iho 

Lay  at  the  mercy  of  this  raging  storm. 
'  Inhuman  ! '  —  said  I, '  was  an  old  Man's 

life 
Not  worth  the  trouble  of  a  thought?  — 

This  notice  comes  too  late.'     With  joy  1 

Her  husband  enter  —  irom  a  distam  vale. 
We  sallied  forth  together;  found  Ihe  tools 
Which      Ihe      neglected    veteran      had 

dropped. 
But  through  all  quarters  looked  tor  him 


We  shouted  — but  m 


Darkness 
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I,  who  weep  liult^,  did,  I  will  coniesa, 
The  momenl  I  was  seated  here  alone, 
Honor  my  little  cell  with  some  few  tears 
Which  unger  and  resentment  could  not 

All  night  the  slorm  endured;  and,  soon 

3S  help 
Had  been  collecled  from  the  neighboring 

vale. 
With  morning  we  renewed  our  quest;  the 

Was  fallen,  the  rain  abated,  but  the  hills 
Lay  shrouded  in  impenetrable  mist; 
Andlongand  hopelessly  we  sought  in  vain : 
Till,  chancing  on  that  lofty  ridge  to  pass 
A  heap  of  ruin  —  almost  without  walls 
And  wholly  without  roof  (the  bleached 

Of  a  smallchapel,  where,  in  ancient  time, 
The  peasants  of  these  lonely  valleys  used 
To   meet    lor   worship   on   that   central 

We  there  espied  the  object  of  our  search, 
Lying  full  three  parts  buried  among  lutts 
Of   heath-plant,   under   and   above  him 

To  baffle,  as  he  might,  the  watery  slorm : 
And  there  we  found  him  breathing  peace- 
ably. 
Snug  as  a  child  that  hides  itself  in  sport 
'Mid  a  green  hay-cock  in  a  sunny  field. 
We  spake- — he  made  reply,  butwould  not 

At  our  entreaty;  less  from  wantof  power 
Than     apprehension     and     bewildering 

thoughts. 
So  was  he  lifted  gently  from  the  ground. 
And   with   their   freight   homeward   the 

shepherds  moved 
Through  the  dull  mist.  Hollowing- — when 

A  single  step,  that  freed  me  irora  the  skirts 
Of  the  blind  vapor,  opened  to  my  view 
Glory  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen 
By  waking  sense  or  by  the  dreaming  soul  1 
The    appearance,    instantaneously    dis- 


And    self -withdrawn    into   a   boundless 

depth. 
Far  sinking  into  splendor  —  without  end  1 
Fabric  it  seemed  ol  diamond  and  of  gold. 
With  alabaster  domes,  and  silver  spires. 
And  blazii^  terrace  upon  teiiace,  high 
Uplifted;  here,  serene  pavilions  bright. 
In  avenues  disposed;  there,  towers  beght 
With  battlements  thai    on  their  restless 

Bore  stats  —  illumination  of  all  gems! 
By  earthly  nature   had  the  effect   been 

wrought 
Upon  the  dark  rhateiials  of  the  storm 
Now  pacified;  on  them,  and  on  the  coves 
And  mountain  steeps  and  summits,  wheie- 

The  vapors  had  receded,  taking  there 
Their  station  under  a  cerulean  sky. 
Oh,  't  was  an  unimaginable  sight '. 
Cloufts,  mists,  streams,  watery  rocks  and 

emerald  turf. 
Clouds  ol  all  tincture,  rocks  and  sapphire 

Con  (used,  commingled, mutual  ly  inflamed , 
Molten  together,  and  composing  thus, 
Each  lost  in  each,  that  marvellous  array 
Of  temple,  palace,  citadel,  and  huge 
Fantastic  pompof  structure  without  name, 
In  fleecy  folds  voluminous,  enwrapped. 
Right  in  the  midst,  where  interspace  ap- 

Of  open  court,  an  object  like  a  throne 

Under  a  shining  canopy  of  state 

Stood  fixed;  and  fixed  resemblances  were 


To  implements  of  ordinary  use. 
But  vast  in  size,  in  substance  glorified; 
Such  as  by  Hebrew  Prophets  were  beheld 
In  vision  — forms  uncouth  of    mightiest 

power 
For  admiration  and  mysterious  awe. 
This  little  Vale,  a  dwelling-place  of  Man, 
Lay  lowbeneathmyfeet;  'twasvisible  — 
I  saw  not,  but  I  Iclt  that  it  was  there. 
That  which  I  jaic  was  the  revealed  abode 
Of  Spirits  in  beatitude:  my  heart 
Swelled  in  my  breast  — '  I  have  been  dead, ' 

'  And  now  I  live  !     Oh !  wherefore  do  I 

And  with  that  pang  I  prayed  to  be  no 
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—  But  I  forgel  our  Charge,  as  ulterly 
I  then  foi^ot  him: — there  I  stood  and 

eaied; 
The  apparition  laded  not  away, 
And  I  descended. 

Having  reached  the  house, 
I  found  its  rescued  inmate  safely  lodged. 
And  in  serene  possession  ot  himself. 
Beside  a  (ire  whose  genial  warmth  seemed 

By  a  faint  shining  from  ihe  heart,  agleam, 
Ol  comfort,  spread  over  his  pallid  face. 
Great  show  of  joy  the  housewife  made, 

and  truly 
Was  glad  lo  find  her  conscience  set  at 

And  not  less  glad,  (or  sake  of  her  good 

That  (he  poor  Sufferer  had  escaped  with 

life. 
Bui,  though  he  seemed  at  first  to  have  re- 
No  harm,  and  uncomplaining  as  before 
Went  through   his  usual   tasks,  a  silent 

change 
Soon  showed   ilself;   he  lingered  three 

short  weeks; 
And    from  the  cottage  hath  been  borne 

So  ends  my  dolorous  tale,  and  giad  I  am 
lliat  i[  is  ended."     At  these  words  he 

And,  with  blithe  nir  ot  open  fellowship, 
Brought   from   ihe   cupboard  wine   and 

stouter  cheer, 
Like  one  who  would  be  merry.      Seeing 

this, 
Mygray-haired  Friend  said  courteously  — 


Book  Ti£ird. 


SoUtary^i  past  and  present  opiQitnis  and  tcellnEB, 
till  he  enleis  upon  hi>  own  Hiitoiy  al  length  — 
His    domeidc   fellcily  — Afflicliooi  —  Dejecdon 


BEB  —  aliltle  tinkling  rill  — 
A  pair  of  falcons  wheeling  on  the  wing. 
In  clamorous  agitation,  round  the  crest 
Of  a  tall  rock,  (heir  airy  citadel  — 
By  each  and  all  of  these  the  pensive  ear 
Was  greeted,  in  the  silence  that  ensued. 
When  through  the  cottage -threshold  we 

had  passed. 
And,  deep  within  that  lonesome  valley. 

Once  mute  beneath  the  concave  of  a  blue 
And  cloudless  sky.  —  Anon  exclaimed  our 

Host  — 
Triumphantly  dispersing  with  the  (aunt 
The  shadeo(  discontent  which  on  his  brow 
Had  gathered,  —  "  Ye  have  left  my  cell, — 


And  In'  her  help  ye  ate  my  prisoners  still. 
But  which  way  shall  I  lead  you?  — how 

In  spot  so  parsimoniously  endowed. 

That  (he  brief  hours,  which  yet  remain, 
may  leap 

Some  recompense  ol  knowledge  or  de- 
light?" 

So  5aying,round  he  looked,  as  if  perplexed; 

And,  lo  remove  those  doubts,  my  gray- 
haired  Friend 

Said  —  "  Shall  we  take  this  pathway  for 

Upward  it  winds,  as  ii,  in  summer  heats, 
Its  line  had  first  been  fashioned  by  the  flock 
Seeking  a  place  of  refuge  at  the  roo( 
Of  yon  black  Yew-tree,  whose  protruded 

boughs 
Darken  the  silver  bosom  of  the  crag. 


From  which  she  dra' 
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Or  let  us  trace  this  streamlet  to  its  source; 
Feebly  it  tinkles  with  an  earlhly  iiound. 
And  a  few  steps  may  bring  us  (o  Ihe  spot 
Where,  haply,  crowned  with  flowerets  and 


The  n 


forth. 


infan 


1  the  s 


Likehumanlifefromdarkness." ' — A  quick 

Through  a  sirait  {ftissage  of  encumbered 

ground. 
Proved   thai  such   hope  was  vain; — lor 

Shut  out  from  prospect  of  the  open  vale. 
And  saw  the  water,  thai  composed  this  rill. 
Descending,  disembodied,  and  diffused 
O'er  the  smooth  surface  ol  an  ample  crag. 
Lofty,  and  steep,  and  naked  as  a  towei. 
All  further  prc^ess  here  was  barred;  — 

And  who, 
Thought  I,  if  master  ol  a  vacant  hour, 
Herewouldnot  linger,  willingly  detained? 
Whether  to  such  wild  obiects  he  were  led 
When  copious  rains  have  magnified  the 


Upon  a  semicirque  of  turf-clad  ground, 
The  hidden  nook  discovered  (o  our  view 
A  mass  of  rock,  resembling,  as  it  lay 
Right  at  the  foot  of  that  moist  precipice, 
A  stranded  ship,  with  keel  upturned,  (bat 

Fearless  of   winds  and  waves.      Three 

Stood  near,  of  smaller  size,  and  not  unlike 
To  monumental  pillars:  and,  from  these 
Some  little  space  disjoined  a  pair  were 

That  with  united  shoulders  bore  aloft 
A  fragment,  like  an  altar,  flat  and  smooth; 
Barren  the  tablet,  yet  thereon  appeared 
A  tall  and  shining  holly,  that  had  found 
A  hospitable  chink,  and  stood  upright, 
As  if  inserted  by  some  human  hand 
In  mockery,  to  wither  in  the  sun. 
Or  lay  its  beauty  flat  before  a  breeze. 
The  first  that  entered.     But  no  hreeie  did 


Finde 


ice;  — high  or  low  appeared 
save  the  water  that  descended, 


Diffused  adown  that  barrier  of  sleep  rock, 
And  softly  creeping,  like  a  breath  of  air. 
Such  as  is  sometimes  seen,   and  hcrdly 


To  brush  the  still  breast  of  actystal  lake. 

"  Behold  a  cabinet  for  sages  built. 
Which  kings  might  envy!  "  —  Praise  to 

this  effect 
Broke  from  the  happy  old  Man's  reverend 

lip; 
Who  to  Ihe  Solitary  turned,  and  said, 
"  In  sooth,  with  love's  familiar  privilege, 
Vou  have  decried  the  wealth  which  is  your 


Among  these  rocks  a 


s,  methinks, 


Mote  than  the  heedless  impress  that  be- 
To  lonely  nature's  casual  work ;  they  bear 
A  semblance  strange  of  power  intelligent, 
And  of  design  not  wholly  worn  away. 
Boldest  of  plants  that  ever  faced  the  wind. 
How  gracefully  that  slender  shrub  looks 

forth 
From  its  fantastic  birthplace  !  And  I  own. 
Some   shadowy   intimations     haunt   me 

That  in  these  shows  a  chronicle  survives 

Of  purposes  akin  to  those  of  Man, 

But  wrought  with  mightier  arm  than  now 


prei 


lils. 


-Voiceless  the  stream  descends  into  the 

With  timid  lapse;  —  and  lo  1  while  in  this 

I  stand  —  the  chasm  of  sky  above  my  head 
Is  heaven's  profoundest  azure;  no  domain 
For  fickle,  short-lived  clouds  to  occupy. 
Or  to  pass  through;  but  rather  an  abyss 
In  which  the  everlasting  stars  atude; 
And  whose  soft    gloom,   and  boundless 

depth,  might  tempt 
The  curious  eye  to  look  tor  them  by  day. 
—  Hail  Contemplation  !  from  the  stately 

Reared  by  the  industrious  hand  of  human 

To  lift  thee  high  above  the  misty  ait 
And  turbulence  of  murmuring  cities  vast; 
From  academic  groves,  that  have  lor  thee 
I  Been  planted,  hither  come  and  find  a 
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To  which   thou  mayst  resort  (or  h< 

Ftoid  whose  calm  centre  tbou,  thioagh 

height  or  depth, 
Maysl  penetiale,  wbeieiei  truth    shall 

lead; 
Measuring  through  all  degrees,  iioiil  the 

Of  time  and  conscious  nature  disappear, 
Lo&t  in  unsearchable  eternityl  '* ' 


We  Si 


And  soon  the  Tenant  ol  Ihat  lonely  vale 
With  courteous  voice  thus  spake  — 

"  I  should  have  grieved 
Hereadei,  not  escaping  selt-repioach, 
II  trom  my  poor  retirement  ye  had  gone 
Leaving  this   nook  unvisited:    but,   in 

Vour  unexpected  presence  had  so  roused 
My  spirits,  that  they  were  bent  on  enter- 
prise; 
And,  hke  an  ardent  hunter,  I  forgot, 
Or,  shall  I  say?  —  disdained,  the  game 

Ihat  luiks 
At  my  own  door.     The  shapes  before  our 

And  iheir  arrangement,  doubtless  must 

be  deemed 
The  sport  ol  Nature,  aided  by  blind  Chance 
Rudely  to  mock  the  works  of  toiling  Man. 
And  hence,  this  upright  shaft  of  unhewn 

From  Fancy,  willing  (o  set  off  her  stores 
By  sounding  titles,  hath  acquired  the  name 
Of  Pompey's  pillar;  (hat  I  gravely  style 
My  Theban  obelisk;  and,  there,  behold 
A  Druid  cromlech  1  —  thus  I  entertain 
The  antiquarian  humor,  and  am  pleased 
To  skim  along  the  surfaces  of  things, 
Beguihng  harmlessly  the  listless  hours. 
But  if  Ihe  spirit  be  oppressed  by  sense 
01  instability,  revolt,  decay, 
And  change,  and  emptiness,  these  freaks 

of  Nature 
And  her  blind  helper  Chance,  do  iieit 

suffice 


Not  less  than  thai  huge  Pile  (from  some 

Of  mortal  power  unquestionably  sprung) 
Whose  hoary  diadem  of  pendent  rocks 
Confines  the  shrilled-voiced  whirlwind, 

round  and  round 
Eddying  within  its  vast  circumference, 
On  Saium's  naked  plain  —  than  pyramid 
Of  f^pl,  unsubverted,  undissolved  — 
Or  Syria's  marble  ruins  lowering  high 
Above  the  sandy  desert,  in  the  light 
Of  sun  or  moon.  —  Foi^ive  me,  if  I  say 
(  the     That  an  appearance  which  hath  raised 

To  an  exalted  pitch  (Ihe  self-same  cause 
Different  effect  producing)  is  for  me 
Fraught  rather  with  depression  than  de- 

hght. 
Though  shame  it  were,  could  I  not  look 


With  your  bright  transports  fairly  may  be 

deemed. 
The  wandering  Herbalist,  —  who,  clear 

From  vain,  and,  that  worse  evil,  vexing 

thoughts. 

Casts,  if  he  ever  chance  to  enter  here. 
Upon  these  uncouth  Forms  a  slight  r^ard 
Of  transitory  interest,  and  peeps  round 
~       lome  rare  floweret  of  the  hills,  or 

pl.nl 
Of  craggy  fountain;   what  he  hopes  for 

Or  learns,  at  least,  that  'I  is  not  to  be  won : 
Then,  keen  and  e^er,   as  a  hne-nosed 

hound, 
By  soul -engrossing  instinct  driven  along 
Through  wood  or  open  field,  the  harmless 

Departs,  intent  upon  his  onward  quest !  — 
Nor  is  that  Fellow- wanderer,  so  deem  I, 
Less  lobe  envied,  (you  may  trace  him  oft 
By  scars  which  his  activity  has  left 
Beside  our  roads  and  pathways,  though, 

thank  Heaven  1 
This  covert  nook  reports  not  of  his  hand) 
He  who  with  pocket-hammer  smites  the 

Of  luckless  rock  of  prominent  slone,  dis- 
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In    wealheT -stains   or   crusted   o'er   by 

With  her  first  growths,  detachii^  by  the 

A  chip  or  splinter  —  to  resolve  his  doubts; 
And,  with  that  ready  answer  satisfied. 
The  substance  classes  by  some  barbarous 

And  hurries  on;   or  from  the  fragments 

His  specimen,  if  but  haply  interveined 
With  sparkling  mineral,  or  should  crystal 

Lurk  in  its  cells —  and  thinks  himself  en- 
Wealthier,  and  doubtless  wiser,  than  be- 
fore! 
Intrusted  safely  each  to  his  pursuit. 
Earnest  alike,  let  both  from  hill  to  hill 
Range;  if  it  please  them,  speed  from  clime 

The  mind  is  full  —  and  free  from  pain  their 

"Then,"  said  I,  interposing, "  One  is 

Who  cannot  but  possess  in  your  esteem 
Place  worthier  still  of  envy.  May  I  name, 
Without  offence,  that  fair-faced  cottage- 
boy? 
Dame  Nature's  pupil  of  the  lowest  form, 
Youngest  apprentice  in  the  school  of  art ! 
Him,  as  we  entered  from  the  open  glen, 
Vou  might  have  noticed,  busily  engaged. 
Heart,  soul,  andhands,  —  in  mending  the 

defects 
Left  in  the  fabric  of  a  leafy  dam 
Raised  for  enabling  this  penurious  stream 
To  turn  a  slender  mill  (that  new-made 

plaything) 
For  his  delight  —  the  happiest  he  of  all  1 " 

"Far  happiest,"  answered  the  de- 
sponding Man, 

"  II,  such  as  now  he  is,  he  might  remain  ! 

Ah  t  what  avails  imagination  high 

Or  question  deep?  what  profits  all  that 
earth, 

Oi  heaven's  blue  vault,  is  suffered  to  put 
forth 

Of  impulse  or  allurement,  lor  the  Soul 


theoi 

Nor  in  the  other  region,  nor  in  aught 
That  F»ncy,  dreaming  o'er  the  map  of 

Hath   placed   beyond    these   penetrable 

Words  of  assurance  can  be  heard;  if  no- 


A  habitation,  for  consummate  good. 
Or  for  progressive  virtue,  by  the  search 
Can  be  attained,  — ■  a  better  sanctuaiy 
From  doubt  and  sorrow,  than  the  sense- 


"  Is  this,"  the  gray-haired  Wanderer 
mildly  said, 
"  The  voice,  which  we  so  lately  ovcr- 

To  that  same  child,  addressing  tenderly 
The  consolations  of  a  bopeiul  mind? 
'  His  body  is  al  rest,  Ais  soul  in  heaven.' 
These  were  your  words;  and,  verily,  me- 

-er  when  we  stoop 


Than 


All  act  of  inquisition  whence  we  rise. 
And  what,  when  breath  hath  ceased,  we 

may  become. 
Here  are  we,  in  a  bright  and  breathing 

world. 
Our  origin,  what  matters  it?     In  lack 
OI  worthier  enplanation,  say  at  once 
With  the  American  (a  thought  which  sniti 
The  place  where  now  we  stand)  that  cer- 

Leapl  out  together  from  a  rocky  cave; 
And  these  were  the  first  parents  of  man- 

Or,  if  a  different  im£^e  be  recalled 

By  the  warm  sunshine,  and  the  jocund 


Choose,  with  the  gay  Athenian,  a  conceit 
As  sound  — blithe  race!  whose  mantles 
were  bedecked 
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hoppers,  in  sign  that 


With  eo'den 

they 
Had  sprung,  like  those  bright 

from  the  soil 
Whereon  thelt  endless  generations  dwelt. 
But  stop  !  —  these  theoretic  fancies  jar 
On  serious  minds:  then,  as  the  Hindoos 

Their  holy  Ganges  from  a  skiey  fount, 
Even  so  deduce  the  stream  of  human  life 
From  seats  of  power  divine;   and  hope, 


Of  a  living  ocean;   or.  to  sink  engulfed, 

Like  Niger,  in  impenetrable  sands 

And  utter  darkness:   thought  which  may 

be  faced, 
Though  comfortless !  — 

Not  of  myself  1  speak; 
Such  acquiescence  neither  doth  imply. 
In  me,  a  meekly -bending  spirit  soothed 
By  natural  piety;   nor  a  lofty  mind, 
By  philosophic  discipline  prepared 
Korcalm  subjection  to  acknowledged  law; 
Pleased  to  have  been,  contented  not  to  be. 
Such  palms  I  boast  not;  —  no!  to  me, 

who  lind 
Reviewing  my  past  way,  much  to  con- 


That  scarcely  seem  to  have  belonged  to 

If  I  must  lake  my  choice  between  the 

That  rule  alternately  the  weary  hours. 
Night  is  than  day  more  acceptable;  sleep 
Doth,  in  my  estimate  of  good,  appear 
A  better  state  than  waking;   death  than 

Feelingly  sweet  is  stillness  alter  storm. 
Though    under   covert    ol    the    wormy 
ground ! 

Vet  be  it  said,  in  justice  to  myself. 
That  in  more  genial  limes,  when  I  was  free 
To  explore  the  destiny  of  human  kind 
(Not  as  an  intellectual  game  pursued 
With  curious  subtilty,  from  wish  to  cheat 
Irksome  sensations;  but  by  love  ot  truth 


Urged  on,  or  haply  by  intense  delight 
In   feeding   thoHght,  wherever   thought 

could  feed) 
I  did  not  rank  with  those  (too  dull  or  nice, 
For  to  roy  judgment  such  Ihey  then  ap- 

Or  too  aspiring,  thankless  at  the  best) 
Who,  in  this  frame  of  human  life,  perceive 
An  object  whereunto  their  souls  are  tied 
In  discontented  wedlock;   nor  did  e'er. 
From  me,  those  dark  impervious  shades, 

that  hang 
Upon  the  region  whither  we  are  bound. 
Exclude  a  power  to  enjoy  the  vital  beams 
Of  present  sunshine.  —  Deities  that  float 
On  wings,  angelic  Spirits  1  I  could  muse 
O'er  what  from  eldest  lime  we  have  been 

told 
Of  your  bright  forms  and  glorious  faculties, . 
And  with  the  imagination  rest  content. 
Not  wishing  more;  repining  not  to  tread 
The  little  sinuous  path  of  earthly  care. 
By  flowers  embellished,  and  by  springs 

refreshed. 

chilling  breath 
'Take  the  live  herbage  from  (he  mead, 

and  strip 
'The  shady  forest  of  its  green  attire,  — 
'  And  let  the  bursting  clouds  (o  fury  rouse 
'  The  gentle  brooks!  —  Your  desolating 

away, 
'Sheds,'  I  exclaimed,  'no  sadness  upon 

'  And  no  disorder  in  your  rage  I  find. 
'  What    dignity,   what    beauty,   in    this 

change 
'  From  mild  to  angry,  and  from  sad  to  gay, 
'  Alternate  and  revolving  '.    How  ben^n, 
'  How  rich  in  animation  and  delight, 
'How  bountiful  these  elements  —  com- 

'  With  aught,  as  more  desirable  and  fair, 
'Devised  by  fancy  for  the  golden  age; 
'Or  the  perpetual  warbhng  thai  prevails 
'  In  Arcady,  beneath  unaltered  skies, 
'Through  the  long  year  in  constant  quiet 

'  Night  hushed  as  night,  and  day  serene 

—  But  why  this  tedious  record?- — Age, 

Is  garrulous;   and  solitude  is  apt 
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To  anticipate  the  privilege  of  Age, 
From  far  yecome;  and  Euiely  with  ahope 
Of  better  entertai tiinent :— let  us  hence  1 ' ' 

Loth  to  forsake  the  spot,  and  still  more 
lolh' 
To  be  diverted  from  our  present  theme, 
I  said,  "  My  thou^ls,  agreeing.  Sir,  with 

Would  push  this  censure  farther;  —  lor, 

if  smiles 
Of  scornful  pity  be  ll)e  just  reward 
Ol  Poesy  thus  courteously  employed 
In  fnining  models  to  improve  the  scheme 
Of  Man's  existence,  and  recast  the  world. 
Why  should   not  grave    Philosophy  be 

styled. 
Herself,  a  dreamer  of  a  kindred  stock, 
A  dreamer  yet  more  spiritless  and  dull? 
Yes,  shall  the  fine  immunities  she  boasts 
Establish  sounder  titles  of  esteem 
For  her,  who  (all  too  timid  and  reserved 
For  onset,  for  resistance  too  inert. 
Too  weak  for  suffering,  and  for  hope  too 

Placed,  among  flowery  gardens  curtained 

round 
With  world-excluding  groves,  the  brother- 

Of  soft  Epicureans,  taught  —  if  they 
The  ends  ol  being  would  secure,  and  win 
The  crown  of  wisdom  — to  yieW  up  their 

To  a  voluptuous  unconcern,  preferring 
Tranquillity  to  all  things.  Or  is  she," 
1  cried,   "more   worthy  of  r^aid,   the 

Who,  for  the  sake  of  sterner  quiet,  closed 
The  Stoic's  heart   against  the  vain  ap- 
proach 
Of  admiration,  and  all.  sense  of  joy?  " 


Hi< 


gave  n 


e  that  my 


Accorded  little  with  his  present  mind; 

I  ceased,  and  he  resumed.  —  "Ah  I  gen- 
tie  Sir, 

Slight,  if  you  will,  the  means;  but  spare 
to  slight 

The  md  of  those,  who  did,  by  system, 

As  the  prime  object  of  a  wise  man's  aim. 
Security  from  shock  of  accident, 


Release  from  feai;  and  cherished  peaceful 

For  their  own  sakes,  as  mortal  life's  chief 

And  only  reasonable  felicity. 

What  motive  drew,  what  impulse,  I  would 

Through  a  long  course  ol  later  ages,  drove. 
The  hermit  to  his  cell  in  forest  wide; 
Or  what  detained  him,  till  his  closing  eyes 
Took  theii  last  farewell  of  the  sun  and 

Fast  anchored  in  the  desert? — Not  alone 
Dread  of  the  persecuting  sword,  remorse, 
Wrongs  unredressed,  or  insults  unavenged 
And  unavengeable,  defeated  pride, 
Prosperity  subverted,  maddening  want. 
Friendship     betrayed,     affection     unre- 

Love  with  despair,  or  grief  in  agony;  — ■ 

Not  always  from  intolerable  pangs 

He  fled;    but,  compassed  round  ^  pleas- 

For    independent    happiness;     craving 

The  central  feeling  of  all  happiness. 
Not  as  a  refuge  from  distress  or  pain, 
A  breathing- time,  vacation,  or  a  truce. 
But  lor  ils  absolute  self;   a  life  of  peace. 
Stability  without  regret  or  fear; 
That  haih  been,  is,  and  shall  be  ever- 

Such  the  reward  he  sought;    and  wore 

out  life, 
There,  where  on  few  external  things  his 

Was  set,  and  those hisown;  or,  if  not  his. 
Subsisting  under  nature's  steadfast  law. 

What  other  yearning  was  the  master  lie 
Of  the  monastic  brotherhood,  upon  rock 
Aerial,  or  in  green  secluded  vale, 
One  after  one,  collected  from  afar. 
An  undissolving  fellowship?  —  What  but 

this. 
The  universal  instinct  of  repose. 
The  longing  for  confirmed  tranquillity. 
Inward  and  outward;   humble,  yet  sub- 
lime: 
The  life  where  hope  and  memory  are  as 
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Save  by  the  simplest  loil  of  human  hands 
Or  seasons' difference:  iheimniorlal  Soul 
Consistent  in  self-rule;    and  heaven  le- 

To  meditation  in  that  quietness  1  — 
Such  was  their  scheme :  and  though  the 

wished-foi  end 
By  multitudes  was  missed,  perhaps  at- 

By  none,  they  lor  the  attempt,  and  paina 
employed. 

Do,  in  my  present  censure,  stand  re- 
deemed 

From  the  unqualified  disdain,  thai  once 

Would  have  been  cast  upon  them  by  my 

Delivering  her  decisions  (rom  the  seat 
Of  forward  youth  —  that  scruples  not  to 

Doubts,  and  determine  fluest ions,  by  the 

Of  inexperienced  ju<^menl,  ever  prone 
To  overweening  faith;  and  is  inflamed. 
By  courage,  lo  demand  Irom  real  lite 
The  test  ot  act  and  sufierine,  to  provoke 
Hostility  —  how  dreadful  when  il  comes, 
Whether  aflliction  be  the  toe,  or  guilt ! 


Upon  earth's  native  energies;  foi^etting 
That  mitie  was  a  conditioti  which  required 
Nor  energy,  noi  fortitude  —  a  calm 
Wiihout  vicissitude;  which,  if  the  like 
H  ad  been  presented  lo  my  view  elsewhere, 
I  might  have  even  been  tempted  lo  despise. 
Bui  no  —  tor  the  serene  was  also  bright; 
Enlivened  happiness  with  joy  o'erflowing, 
With  joy,  and  —  oh  I  that  memory  should 


To  speak  the  word  — with  raptur 


1  Na- 


Life's  genuine  inspiration,  happiness 
Above  whal  rules  can  leach,  ot  fancy 

Abused,  as  all  possessions  art  abused 
That  are  not  prized  according  to  their 

And  yet,  what  worth?  what  good  is  given 


Whal    joy  more   lasting    than  a.  vernal 

None!  'tis  the  general  plaint  of  human 

kind 
In  solitude:   and  mutually  addressed 
From  each  lo  all,  tor  wisdom's  sake:  — 

This  truth 
The  piiesl  announces  from  his  holy  seat: 
And,  crowned  with  garlands  in  the  sum- 

The  poet  fits  il  lo  his  pensive  lyre- 
Yet,  ere  that  final  resting-place  be  gained. 
Sharp  contradictions  may  arise,  by  doom 
Of  this  same  life,  compelling  us  lo  grieve 
That  the  prosperities  of  love  and  joy 
Should  be  permitted,  oft-times,  lo  endure 
So  long,  and  be  a!  once  caal  down  forever. 
Oh !  tremble,  ye,  to  whom  halh  been  as- 

A  course  of  days  composing  happy  months. 
And  iheyas  happy  years;  the  present  still 
So  like  the  past,  and  bolh  so  5rm  a  pledge 
Of  a  congenial  future,  that  the  wheels 
Of  pleasure  move  without  the  aid  ot  hope: 
For  Mutability  is  Nature's  bane; 
And  slighted  Hope  wiV/ tie  avenged;  and, 


This  was  the  bitter  language  of   the 

But,  while  he  spake,  look,  gesture,  lone 

of  voice. 
Though  discomposed  and  vehement,  were 

As  skill  and  graceful  nature  might  suggest 
To  a  proficient  of  the  tragic  scene 
Standing  befture  the  multitude,  beset 
With  dark  events.     Desirous  lo  divert 
Or   stem   ihe   current   of  the   speaker's 

thoughts. 
We  signilied  a  wish  to  leave  that  place 
Of  stillness  and  close  privacy,  a  nook 
That  seemed  for  self-examination  made; 
Or,  for  confession,  in  ihe  sinner's  need. 
Hidden  from  all  men's  view.    To  our 

atlempl 
He  yielded  not;   but,  pointing  to  a  slope 
Of  mossy  turf  defended  Irom  the  sun, 
And  on  that  couch  inviting  us  to  rest. 
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Full  on  that  lender- hear  ted  Mantle  turned 
A  serious  eye,  and   his  speech  Ihus  re- 


"Vou  nevi 


ir  eyes  did  n 


On  the  bright  foini  of  Her  whom  once  I 

Hersilver  voice  was  heard  upon  Ihe  earth, 
A  sound  unknown  to  you;    else,  honored 

Your  heart  had  borne  a  pitiable  share 
01  what  I  suffered,  when  I  wept  thai  loss, 
And  suffer  now,  not  seldom,   from  the 

thought 
That    I    remember,    and     can    weep    no 

Stripped  as  I  am  o(  all  the  golden  fruit 
Oi  self-esteem;    and  by  the  cutting  blasts 
Of  self-reproach  tamiliaily  assailed; 
Vet  would  I  not  be  of  such  wintry  bare- 
But  that  some  leal  ol  your  regard  should 

hang 
Upon     my     naked      branches:  —  lively 

thoughts 
Give  birth,  tullotlen,  to  unguarded  words; 
I  grieve  that,  in  your  presence,  from  my 

tongue 
Too  much  of  frailly  hath  already  dropped ; 
But  that  too  much  demands  still  more. 

You  know, 
Revered  Compatriot  —  and  to  you,  kind 

Sir, 
(Nol  to  be,  deemed  a  stranger,  as   you 

Following  the  guidance  of  these  welcome 

To  our  secluded  vale)  it  may  be  told  — 
That  my  demerits  did  not  sue  in  vain 
To  One  on  whose  mild  radiance  many 

gazed 
With  hope,  and  all  with  pleasure.     This 

fair  Bride  — 
In  the  devotedness  of  youthful  love, 
Preferring  me  to  parents,  and  the  choir 
Of  gay  companions,  to  the  natal  roof. 
And  all  known  places  and  familiar  sights 
(Resigned  with  sadness  gently  weighing 

Her  trembling  expectations,  but  no  more 
Than  did  to  her  due  honor,  and  (o  me 


Yielded,  thai  day,  a  confidence  sublime 
In  what  I  had  lo  build  upon)  —  this  Bride, 
Young,  modest,  meek,  and  beautiful,  I  led 
To  a  low  cottage  in  a  sunny  bay, 
Where  the  salt  sea  innocuously  breaks. 
And  the  sea  breeie  as  innocently  breathes. 
On  Devon's  leafy  shores; —a  sheltered 

hold. 
In  a  soft  clime  encouraging  the  soil 
To  a  luxuriant  bountyl  —  As  our  steps 
Approach   the   embowered  abode  — our 

See.  rooted  in  the  earth,  her  kindly  bed. 
The  unendangered  myrtle,  decked  with 

flowers, 
Before  the  threshold  standsto  welcome  us  1 
While,  in  the  flowering  myrtle's  neigh- 
borhood. 
Not  overlooked  but  courting  no  regard, 
-Those  native  plants,  the  holly  and  the 

Gave  modest  intimation  lo  the  mind 
How  willingly  (heir  aid  they  would  unite 
With  the  green  myrtle,  to  endear  the  hours 
Of  winter,  and  protect  that  pleasant  place. 
—  Wild  were  the  walks  upon  those  lonely 

Downs, 
Track  leading  into  track;    how  marked, 

Into   bright   verdure,  between  fern  and 


But,  there,  lay  open  to  our  daily  haunt, 
A  range  of  unappropriated  earth, 
Where  youth's  ambitious  feet  might  move 

a(  large; 
Whence,  unmolested  wanderers,  we  be- 
held 
The  shining  giver  of  the  day  diffuse 
Hisbrightnesso'era  tract  of  sea  and  land 
Gay  as  our  spirits,  free  as  our  desires; 
As  our  enjoyments,   boundless. —  From 

those  heights 
We  dropped,   at   pleasure,  into   sylvan 

Where  arbors  of  impenetrable  shade, 
And  mossy  seats,  detained  us  side  by  side. 
With  hearts  at  ease,  and  knowledge  in  our 

'That  all  the  grove  and  all  the  day  was 
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O  happy  lime  1  slill  happier  was  al  band ; 
For  Nature  called  my  Partner  to  resign 
Her  share  in  Ihepureheedomof  thai  life. 
Enjoyed  by  UB  in  commoti.  —To  my  hope, 
To  my  heart's  wish,   my   tender   Male 

The  thankful  caplive  ol  maternal  bonds; 
And  those  wildipathswerelelltomealone. 
There  could  I  meditate  on  lollies  past; 
And,  like  a  weary  voyager  escaped 
From  risk  and  hardship,  inwardly  retrace 
A  course  ol  vain  delighlsand  thoughtless 

guilt, 
And    self-indulgence  —  without     shame 

pursued. 
There,  undisturbed,  could  think  of  and 

could  thank 
Her  whose  submissive  spirit  was  to  me 
Rule  and  restraint  —  my  guardian  —  shall 

That  earlhly  Providence,  whose  guiding 


Strains  lollowed  of  acknowledgment  ad- 

To  an  authority  enthroned  above 

The  reach  of  sight;   from  whom,  as  from 


their  f 

Proceed  all  visible  ministers  of  good 
That  walk  [he  earth  — Father  of  heaven 

and  earth* 
Father,  and  king,  and  (udge,  adored  and 

feared ! 
These  acts  of  mind,  and   memory,  and 

And  spirit  —  interrupted  and  relieved 
By  observations  transient  as  the  glance 
Of  flying  sunbeams,  ot  to  the  outward 

Cleaving  with  power  inherent  and  intense. 
As  the  mute  insect  fined  upon  (he  plant 
On  whose  soft  leaves  it  hangs,  and  from 

It  draws  its  nourishment  imperceptibly  — 
Endeared     my    wanderings;     and    the 

mother's  kiss 
And  infant's  smile  awaited  my  return. 

In  privacy  we  dwelt,  a  wedded  pair. 
Companions  daily,  often  all  day  long; 
Not  placed  by  fortune  within  easy  reach 


side,  ■ 

The  twain  within  oui  happy  collage  born. 
Inmates,  and  heits  of  our  united  love; 
Graced  mutually  by  difference  of  sex, 
-And  with  no  wider  iflterval  of  lime 
Between  their  several  births  than  served 

To   establish   something  of    a    leader's 

Yel  left  them  joined  by  sympathy  in  i^e; 
Equals  in  pleasure,  fellows  in  pursuit. 
On  these  two  pillars  rested  as  in  air 
Our  solitude. 

It  soothes  me  to  perceive, 
Voui   courtesy    withholds    not  from   my 

Attentive    audience.     But,    oh!    gentle 

Friends,         • 
As  times  of  quiet  and  unbroken  peace. 
Though,  for  a  nation,  limes  of  blessed- 
Give  back  faint  echoes  from  the  historian's 

page; 
So,  in  the  imperfect  sounds  of  this  dis- 

Depressed  I  hear,  how  faithless  is  the 

Which  those  most  blissful  days  reverber- 

Whatspecialrecordcan.orneed,  be  given 
To  rules  and  habits,  whereby  much  was 

Bui  all  within  the  sphere  of  little  things; 
Of  humble,  though,  to  us,  important  cares. 
And   precious  interests?     Smoothly  did 

our  hfe 
Advance,  swerving  not  from  the  path  pre- 

Her  annual,  her  diurnal,  round  alike 
Maintained  with  faithful  care.     And  you 

divine 
The  worst  effects  that  our  condition  saw 
If  you  im^ine  changes  slowly  wrought. 
And  in  their  prioress  unperceivable; 
Not  wished  for;   sometimes  noticed  with 

•  .ig]., 

(Whate'er  of  good  or  lovely  they  might 

Sighs  ol  ri^rel,  for  the  familiar  good 
And  loveliness  endeared  which  they  re- 
moved. 
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Seven  years  o(  occupation  undislurbed 
Established  seemingly  a  right  to  hold 
Thai  happiness;   and  use  and  habit  gave, 
To  what  an  alien  spirit  had  acquired, 
A  patrimonial  sanctity.     And  thus, 
Withthoughtsand  wishes  boa nded  I o  this 

.' I  lived  and  breathed;   most  gratefal  —  il 

Without  repining  or  desire  (or  more. 
For   different   lot,  or  change  to  highei 


By  theories  with  suitable  Mipporl)  — 
Most  grateful,  if  in  such  wise  to  enjoy 
Be  prool  of  gtatitude  lor  what  we  have; 
Else,  I  allow,  most  thankless.  —Bui,  al 

From  some  dark  seat  of  lalal  power  was 
urged 

A  claim  that  shattered  all.  —  Our  bloom- 
ing girl, 

Caught  in  the  gtipe  of  death,  with  such 
brief  time 

To  struck  in  as  scarcely  would  allow 

Her  cheek  lo  change  its  color,  was  con- 

Fromusto  inaccessible  worlds,  lo  regions 
Where  height,  or  depth,  admits  not  the 

approach 
Of  living  man,  though  longii^to  pursue. 
—  With  even  as  brief  a  warning  — and 

With  what  short  interval  of  time  between, 
I  tiemble  yet  to  think  of- — our  last  prop. 
Our  happy  life's  only  remaining  stay  — 
The  brother  followed;  and  was  seen  rto 


Calm  as  a  froten  lake  when  ruthless 

Blow  fiercely,  agitating  earth  and  sky. 
The  Mother  now  remained;  as  il  in  her, 
Who,  to  the  lowest  region  of  the  soul, 
Had   been   erewhile  unsettled  and  dis- 

This  second  viutation  had  no  power 
To  shake;  but  only  to  bind  up  and  seal; 
And  to  establish  thankfulness  of  heart 
In  Heaven's  determinations,  ever  just. 
The  eminence  whereon  her  spirii  stood. 


Mine  was  unable  (o  attain.     Immense 
The  space  that  severed  ml     But,  as  (he 

sight 
Communicates   with   heaven's    elheieal 

Incalculably  distant;   so,  I  felt 
That  consolation  may  descend  from  far 
(And  that  is  intercourse,  and  union,  too,} 
While,  overcome  with  speechless  grati- 
tude. 
And,  with  a  holier  love  inspired,  I  looked 
On  her  —  at  once  superior  lo  my  woes 
And   partner   ol    my    loss.  —  O    heavy 

Dimness  o'er  this  clear  luminary  crept 
Insensibly;  —the  immortal  and  divine 
Yielded  to  mortal  reflux;   her  pure  glory, 
As  from  the  pinnacle  of  worldly  state 
Wretched  ambition  drops  astounded,  fell 
Into  a  gull  obscure  of  silent  grief. 
And    keen    heart  -  anguish  —  of     ilsell 

ashamed. 
Yet  obstinately  cherishing  itself: 
And,  so  consumed,  she  melted  from  my 

And  left  me,  on  this  earth,  disconsolate  ! 

What  followed  cannot  be  reviewed  in 

thought; 
Much  less,  retraced  in  words.     If  she,  of 

life 
Blameless,  so  intimate  with  love  and  >oy 
And  all  the  tender  molvjns  of  the  soul, 
Had  been  supplanted,  could  I  hope  lo 

stand  — 
Infirm,  dependent,  and  now  destitute? 
I  called  on  dreamsand  visions,  lo  disclose 
Thatwhichisveiled  from  waking iboughl; 

conjured 
Eternity,  as  men  constrain  a  ghost 
To  appear  and  answer ;    lo  the  grave    I 

Imploringly;  —  looked  up,  and  asked  the 

Heavens 
It  Angels  traversed  their  cerulean  floors. 
If  hxed  or  wandering  star  could  tidings 

Of  the  departed  spirit  —  what  abode 


Turned   inward,  — 
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Time's  fellers  aie  composed;  and  life  was 

put 
To  inquisition,  long  and  piolitless  I 
By  pain  o(  liearl  —  now  checked  —  and 

now  impelled  — 
The  intellectual   power,   Ihtough  words 

and  things. 
Went  sounding  on,  a  dim  and  perilous 

way! 
And  from  those  transports,  and  these  toils 

Some  trace  am  I  enabled  to  retain 
Of  time,  else  lost:—  existing  unto  me 
Only  by  records  in  myself  not  found. 


From  that  abstraction  1  was  roused,  — 
and  how? 
Even  as  a  thoughtful  shepherd  by  a  flash 
Of  lightning  startled  in  a  gloomy  cave 
Of  these  wild  hills.      For,  lot  the  dread 

Bastile, 
With  all  the  chambers  in  its  horrid  towers, 
Fell  to  the  ground: — by  violence  over- 
thrown 
0(   indignation;   and   with  shouts   thai 

drowned         * 
The  crash  it  made  in  lallii^ '.     From  the 

A  golden  palace  rose,  oi  seemed  to  rise. 
The  appointed  seal  of  equitable  law 
And   mild   paternal  sway.     The  potent 

I  felt:  the  trans  formation  I  perceived, 
As  marvellously  seiied  as  in  that  moment 
When,  from  the  blind  mist  issuiug,  I  be- 
held 
Glory  —  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen. 
Confusion  infinite  of  heaven  and  earth. 
Dazzling    the    soul.      Meanwhile,   pro- 

In  every  grove  were  ringing,  '  War  shall 

'  Did  ye  not  hear  Ihat  conquest  is  abjured  ? 

'  Bring  garlands,  bring  forth  choicest 
flowers,  lo  deck 

'The  tree  of  Liberty. '^ — ^My  heart  re- 
bounded ; 

My  melancholy  voice  the  chorus  joined; 

— '  Be  joyful  all  ye  nations;  in  all  lands, 

'  Ye  that  are  capable  of  joy  be  glad  t 

'  Henceforth,  whate'er  is  wanting  lo 
yourselves 


'  In  others  ye  shall  promptly  find;  — 

all, 
'  Enriched  bymutual  and  reflected  wea 
'  Shall  with  one  heart  honor  Iheii  ci 

moo  kind.' 


Thus  was  I  reconverted  to  the  world; 
Society  became  my  glittering  bride. 
And  airy  hopes  my  children.  —  From  the 

Of  natural  passion,  seemingly  escaped. 
My  soul  diffused  herself  in  wide  embrace 
Of  institutions,  and  the  forms  of  things; 
As  they  exist,  in  mutable  array. 
Upon   life's  surface.     What,  though  in 

There  flowed  no  Gallic  blood,  nor  had  I 

breathed 
The  air  of  France,  not  less  than  Gallic 

zeal 
Kindled  and  burnt   among   the  sapless 

Of  my  exhausted  heart.  If  busy  men 
In  sober  conclave  met,  to  weave  a  web 
Of   amily,  whose  living  threads  should 

Beyond   the  seas,   and   lo   the   farthest 

There  did  I  sit,  assisting.     If,  with  noise 
And  acclamation,  crowds  in  open  air 
Expressed  the  tumult  of  their  minds,  my 


There  mingled,  heard  or 


.    The  powers 


Of  thanks  and  expectation,  in  accord 
With  their  belief,  I  sang  Saturnian  rule 
Returned,  —  a  progeny  of  golden  years 
Permitted  to  descend,  and  bless  mankind. 
—  With  promises  the  Hebrew  Scriptures 


I  felt  their  invitation;  and  resumed 
A  long-suspended  ofhce  in  the  House 
Of  public  worship,  where,  the  glowing 

phrase 
Of  ancient  inspiration  serving  me. 
I  promised  also,  — with  undaunted  trust 
Foretold,  and  added  prayer  to  prophecy; 
The  admiration  winning  of  the  crowd; 
The  help  desiring  of  the  pure  devout, 
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Scorn  and  contempt  foitnd  me  to  pro- 
ceed I 
But  Hisloiy,  time's  slavish  scribe,  will  tell 
How  rapidly  the  zealots  ol  the  cause 
Disbanded — ot  in  hostile  ranks  appeared; 
Some,  lired  of  honest  service;  these,  out- 

Di^usted  therefore,  or  appalled,  by  aims 
Of  fiercer  lealots  —  so  confusion  reigned. 
And  the  more  faithful  were  compelled  to 

As  Brutus  did  to  Virtue,  '  LJberty, 
\  '  I  worshipped  ihee,  and  find  thee  but  a 
Shade  I ' 

Such  recantation  had  for  me  no  charm, 
Nor  would  I  bend  to  it;  who  should  have 

grieved 
At  aughl,  however  fait,  ihal  bore  the  mien 
Of  a  conclusion,  or  cxtaslrophe. 
Why  then  conceal,  that,  when  the  simply 

good 
In  timid  selfishness  withdrew,  I  sought 
Other  support,  not  scrupulous  whence  it 


And,  by  what  c 
■;e? 


led  to  be  high- 


sliugglitig  and  distempered 


Enough  if 

And  qualities  determined.  — Among  men 
So  charactered  did  I  maintain  a  strife 
Hopeless,  and  still  more  hopeless  every 

Bui,  in  the  process,  I  began  to  feel 
Thai,  if  the  emancipation  ot  the  world 
Were  missed,  I  should  at  least  secure  my 

'  And  be  in  pari  compensated.     For  rights. 
Widely  — inveleralely  usurped  upon, 
I  spake  with  vehemence;  and  promptly 

All    that    Abstraction    furnished   for  my 

Or  purposes;  nor  scrupled  to  proclaim. 
And  propagate,  by  liberty  of  life. 
Those  new  persuasions.     Not  that  I  re- 

Or  even  found  pleasure,  in  such  vagrant 

For  its  own  sake;  but  farthest  from  the 

Which  I  had  trod  in  happiness  and  peace 
Was  ippst  inviting  to  a  troubled  mind; 


The  Nature  of  the  dissolute;  bul  thee, 

0  fostering  Nature  1   I  rejected  —  smiled 
At  others'  tears  in  pily;  and  in  scorn 

At  those,  which  thy  .soft  influence  some- 

From  my  unguarded  heart. — The  tran- 
quil shores 
Of  Britain  circumscribed me;else,  perhaps 

1  might   have  been    entangled    among 

Which,   now,    as    infamous,    I    should 

abhor  — 
Despise,  as  senseless :  for  my  spirit  relished 
Strangely  the  exasperation  of  that  Land, 
Which  turned  an  angry  beak  against  the 


Bul  all  was  quieted  by  iron  bonds 
Of  military  sway.     The  shifting  aims, 
The  moral  interests,  the  creative  might. 
The  varied  functions  and  high  attributes 


'Ided  II 


ipowi 


i'ormal,  and  odious,  and  contemptible. 
—  In   Britain,   ruled   a   panic   dread  ol 

change ; 
rhe  weak  were  praised,  rewarded,  and 

advanced; 


And,  1 


nthei 


it  disdaii 


Once  more  did  I  retire  into  myself. 
There  feeling  no  contentment,  I  resolved 
To  fly,  for  safeguard,  lo  some  foreign 

Remote  from  Europe;   from  her  blasted 

Her  fields  of  carnage,  and  polluted  air. 

Fresh  blew  the  wind,   when  o'er  the 
Atlantic  Main 
The  ship  went  gliding  with  her  thoughl- 

And  who  among  them  but  an  Exile,  freed 
From  discontent,  indifferent,  pleased  to  at 
Among  the  busily -employed,  not  more 
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With   obligatioD   charged,   with 

Than  the  loose  pendani  — to  the  idle  wind 
Upon  [he  lall  mast  streaining.     But,  ye 

Of  soul  and  sense  mysteiiously  allied, 
Oh,  never  lei  Ihe  Wretched,  if  a  choice 
Be  left  him,  Irusl  the  (leigbt  of  bis  dis- 

To  a  long  voyage  on  the  silent  deep  1 
For,  like  3  plague,  will  memory  breakout; 
And,  in  the  blank  and  solitude  of  things, 
Upon  his  spirit,  with  a  fever's  strength, 
Will    conscience    prey.  — Feebly    must 

they  have  ielt 
Who,  in  old  time,  attired  with  snakes 

and  whips 
The  vengeful  Furies.     Beaatiful  leffliAs 
Were  turned  on  me-^lbe  (ace  of  her  I 

loved; 
The  Wife  and  Mother  pitifully  fixing 
Tender  reproaches,  insupportable  t 
Where    now  that    boasted  liberty?     No 

welcome 
From  unknown  objects  I  received;  and 

those, 
Known  and  familiar,  which  the  vaulted 


Ihe  SI 
The  breeze  how  soft  \   Can  anything  pro- 

In  Ihe  old  World  compare,  thoi^ht  I,  for 

And  majesty  with  this  gigantic  stream. 
Sprung  from  Ihe  desert  ?    And  behold  a 

Fresh,  youthful,  and  aspiring  I     What  are 

To  me,  or  I  lo  Ihem?    As  much  at  leasl 
As  he  desires  thai  they  should  be,  whom 

And  waves  have  waited  lo  this  distant 


'  I  roam  at  large ;  —  my  business 
Roaming  at  large,  to  observe,  and  not  to 


Did,  in  the  placid  clearness  of  the  night. 
Disclose,  had  accusations  to  prefer 
Against  my  peace.  Within  Ihe  cabin  stood 
That  volume  —  asa  compass  (or  the  soul  — 
Revered  among  the  nations.  I  implored 
Its  guidance;  but  Ihe  infallible  support 
0(  faith  was  wanting.    Tell  me,  why  re- 

To  One  by  storms  annoyed  and  adverse 

Perplexed  with  currents;  of  his  weakness 


Long- wished -for    sight,    the   Western 
World  appeared; 
And,  when  the  ship  was  moored,  I  leaped 

Indignantly  —  resolved  to  be  a  man, 
Who,  having  o'er   ihe  past   no  power, 

would  live 
No  longer  in  subjection  to  the  past, 
With  abject  mind  —  from  a  tyrannic  lord 
Inviting  penance,  fruitlessly  endured: 


feel. 


—  convinced 


that  all  ' 

Which  bears  the  name  of  action, ho wsoe'cr 
Beginning, ends  in  servitude — still  painful, 
And  mostly  profitless.     And,  sooth  losay, 
On  nearer  view,  a  motley  spectacle 
Appeared,  of  high  pretensions, —  unre- 

proved 
Bnt  by  the  obstreperous  voice  of  higher 

still; 
issions  strutting  on  a  petty  stage; 
1  a  detached  spectator  may  regard 
Not  unamused.  - —  But  ridicule  demands 
Quick  change  of  objects;  and,  to  laugh 

At  a  composing  distance  from  the  haunts 
Of  strife  and  folly,  though  it  be  a  treat 
As  choice  as  musing  Leisure  can  bestow; 
Yet,  in  the  very  centre  of  the  crowd. 
To  keep  the  secret  of  a  poignant  scorn, 
Howe'er  to  airy  Demons  suitable. 
Of  all  unsocial  courses,  is  least  fit 
For  the  gross  spirit  of  mankind,  —  the  one 
1  tailstoplease,  and  quickliest 
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Let  us,  Ihen,  I  said, 
Leave  this  unknil  Republic  to  the  scourge 
Of  her  own  passions;  and  to  regions  haste. 
Whose   shades  have  never   (elt  the  en- 
croaching axe. 
Or  soil  endured  a  transfer  in  the  marl 
Of  dire  rapacity.    There,  Man  abides, 
Primeval  Nature's  child.  A  creature  weak 
In  combination,  (wherefore  else  driven 

So  far,  and  of  his  old  inheritance 

So  easily  deprived?)  but,  for  that  cause, 

More  dignified,  and  stronger  in  himself; 

Whether  to  act,  judge,  suffer,  or  enjoy. 

True,  the  intelligence  o(  social  art 

Halh  overpowered   his   forefathers,  and 

Will  sweep  Ihe  remnant  of  his  line  away; 
But  contemplations,  worthier,  nobler  far 
Than  her  destructive  enemies,  attend 
His  independence,  when  along  the  side 
Of  Mississippi,  or  that  northern  stream' 
That   spreatk   into  successive    seas,   he 

walks; 
Pleased  to  perceive  his  own  unshackled 

life, 
And  his  innate  capacities  of  soul. 
There  imaged :  or  when,  having  gained 

the  top 
Of  some  commanding  emincnce,whichyel 
Intruder  ne'er  beheld,  he  thence  surveys 
Regions  of  wood  and  wide  savannah,  vast 
Expanse  ol  unappropriated  earth. 
With  mind  thai  sheds  a  light  on  what  he 

Free  as  the  sun,  and  lonely  as  the  sun. 
Pouring  above  his  head  Its  radiance  down 
Upon  a  living  and  rejoicing  world  ! 


So,  westward,  low'rd   the   unviolaled 

I  bent  my  way;and,  roaminglar  and  wide, 
Failed  not  to  greet  the  merry  Mocking- 
bird; 
And,  while  the  melancholy  Muccawiss 
(The  sportive  bird's  companion  in   the 

grove) 
Repeated,  o'er  and  o'er,  his  plaintive  cry, 
I  sympathized  at  leisure  with  Ihe  sound; 
But  thai  pure  archetype  of  human  great- 

'  See  Note. 


I  found  him  not.     There,  in   his  slead. 

appeared 
A creature,squa]id,  vengeful,  and  impure; 
Remorseless,  and  submissive  to  no  law 
Bui  superstitious  fear,  and  abjecl  slolh. 


Enough  is  [old  !     Here  am  I —  ye  have 

What  evidence  I  seek,  and  vainly  seek; 
What  from  my  fellow-beings  I  require. 
And  either  they  have  nol  to  give,  or  I 
I-Bck  virtue  to  receivf ;  what  I  myself. 
Too  ofl  by  wilful  forfeiture,  have  lost 
Nor  can  regain.  How  languidly  I  look 
Upon  this  visible  fabric  of  the  world. 
Maybe  divined  —  perhaps  it  halh  been 

Bui  spare  your  pity,  if  there  be  in  me 
Aught  that  deserves  respect:  lor  I  exist, 
Within   myself,  not   comfortless. —  The 

Which  my  life  holds,  he  readily  may  con- 

Whoe'er  hath  stood  to  watch  a  mountain 

In  some  still  passage  ol  its  course.and  seen, 
Wilhin  the  depths  of  its  capacious  breast, 
Inverted  trees,  rocks,  clouds,  and   azure 

And,  on  itsglassy  surface,  specks  of  foam, 
And  conglobated  bubbles  undissolved. 
Numerous  as  stars;  that,  bylheir  onward 

Betray  to  sight  the  motion  of  the  stream. 
Else  imperceptible.  Meanwhile,  isheard 
A  softened  roar,  or  murmur;  and  ihe  sound 
Though  soothing,  and  the  little  floating 

Though   beautiful,   are  both  by  Nature 

chained 
With  the  same  pensive  oflice;  and  make 

Through    what    perplexing     labyrinths. 

Precipitations,  and  untoward  straits. 
The  earth-born  wanderer  hath  passed; and 

quickly. 
That  respite  o'er,  like  traverses  and  toils 
Must  he  again  encounter.  —  Such  a  stream 
Is  human  Life;  and  so  the  Spirit  fares 
In  the  best  quiet  to  her  course  allowed; 
And  such  is  mine,  —  save  onlyfora  hope 
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In  pain  commenced,  and  ended  withoul 
Yet   tempered,   not   unfrequenlly,   with 


While  we  sale  I  isle  [ling  with  compaa^ion 

A  pause  oi  silence  followed;  then,  with 

That  did  not  falter  though  the  heart  was 

The  Wandt-rer  said.— 

"One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  ol  mortal  life 
Exists  — one  only;  an  assured  lieliel 
That  the  procession  of  our  fale,  howe'er 
^d  or  disturbed,  is  ordered  by  a  Being 

;  Of  infinite  benevolence  and  powet; 

j   Whose  everlasting  purposes  embrace 
All  accidents,  convening  them  to  good. 
—  The  darts  oi  anguish ^j-  not  where  the 

Of  suffering  hath  been  thoroughly  fortified 
By  acquiescence  in  the  Will  supreme 
For  time  and  for  eternity;  by  faith, 
Faith  absolute  in  God,  including  hope. 
And  the  defence  that  lies  in  boandless 

lave 
Of  his  perfections;  with  habitual  dread 
Of  aught  unworthily  conceived,  endured 
Impatiently,  ill -done,  or  left  undone, 
To  the  dishonor  of  his  holy  name. 
Sout  of  our  Souls,  and  safeguard  of  the 

Sustain,  thou  only  canst, the  sick  of  heart; 
Restore  their  languid  spirits,  and  recall 
Their  lost  affections  unto  thee  and  thine  !" 

Then,  as  we  issued  from  that  covert 
nook. 
He  thus  continued,  lifting  up  his  eyes 
To  heaven ;  —  "  How  beautiful  this  dome 

And  the  vast  hills,  in  fluctuation  fixed 
At  thy  command,  how  awful  1     Shall  the 

Soul, 
Human  and  rational,  report  of  thee 
Even  less  than  these  P  — Be  mute  who 

will,  who  can. 
Yet  I  will  praise  thee  with  impassioned 

My   lips,    that    may    forget  thee  in   the 

Cannot   (oi^et   thee   here;   where   thou 

hast  built. 
For  thy  own  glory,  in  the  wilderness  1 
Me  didst  thou  constitute  a  priest  of  thine, 
In  such  a  temple  as  we  now  behold 
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Reared  (or  thy  presence ;  therefore,  am  1 
To  worship,  here,  and  everywhere  —  as 

Not  doomed  to  ignorance,  though  lorced 

lo  tread. 
From  childhood  ap,  the  ways  of  poverty; 
From  unreflecting  ignorance  preserved. 
And  from  debasement  rescued.  — By  thy 

grace 
The      particle    divine     remained      un- 

And,  'mid  the  wild  weeds  ot  a  ru^ed  soil. 
Thy  bounty  caused  to  flourish  deathless 


If  the  flowers  wither,  I  am-worse  than 

—  Come,     labor,    when     Ihe     worn-out 

frame  requires 
Perpetual    sabbath;    come,   disease  and 

And   sad   exclusion    through    decay  of 

But  leave  me  unabated  trust  in  thee  — 
And  let  thy  favor,  to  the  end  oi  life. 
Inspire  me  with  ability  to  seek 
Repose  and  hope  among  eternal  things^ 
Father  of  heaven  and  earth '.  and  I  am 

And  will  possess  my  portion  in  content ! 

And  what  are  things  eternal  ? —  powers 
depart," 
rhe  gray-haired  Wanderer  steadfastly  re- 

Answeiing  the  question  which   himself 

had  asked, 
' '  Possessions  vanish ,and  opinions  change. 
And  passions  hold  a  fluctuating  seat ; 
But,  by  the  storms  of  circumstance  un- 
shaken. 
And  subject  neither  to  eclipse  nor  wane, 
Duty  exists;  —  immutably  survive. 
For  our  support,  the  measures  and  the 

'which  an  abstract  intelligence  supplies; 
Whose  kingdom  is,  where  time  an<l  space 


ad,  soul,  and 


Do,  with  united  urgency,  require. 
What  mote  Ihal  may  not  perish?  —  Thou, 

Prime,  self.existing  cause  and  end  o(  all 
lllat  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place; 
Above  our  human  region,  or  below. 
Set   and   sustained; — thou,  who   didst 

wrap  (he  cloud 
Of  infancy  around  us,  that  thyself, 
Therein,  with  our  simplicity  awhile 
Mighl'sl  hold,  on  earth,  communion  un- 
disturbed; 
Who  from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep. 
Or  from  lis  dealh-like  void,  with  punctual 

And  touch  as  gentle  as  the  morning  light, 
Restor'st  us,  daily,  to  the  powers  of  sense 
And  reason's  steadlasl  rule  —  thou,  thou 

Art  everlasting,  and  the  blessid  Spirits, 
Which   thou  includest,   as  the   sea  her 

For  adoration  thou  endur'st;  endure 
For  consciousness  the  motions  of  (hy  will ; 
For   apprehension    those    transcendent 

truths 
Of  the  pure  intellect,  (hat  stand  as  laws 
(Submission    constituting  strength    and 

power) 
Even  to  thy  Being's  infinite  majesty  '. 
This  universe  shall  pass  away  —  a  work 
Glorious!   because   the   shadow   of   thy 

A  step,  or  link,  for  intercourse  with  thee. 
Ah  !  if  the  time  must  come,  in  which  my 


No   more   shall    stray  where   meditation 

By    flowing   stream,   through    wood,    or 

craggy  wild. 
Loved    haunts    like    these;    the    unim- 

prisoned  Mind 
May  yet  have  scope  to  range  among  her 

Her    thoughts,    her    images,   her    high 


What  visionary  powers  of  eye  and  soul 
In  youth  were  mine;  when,  stationed  on 

Of  some  huge  hill  — ■  expectant,  I  beheld 
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Tlie  sun  rise  up,  trom  distant  climes  re- 
Darkness  to  chase,  and  sleep;  and  bring 
His  bounteous  gift !  or  saw  him  toward 

Sink,  with  a  retinue  ot  flaming  clouds 
Attended;  then,  my  spirit  was  entranced 
With  joy  exalted  (o  beatitude; 
The  measure  of  my  soul  was  filled  with 

bliss. 
And  holiest  love;  as  earth,  sea,  air,  with 

light. 
With  pomp,    with  glory,    with  magntii- 


It   griei    be    something   hallowed    and 


Those    fervent   raptures   are   forever 

And,   since   their  date,   my   soul    hath 

Change  manifold,  for  better  or  for  worse: 
Yel  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and  aspire 
Heavenward:  and  chide  the  part  of  me 

that  flags. 
Through  sinful  choice ;  or  dread  necessity 
On  human  nature  from  above  imposed. 
'T  is,  by  comparison,  an  easy  task  ' 
Earth  to  despise;  but,  to  converse  with 

This  is  not  easy :  —  to  relinquish  all 
We  have,  or  hope,  ot  happiness  and  joy. 
And  stand  in  freedom  loosened  from  this 

I  deem   not   arduous;   but   must   needs 

That  't  is  a  thing  impossible  to  frame 
Oinceptions  equal  to  the  soul's  desires; 
And  the  most  difliAlt  of  tasks  to  keep 
Heights  which  the  soul  is  competent  to 

gain. 
—  Man  is  of  dust:  ethereal  hopes  are  his, 
Which,  when  they  should  sustain  them- 
selves aloft. 


War 


pillar 


That  with  majestic  energy  from  earth 
Rises;  but,  having  reached  the  thinner  air. 
Melts,  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer 

From  this  inflrmity  of  mortal  kind 
Sorrow  proceeds,  which  else  were  not; 
at  least. 


For  who  could  sink  and  settle  to  (hat  point 
Of  selfishness;  so  senseless  who  could  be 
As  long  and  perseveiingly  to  mourn 
For  any  object  of  his  love,  removed 
From  this  unstable  world,  if  he  could  fix 
A  satisfying  view  upon  that  state 
Of  pure,  imperishable,  blessedness. 
Which  reason  promises,  and  holy  writ 
Ensures  to  all  believersP— Vet  mistrust 
Is  of  such  incapacity,  methinks. 
No  natural  branch :  despondency  far  leas; 
And,  least  of  all,  is  absolute  despair. 
—  And,  if  there  be  whose  tender  frames 

have  drooped 
Even  to  [he  dust;   apparently,  through 

weight 
Of  anguish  unrelieved,  and  lack  of  power 
An  agonizing  sorrow  to  transmute; 
Deem  not  that  proof  is  here  ot  hope  with- 
held 
When  wanted  most ;  a  confidence  impaired 
So  pitiably,  that,  having  ceased  to  see 
With  bodily  eyes,  they  are  borne  down 

Of  what  is  lost,  and  perish  through  regret. 
Oh  !  no,  the  innocent  Sufferer  often  sees 
Too  clearly;  feels  loo  vividly;  and  longs 
To  realize  [he  vision,  with  intense 
And  over-constant   yearning;- — there  — 

there  lies 
The  excess,  by  which  the  tialance  is  de- 

Too,  loo  contracted  are  these  walls  of 

flesh. 
This  vital  warmth  too  cold,  these  visual 

Though  inconceivably  endowed,  too  dim 
For  any  passion  of  the  soul  that  leads 
To  ecstasy;    and,  ail  the  crooked  pa[hs 
Of  time  and  change  disdaining,  [akes  its 

Along  the  line  of  limitless  desires. 

I,  speaking  now  from  such  disorder  free, 

Nor   rapt,   nor  craving,  but    in   settled 
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I  cannot  doubt  that  they  whom  you  de- 

plorir 
Arc  glorified;  or,i(they  sleep.sha!!  wake 
From  sleep,  and  dwell  with  God  in  endless 

Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  with  belief 
In  mercy,  carried  infinite  degrees 
Beyond  the  (enderness  of  humati  hearts: 
Hope,  below  this,  consists  not  with  belief 
In    perfect   wisdom,   guiding    mightiest 

Thai  finds  no  limits  but  her  own  pure  will. 

Here  then  we  rest;  not  tearing  for  our 
creed 
The   worst   that   human   reasoning  can 

'    To  unsettle  or  perplex  it:  yet  with  pain 
Acknowledging,    and    grievous    self-re- 
proach. 
Thai,  though  immovably  convinced,  we 

Zeal,  and  the  virtue  to  exist  by  faith 
As  soldiers  live  by  courage  j  as,  by  strenglb 
Of  heart,  the  sailor  tights  with  roaring 

Alasl  the  endowment  of  immortal  power' 
Is  matched  unequally  with  custom,  time. 
And  domineering  faculties  of  sense 
In  all;  in  most,  with  superadded  foes, , 
Idle  temptations;  open  vanities. 
Ephemeral  offspring  of  the   unblushing 

And,  in  the  private  regions  of  the  mind, 
I II -governed     passions,      ranklings     of 

Immoderate  wishes,  pining  discontent, 
Dislress  and  care.      What  then  remainsP 


On  the  first  motion  of  a  holy  thought; 
Vigils    oi   contemplation;    praise;    and 

prayer  — 
A  stream,  which,  from  the  fountain  of 

the  heart 
Issuing,  however  feebly,  nowhere  flows 
Without  access  of  unexpected  strength. 
But,  above  all,  the  victory  is  most  sure 
For  him,  who,  seeking  faith  by  virtue, 


To  yield  entire  submission  to  the  law 
Of    conscience  —  conscience    reverenced 

and  obeyed. 
As  God's  most  intimate  presence  in  the 


These  helps  solicit;  and  a  steadfast  seat 
Shall  (hen  l>e  yours  among  the  happy  few 
Who  dwell  on  earth,  yet  breathe  em- 
Sons  of  the  morning.     For  your  nobler 


With  only  such  degree  of  sadness  left 
As  may  support  longings  of  pure  desire; 
And  strengthen  love,  rejoicing  secretly 
In  the  sublime  attractions  of  the  grave." 


His  judgments,  near  that  lonely  house  we 
A  plot  of  greensward,  seemingly  pte- 
By  nature's  care  from  wreck  of  scattered 

And   from  encroachment  of   encircling 

heath : 
Small  space  \  but,  for  reitertUed  steps. 
Smooth  and  commodious;   as   a  stately 

deck 
Which  to  and  fro  the  mariner  is  used 
To  tread  for  pastime,  talking  with  his 

Or  haply  thinking  of  far-distant  friends. 
While  the  ship  glides  before  a  steady 

Stillness  prevailed  around  us:  and    the 

That  spake  was  capable  lo  lift  the  soul 
Toward  regions  yet  more  tranquil.     But, 

methoughl, 
That  he,  whose  fixed  despondency  had 
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Who  leels  that  to  exboit  is  to  reproach- 
Yet  not  to  be  diverted  from  his  aim. 
The  Sage  continued:  — 

"For  thai  other  loss, 
The  loss  of  confidence  in  social  man, 
By  the  onexpecled  transports  at  our  age 
Carried  so  high,  Ihal  every  thought,  which 

looked 
Beyond  the  temporal  destiny  of  the  Kind. 
To   many  seemed   superfluous  —  as,   no 

Could  e'er  for  such  exalted  confidence 
Exist;  so,  none  is  now  lor  fixed  despair: 
The  two  extremes  are  equally  disowned 
By  reason:  il,  with  sharp  recoil,  from  one 
Vou  have  been  driven  far  as  its  opposite, 
Between  (hem  seek  the  point  whereon  to 

build 
Sound  expectations.     So  doth  he  advise 
Who  shared  at  first  the  illusion;  but  was 

Cast  from  the  pedestal  of  pride  by  shocks 
Which  Nature  gently  gave,  in  woods  and 

fields; 
Nor  nnreproved    by    Providence,    thus 

speaking 
To  the  inatientive  children  of  the  world ; 
'  Vainglorious    Generation  1    what    new 

'  On  you  have  been  conferred?  what  gifts, 

withheld 
'  From  your  prc^enilors,  have  3W  received, 
'Fit  recompense   of   new  desert?   what 

'  Are  ye  prepared  to  urge,  that  my  decrees 
'  For    you    should    undergo    a    sudden 

'  And  the  weak  functions  of  one  busy  day, 
'  Reclaiming  and  extirpating,' perform 
'What  all  the  slowly-moving  years  of  time, 
>  With    their    united    force,    have    left 

undone  ? 
'  By  nature's  gradual  processes  be  taught; 
'  By  story  be  confounded  !     Ye  aspire 
'  Rashly,  to  fall  once  more;  and  thai  false 

fruit, 
'  Which,    (o    your    overweening    spirits, 

'  Hope  of  a  flight  celestial,  will  produce 
'  Misery  and  shame.     But  Wisdom  of  her 


Such  timely  warning,"  said  the  Wan- 
That  visionary  voice;  and,  at  this  day. 
When  a  Tartarean  darkness  overspreads 
The  groaning  nations;  when  the  impious 

rule. 
By  will  or  by  established  ordinance. 
Their  own  dire  agents,  and  constrain  the 

To  acts  which  they  abhor:  though  I  bewail 
This  triumph,  yel  ihe  pity  of  my  heart 
Prevents  me  not  from  owning,  thai  the 

By  which  mankind  now  suffers,  is  roost 

For  by  superior  energies;  more  strict 
Affiance  in  each  other;  faith  more  Arm 
In  their  unhallowed  principles;  the  bad 
Have   fairly  earned   a  victory  o'er   the 

The  vacillating,  inconsistent  eood. 
Therefore,  not  unconsoled,  I  wait  —  in 

To  see  the  moment,  when  the  righteous 

Shall  gain  defenders  zealous  and  devout 
As  ihey  who  have  opposed  her;  in  which 

Will,  to  her  efforts,  tolerate  no  bounds 
That  are  not  lofty  as  her  rights;  aspiring 
By  impulse  of  her  own  ethereal  leal. 
That  spirit  only  can  redeem  mankind; 
And  when  (hat  sacred  spirit  shall  appear, 
Then  shall  our  triumph  be  complete  as 

Vet,  should  this  confidence   prove  vain, 

the  wise 
Have  still   Ihe  keeping  of  their  proper 

Are  guardians  of  their  own  (ranqnillity. 
They  act,   or  they  recede,   observe,  and 

feel; 
'  Knowing  (he  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be  ' 
The  centre  of  this  world,  about  the  which 
Those  revolutions  of  disturbances 
Still  loll;  where  all  the  aspects  of  misery 
Predominate;   whose   strong   effects  are 

As    he   must   bear,   being   powerless    to 

redress; 
Art  J  Ihal  unless  abcvi  hinntlf  he  can 
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Man  ! ' ' 

Happy  is  he  who  lives  to  understand. 
Not  human  naiure  only,  but  explores 
All  natures,  —  to  the  end  [hat  he  may  lind 
The  law  that  governs  each;   and  where 

The    union,    the    partition    where,    that 

Kind    and    degree,   among    all    visible 

The  constitutions,  powers,  and  faculties, 
Which  they  inherit,  —  cannot   step  be- 

And  cannot  tail  beneath;  that  do  assign 
I'o  every  class  its  station  and  its  oflice. 
Through  all  the  mighty  commonwealth  of 

Up  from  the  creeping  plant  to  sovereign 


Such  converse,  if  directed  hy  a  meek, 
Sincere,  and  humble  spirit,  leaches  love; 
For  knowledgt^  is  delight;   and  such  de- 
light 
Breeds  love;   yet,  suited  as  it  rather  is 
To  thought  and  to  the  climbing  intellect, 
It  leaches  less  to  love,  than  to  adore; 
If  that  be  not  indeed  the  highest  love  \  " 


mpled  here  tc 


"Yet,"  said  I, 

"  The  dignity  of  1 

By  aught  thai  jnuc 

The  humbler  cravings  of  the  heart;  and  he 

Is  a  still  happier  man,  who,  for  those 

heights 
Of  speculation  not  unfit,  descends; 
And  such  benign  affections  cultivates 
Among   the  inferior   kinds;    not  merely 

That  he  may  call  his  own,  and  which  de- 

As  individual  objects  of  regard, 
Upon  his  care,  from  whom  he  also  looks 
For  signs  and  tokens  of  a  mutual  bond; 
But  others,  far  beyond  this  narrow  sphere, 
Whom,  for  the  very  sake  of  love,  he  loves. 
Nor  is  it  a  mean  praise  o(  rural  life 
And  solitude,  that  they  do  favor  most. 
Most  frequently  call  forth,  and  best  sus- 

1  Daniel. 


These  pure  st 

The  o&treperous  city;   on  the  barren  seas 

Are  not  unfelt;   and  much  might  recom- 

Howmuch  they  might  inspirit  and  endear. 
The  loneliness  of  this  sublime  retreat  I  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Sage,  resuming  the 


Of  man,  offended,  liberty  is  here. 

And  invitation  every  hour  renewed, 

To  mark  Ihsir  placid  state,  who  never 

Of  a  command  which  they  have  power  lo 

break, 
Or  rule  which  they  are  tempted  to  trans- 


Observetheir  ways;  and,  free  fronn  envy, 

find 
Complacence  there ;  —but  wherefore  this 

to  you? 
I   guess   that,   welcome  to   your  lonely 

hearth. 
The  redbreast,  ruffled  up  by  winter's  cold 
Into  a  'feathery  bunch,'  feeds  at  your 

hand: 
A  box,  perchance,  is  from  your  casement 

For  the  small  wren  lo  build  in;  —  not  in 

The  barriers  disregarding  that  surround 
This  deep  abiding  place,  before  your  sight 
Mounts  on'the  breeze  the  butterfly;   and 


Drawn  towards  her  n 


firmament  of 
the  month  of 


When  the  fresh 

Upborne,   at    evening,   on    replenished 
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Empurpled  hills,  conspicuously  renewing 
A  proud  communication  with  the  sun 
Low  sunk  beneath  the  horiion  !  —  List ! — 

I  heard, 
From  yon  huge  breast  o(  rock,  a  voice 

As  if  the  visible  mountain  made  the  cry. 
Again  !  "  ^The  effect  upon  the  soul  was 

As  he  expressed:  from  out  the  moun- 
tain's hea,rt 


Thes. 


:  appei 


red  to 


Save  for  ihal  single  cry,  the  unanswered 

bleat 
Of  a  poor  lamb  —  left  somewhere  to  it  self, 
The  plaintive  spirit  of  the  solitude  t 
He  paused,  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed, 
Tbroughconsciousnessthatsilenceinsuch 

Was  best,  the  most  affecting  eloquence. 
But  soon  his  thoughts  returned  upon  them- 


"  Ah !    if  the  heart,  too  confidently 

Perchance  too  lightly  occupied,  or  lulled 

Too  easily,  despise  or  overlook 

The  vassalage  that  binds  her  to  the  earth. 

Her  sad  dependence  upon  time,  and  all 

The  trqiidations  of  mortality, 

What  place  so  destitute  and  void  —  but 

there 
The  little  flower  her  vanity  shall  check; 
The  trailing  worm  reprove  her  thoughtless 

These  craggy   regions,   these   chaotic 


walk 
In   the  cold  ground;  and  to  the  emmel 

IlerfOTCsighl,  and  intelligence  [hat  makes 
The  tiny  creatures  strong  by  social  league; 
Supports  the  generations,  multiplies 
Theirtribes,till  we l)ebolda  spacious  plain 


tifel 

thought, 
Creatures  that  in  coi 
Less,  as  might  seem,  for  general  guardian- 

Or  through  dependence  upon  mutual  aid, 
Than  by  participation  of  delight 
And  astricl  love  of  fellowship,  combined . 
What  other  spirit  can  it  be  that  prompts 
The  gilded  summer  flies  to  miv  and  weave 
Their  sports  tc^elher  in  the  solar  beam. 
Or  in  the  gloom  of  twilight  hum  their  joy? 
More  obviously  (he  self-same  influence 

The  feathered  kinds;  the  fieldfare's  pen- 
sive flock, 
The  cawing  rooks,  and  sea-mews  from 

Hovering  above  these  inland  solitudes, 
fey  the  rough  wind  unscaltered,  at  whose 

call 
Up  through  the  trenches  of   the   long- 
drawn  vales 
Their  voyage  was  begun ;  nor  is  its  power 
Unfelt  among  the  sedentary  fowl 
That  seek  yon  pool,  and  there  prolong 

In  silent  congress;   or  ti^elher  roused 
Take  flight;   while  with  their  clang  the 

And,  over  all,  in  that  ethereal  vault, 
Is  the  mute  company  of  changeful  clouds; 
Bright  apparition,  suddenly  put  forth, 
The  rainbow  smiling  on  the  faded  storm; 
The  mild  assemblage  of  the  starry  heav- 

And  the  great  sun,  earth's  universal  lord  I 

How  bountiful  is  Nature  I  he  shall  find 
Who  seeks  not;    and   to  him,  who  hath 

Large  measure  shall  be  dealt.  Three  sab- 
bath-days 

Are  scarcely  told,  since,  on  a  service  bent 

Of  mere  humanity,  you  clomb  those 
heights; 

And  what  a  marvellous  and  heavenly  show 


:.bv  Google 


THE  EXCURSION. 


Was   suddenly  levealed !  —  Ihe    swains 

moved  on, 
And  heeded  not;  you  lingered,  you  per. 

ceived 
And  lell,  deeply  35  living  nun  could  ieel. 
There  is  a  luxury  in  selC- dispraise; 
And  inward  self -disparagement  affords 
To  meditative  spleen  a  grateful  teasl. 
Trust   me,   pronouncing   on    your   own 

desert, 
Vou    ju:^   unthankf uUy :    distempeied 

Infect  the  thoughts :  the  languor  of  the 

Depresses  the  soul's  vigor.     Quit  your 

Cleave  not  So  fondly  to  your  moody  cell ; 
Nor  lei  Ihe  hallowed  powers,  that  shed 

Stillness  and  rest,  with  disapproving  eye 
Look  down  upon  your  taper,  through  a 

Of  midnight  hours,  unseasonably  twink- 
ling 
In  this  deep  Hollow,  like  a  sullen  slat  . 
Dimly  reflected  in  a  lonely  pool. 
Takecourage,  and  withdraw  yourself  from 

That  run  not  parallel  to  nature's  course. 

Rise  with   the   lark ',    your  matins  shall 
obtain 

Grace,  be  their  composition  what  it  may, 

If  but  w^th  hers  performed;   climb  once 
again, 
b  every  day,  1 
the  breeie 

Upon  their  tops,  adventurous  as  a  bee 

That  from  your  garden  Ibither  soars,  to 
teed 

On  Dew-blown  heath;  let  yon  command- 
ing rock 

Be  your  frequented  watch-tower;  roll  the 

In  thunder  down  the  mountains;  with  all 

your  might 
Chase  the  wild  goat;  and  i(  the  bold  red 

Fly  to  those  harbors,  driven  by  hound 

and  horn 
Loud  echoing,  add  your  speed  to  the  pur- 


rushed 
Into   my  bosom,   whence    these   words 

broke  lorth: 
"Oh!  what  a  joy  it  were,  in  vigorous 

health. 
To  have  a  body  (this  our  vital  dame 
With  shrinking  sensibility  endued, 
And   all  the  nice  regards  of  flesh  and 

blood) 
And  to  the  elements  surrender  it 
As  if  it  were  a  spirit '.  —  How  divine. 
The  liberty,  for  frail,  for  morlal.  man 
To  roam  at  large  among  unpeopled  glens 
And  mountainous  retirements,  only  trod 
By  devious  footsteps;  regions  consecrate 
To  oldest  lime  !  and,  reckless  of  the  storm 
That  keeps  the  raven  quiet  in  her  nest, 
Be  as  a  presence  or  a  motion  —  one 
Among  the  many  there ;  and  while  the 

Flying,  and  rainy  vapors,  call  out  shapes 
And  phantoms  from  the  crags  and  solid 

As  fast  as  a  musician  scatters  sounds 
Out    of  an  instrument;    and   while    the 

(As  at  a  first  creation  and  in  haste 
To  exercise  their  untried  faculties) 
Descending  from  the  region  of  the  clouds. 
And  starting  from  the  hollows  of  the  earth 
More  multitudinous  every  moment,  lend 
Their  way  before  ihem  —  what  a  joy  to 


Amid    the    deafening   tumult,    scarcely 

By  him  that  utters  it,  exclaim  aloud, 

'  Rage  on  ye  elements  '.  lei  moon  and  stars 

Their  aspects  lend,  and  mii^Ie  in  their 

With  this  commotion  (ruinous  though  it 

be) 
From  day  to  night,  from  night  to  day. 


"Ves,"   said   the   Wanderer,   taking 
from  my  lips 
The  strain  of  transport,  "  whosoe'er  in 
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Has,  through  ambition  of  his  sout,  given 

To   such  desires,  and  grasped  at   such 

delight, 
Shall   feel   congenial  sliiiings  late  and 

long, 
in   Bpile   of  all   ihe  weakness   that  life 

Its  cares  and  sorrows;  he,  (hough  taught 

The  tranquillizing  power  of  lime,  shall 

Wake  sometimes  to  a  noble  restlessness  — 
Loving  the  sports  which  once  he  gloried 


Compa 


hills. 
The  streams   far  distant  of  your   natire 

glen; 
Yet    IS  their    form  and   image  here  ex- 
pressed 
With  brotherly  resemblance.     Turn  yout 

steps 
Wherever  fancy  leads;  by  day,  by  night, 
Are  various  engines  working,  not  the  same 
As   those  with  which  your  soul  in  youth 

But  by  the  great  Artificer  endowed 
With    no    inferior    power.     You  dwell 

You  walk,  you  live,  you  speculate  alone; 
Yet  doth  remembrance,  like  a  sovereign 
princ 


Have  acted,  suffered,  travelled  (ar,  ob- 

Wilh  no  incurious  eye;    and  books   are 

Within  whose  silent  chambers  treasure  lies 
Preserved  from  age  to  ^e;  more  precious 

Than  that  accumulated  store  of  gold 
And  orient  gems,  which,  lor  a  day  of 

The  Sultan  hides  deep  inancestral  tombs. 
These  hoards  of  truth  you  can  unlock  at 


And  n 


will: 


ts  upon  your  skilful  touch, 
Sounds  which  the  wandering  shepherd 
from  these  heights 


Hears,  and  forgets  his  purpose;  —  fur- 
nished thus. 

How  can  you  droop,  if  willing  to  be  up- 
raised? 

A  piteous  lot  it  were  to  See  from  Man  — 
Yet  not  rejoice  in  Nature.     He,  whose 

Are  by  dome^ic  pleasures  uncaressed 
And  unenlivened;  who  exists  whole  years 
Apart  from  bene^ts  received  or  done 
'Mid   the  transactions  of  the   bustling 


Who  n 


ither  hea 


r  feels  a  wish  li 


Of   the  world's  interests  —  such  a  one 

hath  need 
Of  a  quick  fancy,  and  an  active  heart, 
That,  for  (he  day's  consumption,  books 

may  yield 
Food  not  unwholesome;  earth  and   air 

His  morbid  humor,  with  delight  supplied 
Or  solace,  varying  as  the  seasons  change. 
—  Truth  has  her  pleasure-grounds,  her 

haunts  of  ease 
And  easy  contemplation;  gay  parterres. 
And  labyrinthine  walks,  her  sunny  gladet 
And  shady  groves  in  studied  contrast  — 

For  recreation,  leading  into  each  ; 
These  may  he  range,  it  willing  (o  partake 
Their  soft  indulgences,  and  in  due  time 
May  issue  thence,  recruited  for  (be  tasks 
And  course  of  service  Truth  requires  from 

Who   tend   her    altars,   wait   upon   her 

And  guard  her  fortresses.     Who  thinks, 

and  feels, 
And  recogniies  ever  and  anon 
The  breeie  of  nature  stirring  in  his  soul. 
Why  need  such  man  go  desperately  as- 

And   nurse   '  the    dreadful    appetite  of 

death '  ? 
If  tired  with  systems,  each  in  its  degree 
Substantial,   and  all  crumbling  in  their 

Let  him  build  systems  of  his  own,  and 

At   the  fond  work,  demolished  with  a 
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If  unrtligious,  let  him  be  al  once, 
Among  ten  thousand  innocents,  enrolled 
A  pupi]  in  the  many-chambered  school, 
Where     superstition    weaves     hei     airy 


Ufe's 


in  past,  I  stand  o 


verge ; 

And  daily  lose  what  I  desire  to  keep : 
Vet  rather  would  1  instantly  decline 
To  the  traditionary  sympathies 
0(  a  most  rustic  ignorance,  and  take 
A  fearful  apprehension  from  the  owl 
Or  death-walch:  and  as  readily  rejoice, 
li  two  auspicious    magpies  crossed   my 

To  this  would  rather  bend  than  see  and 


Where  knowledge,  ill  b^un  in  cold  re- 
On  outward  things,  with  formal  inference 
Or,  i(  the  mind  (urn  inward,  she  recoils 


At  t 


i    per- 


Lost  in  a  gloom  ol  uninspired  research; 
Meanwhile,  (he  heart  within  (he  heart. 

Where  peace    and  happy    consciousness 

should  dwell, 
On  its  own  aiiis  restlessly  revolving. 
Seeks,  yet  can  nowhere  iind,  the  light  of 

truth. 


late  voice 

Of  God;  and  Angelstohis  sight  appeared 

Crowning  the  glorious  hills  of  paradise; 

Or  through  the  groves  gliding  like  morn- 
ing mist 

Enkindled  by  the  sun.  He  sate  —  and 
talked 

With  winged  Messengers;  who  daily 
brought 

To  his  small  island  in  the  ethereal  deep 


Tidings  of  joy  and  love,  —  From  those  | 

pure  heights  i 

(Whether  o(  actual  vision,  sensible  I 

To  sight  and  feeling,  or  that  in  (his  sort  I 

Have    condescendingly    been   shadowed  I 

forth 
Communications  spiritually  maintained. 

Fell  Human-kind  —  to  banishmen(  con- 
demned 
That  flowing  years  repealed   not :    and 

And  griel  spread  wide;  bu(  Man  escaped 

the  doom 
Of  destitution;  —sohtude  was  not. 
—  Jehovah  —  shapeless  Power  above  all       ' 

Powers, 
Single  and  one,  (he  omnipresen(  God, 

Or  cloud  ol  darkness,  localized  in  heaven ; 
On  earth,  enshrined  within  the  wandering        . 


Or, 


ark; 


of   Sion,  thundering  "from   his 
on  the  chosen 


Between  the  Cherubi 

Race 
Showered  miracles,  and  ceased  not  to  dis- 

Judgments,  that  tilled  the  land  from  age 

to  age 
With  hope,  and  love,  and  gratitude,  and 

fear; 
And  with  amazement  smote;  —  thereby 

His  scorned,  or  unacknowledged,  sover- 
eignly. 
And  when  the  One,  ineffable  of  name, 
Ol  nature  indivisible,  withdrew 
From  mortal  adoration  or  regard. 
Not  (ben  was  Deity  cngulphed;  nor  Man, 
The  rational  creature,   let(,  to  feel  the 

weight 
Ol   his  own   reason,   without   sense    or 

thought 
Ol  higher  reason  and  a  purer  will, 
To  benefit  and  bless,  through  mightier 

Whether  the  Persian  —  lealous  to  reject 
Altar  and  image,  and  the  inclusive  walls 
And  roofs  of   temples   built  by  human 

To  loftiest  heights  ascending,  from  their 
lops. 
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Wilh  myrlle -wreathed  tiara  gn  hiE 
Presented  sacrifice  to  modn  and  st 
And  to  the  winds  and  mother  elen 
And  the  whole  circle  of  the  heave 


Removed   trom   all   approach   ol   living 

present  to  the  dead;   who,  so  (hey 
deemed, 

LJke  those  celestial  messengers  beheld 
All  accidents,  and  judges  were  ol  all. 


Or,  less  reluctantly  to  bonds  of  sense 
Yielding  his  soul,  the  Babylonian  framed 
For  influence  nndefined  a  personal  shape; 
And,  from  the  plain,  with  toil  immense, 

upreared 
Tower  eight  times  planted  on  the  lop  of 

That  Belus,  nightly  to  his  splendid  couch 
IDescending,  there  might  rest;  upon  that 

Pure  and  serene,  diffused  — to  overlook 
Winding  Euphrates,  and  the  city  vast 
Of  his  devoted  worshippers,  far -stretched, 
Wilh  grove  and   field  and  garden  inter- 

Theitlown,  and  food ful  region  for  support 
Against  the  pressure  ol  beleaguering  war. 

Chaldean  Shepherds,  ranging  trackless 
fields. 
Beneath  the  concave  of  unclouded  skies 
Spread  like  a  sea,  in  boundless  solitude. 
Looked  on  the  polar  star,  as  on  a  guide 
And  guardian  of  Iheir  course,  that  never 

His  steadfast  eye.     The  planetary  Five 
With  a  submissive  reverence  they  beheld; 
Watched,  from  the  centre  of  their  sleep- 
ing flocks, 
Those  radiant  Mercuries,  that  seemed  to 

Carrying    through    elher,   in    perpetual 

Decrees  and  resolutions  of  the  Gods; 
And,  by  their  aspects,  signifying  works 
Of  dim  futurity,  to  Man  revealed. 
—  The  imaginative  faculty  was  lord 
Of  observations  natural;  and,  thus 
Led  on,  those  shepherds  made  report  of 

In  set  rotation  passing  to  and  fro. 
Between  the  orbs  of  our  apparent  sphere 
And  its  invisible  counterpart,  adorned 
With    answering    constellations,    under 
earth. 


God, 

Promptly  received,  as  prodigally  brought. 
From  the  siurounding  countries,  at  the 

Of  all  adventurers.    With  unrivalled  skill. 
As  nicest  observation  furnished  hints 
For  studious  fancy,  his  quick  hand  be- 
On  fluent  operations  a  lixed  shape; 
Metal  or  stone,  idolatrously  served. 
And  yet  —  triumphant  o'er  this  pompous 

Of  art,  (his  palpable  array  of  sense. 
On  every  side  encountered;   in  despite 
Of  the  gross  fictions  chanted  in  the  streets 
By  wandering  Rhapsodisls;   and  in  eon- 

Of  doubt  and  bold  denial  hourly  ui^ed 
Amid  the  wrangling  schools  — a  spirit 

Beautiful   region !    o'er  thy   towns   and 

Statues  and  (emples,  and  memorial  (ombsf 
And  emanations  were  perceived;  and  acts 
Of  immortality,  in  Nature's  course, 
Exemplified  by  mysteries,  that  were  felt 
As  bonds,  on  grave  philosopher  imposed 
And  armid  warrior;   and  in  every  grove 
A  gay  or  pensive  tenderness  prevailed. 
When  piety  more  awful  had  relaxed. 
— '  Take,  running  river,  take  these  locks 

of  mine '  — 
Thus  would  (he  Vo(ary  say  —  '  this  sev- 
ered hair, 
'  My  vow  fulfilling,  do  1  here  present, 
■  Thankful  tor  my  belovid  child's  return. 
'  Thy  banks,  Cephisus,  he  again  hath  trod, 
'Thy  murmurs  heard;    antl  drunk   the 

crystal  lymph 
'  With  which  thou  dost  refresh  the  thirsty 
Up, 
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1  these  floweiy 
when  the  hair 


'And,  alt  day  li 

fields  1 ' 
And  doubtless, 

was  shed 

Upon  the  flowing  stream,  a  thought  arose 
Of  Life  continuous,  Beitig  unimpaired; 
That  halh  l>een,  is,  and  where  it  was 

Thete  shall   endure,  —  existence   unex- 

To  ibe  blind  walk  of  mortal  accident; 
From  diminution  safe  and  weakening  age ; 
While  man  grows  old,  and  dwindles,  and 

And  countless  generations  ol  mankind 
Depart ;  and  leave  no  veslige  where  thejr 
(rod. 

Welive  by  Admiration, Hope  and  Love; 

And,  even  as  these  aie  jvell  and  wisely 

fined. 
In  dignity  of  being  we  ascend. 


The    Sceptic    somewhat    haughtily    ex- 
claimed: 
"  Love,  Hope,  and   Admiration,  —  are 

they  not 
Mad  Fancy's  favorite  vassals?    Does  not 

life 
Use  them,  full  oft,  as  pioneers  to  ruin, 
Guides  to  destruction?   [s  it  well  to  trust 
Imagination's  light  when  reason's  fails. 
The  unguarded  taper  where  the  guarded 

—  Stoop  from  those  heights,  and  soberly 

What  error  is;  and,  of  our  errors,  which 
Doth  most  debase  the  mind;  the  genuine 

Of  power,  where  are  they?     Who  shall 

With  truth,  the  scale  of  intellectual  rank  ?" 

"  Methinks,"  persuaavely  the  Sage  le- 

"That  lor  this  arduous  otlice  you  possess 
Some  rare  advantages.     Your  early  days 
A  grateful  recollection  must  supply 
Of  much  exalted  good  by  Heaven  vouch- 


safed 
To  dignify  the  humblest   • 


-Your 


alon 

By  their  condition  taught.  Can  understand 
The  wisdom  oi  the  prayer  that  daily  asks 
For  daily  bread.    A  consciousness  is  yours 
How  feelingly  religion  may  be  learned 
In     smoky     cabins,     from     a    mother's 

tongue  — 
Heard  where  the  dwelling  vibrates  to  the 

din 
Oi   the    contiguous    torrent,    gathering 

At  every  moment  —  and,  with  strength. 

Of  fury;  or,  while  snow  is  at  the  door. 
Assaulting  and  defending,  and  the  wind, 
A  sightless  laborer,  whistles  at  his  work — 
Fearful;  but  resignation  tempers  tear. 
And  piety  is  sweet  to  infant  minds. 
—  The  Shepherd-lad,   that  in  the  sun- 
On  the  green  turf,  a  dial  —  to  divide 
The  silent  hours;  and  who  to  that  report 
Can  portion  out  his  pleasures,  and  adapt. 
Throughout  a  long  and  lonely  summer's 

His  round  of  pastraal  duties,  is  not  left 
With  less  intelligence  for  moral  things 
Of  gravest  import.  Early  he  perceives, 
Within  himselt,  a  measure  and  a  rule. 
Which  to  the  sun  of  truth  he  can  apply. 
That  shines   for  him,  and  shines  for  all 

mankind. 
Experience  daily  fixing  his  regards 
On  nature's  wants,  he  knows  how  few 

they  are. 
And  where  they  lie,  how  answered  and 

appeased. 
This  knowledge  ample  recompense  affords 
For  manifold  privations;  he  refers 
His  notions  to  this  standard;  on  this  rock 
Rest    his   desires;    and   hence,  in   after 

life. 
Soul -strengthening  patience,  and  sublime 

Imagination  —  not  permitted  here 

To  waste  her  powers,  as  in  the  worldling's 

On  fickle  pleasures,  and  superfluous  cares, 
And  trivial  ostentation  —  is  left  free 
And  puissant  to  range  the  solemn  walks 
0'  time  and  nature,  girded  by  a  zone 
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That,   while   it   binds,   iov^orates   and 

supports. 
Acknowledge,  then,  Cbal  whether  by  the 


Ot  his  poor  hut,  or  oi 

Ot  in  the  cultured  Held,  a  Man  so  bred 

(_Take  Irom  him  what  you  will  upon  the 

Of  ignotance  or  illusion)  lives  and  breathes 
For  noble  purposes  of  mind:  his  heart 
Beats  to  the  heroic  song  of  ancient  days; 
His  eye  distinguishes,  his  soul  creates. 
And  those  illusions,  which  excite  the  scorn 
Or  move  the  pity  of  unthinkii^  minds, 
Are  (hey  not  mainly  outward  ministers 
Of  inwardconsdence?  with  whose  service 

charged 
They  came  and  go,  appeared  and  disap' 

Diverting  evil  purposes,  remorse 
Awakening,  chastening  an   intemperate 

griel. 
Or  pride  ol  heart  abating:  and,  whene'er 
For  less  important  ends  those  phantoms 

Who  would  forbid  them,  if  their  presence 

On   ihinly-peopled  mountains  and  wild 

Filling  a  space,  else  vacant  —  lo  exalt 
The   (orms   of  Nature,  and  enlarge  ber 
powers? 


Once  more  to  distant  ages  of  the  world 
Let  usrevert,  and  place  beforeour  thoughts 
The  face  which  rural  solitude  might  wear 
To  the  unenlightened  swains   of  pagan 

—  In  that  fair  clime,  the  lonely  herdsman, 

stretched 
On  the  soft  grass  through  half  a  summer's 

With  music  lulled  his  indolent  repose: 
And,  in  some  fit  of  weariness,  if  he, 
When  his  own  breath  was  silent,  chanced 

A  distant  strain,  farsweeter  than  (he  sounds 
Which  his  poor  skill  could  make,  his  fancy 

fetched, 
Even  from  the  blazing  chariot  of  (he  sun, 
A  beardless  Youth,  who  touched  a  golden 

lu[e, 


And  tilled  the  illumined  groves  with  ravish- 

The  nightly  hunter,  liKing  a  bright  eye 
Up  towards  (he  crescent  moon,  with  grate- 
ful heart 
Called  on  the  lovely  wanderer  who  be- 
stowed 
That  limely  light ,  to  share  his  joyous  sport : 
And  hence,  a  beaming  Goddess  with  her 

Nymphs, 
Across  the  lawn  and  through  the  dark- 


ipanied  with  tuneful  notes 
By  echo  multiplied  from  rock  or  cave. 
Swept  In  the  storm  of  chase;  as  moon  and 

Glance  rapidly  along  the  clouded  heaven. 
When  winds  are   blowing  strong.     The 

traveller  slaked 
His  thirst  from  rill  or  gushing  fount,  and 

thanked 
The  Naiad.     Sunbeams,  upon  dis(an(  hills 
Gliding  apace,  with  shadows  in  their  (rain. 
Might,  with  small    help  from  fancy,  be 

transformed 
Into  fleet  Oreads  sporting  visibly. 
The  Zephyrs  fanning,  as  they  passed,  their 

wings, 
Lacked  not,  for  love,  (air  objects  whom 

they  wooed 
With  gentle  whisper.     Withered  boughs 

grotesque. 
Stripped  of  their  leaves  and  twigs  by  hoary 

age. 
From  depth  of  shaggy  covert  peeping  forth 
In  the  low  vale,  or  on  steep  mountain  side; 
And,  sometimes,  intermixed  with  slirring 

0(   the   live  deer,  or   goat's  depending 

ThesewerethelurkingSatyrs,a  wild  brood 
Of  gamesome  Deities;  or  Pan  himself, 
The    simple     shepherd's    awe-inspiring 
Godl" 

The   strain  was  aptly  chosen;   and  1 
could  mark 
I(s  kindly  Influence,  o'er  (be  yielding  brow 
Ot  our  Companion,  gradually  diffused; 
While,  lisfening,  be  had  paced  (he  noise- 
Like  one  whose  untirecl  ear  a  murmuring 
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Detains;  but  tempted  now  lo  interpose, 
He  wilh  a  smile  exclaiined;  — 

"  'T  is  well  yqu  speak 
At  a  safe  distance  from  our  native  land, 
And  from  the  mansions  where  our  youth 

was  laughl. 
The  true  descendants  of  those  godly  men 
Who  swept  from  Scotland,  in  a  Hame  of 

Shiine,  altar,  image,  and  the  massy  piles 
That  harbored  ihem,  —  the  souls  retain- 

The  churlish  features  of  that  after-race 
Who  fled  to  woods,  caverns,  and  jutting 

In  deadly  scorn  of  superstitious  rites, 
Or  what  (heir  scruples  construed  lo  be 

How,  think  you,  would  they  tolerate  this 

Of  fine  propensities,  that  tends,  if  ui^ed 
Far  as  il  might  be  urged,  to  sow  alreah 
The  weeds  of  Rotnish  phanla^,  in  vain 
Uprooted;  would  re-consecrate  our  wells 
To  good  Saint  Fillan  and  (o  fair  Saint 

Anne; 
And  from  long  banishment  recall  Saint 

Giles, 
To  watch  again  wilh  tutelary  love 
O'er    stately   Edinborough   throned   on 

A  blessed  restoration,  lo  behold 

The  patron,  on  the  shouidersof  his  priests. 

Once  more  parading  through  her  crowded 


This  answer    followed.  —  "  You  have 
turned  my  thoughts 
Upon  our  brave  Progenitors,  who  rose 
Against  idolatry  with  warlike  mind. 
And  shrunk  from  vain  observances,  to  lurk 
In  woods, anddwell  under  impending  locks 
Ill-sheltered,   and  oft  wanting  fire  and 

Why  ?  —  for  this  very  reason  that  they  fell. 
And  did  acknowledge,  wberesoe'er  they 
moved. 

But  still  a  high  dependence,  a  divine 


Bounty  and  government,  that  filled  their 

With  joy,  and  gratitude,  and  feai,  and 

love; 
And  (torn  theii  fervent  lips  drew  hymns 

of  praise. 
That  through  the  desert  rang.     Though 

favored  less. 
Far  less,  than  these,  yet  such,  in  their 

Were  those  bewildered  Pagans  of  old  lime. 
Beyond  their  own  poor  natures  and  above 
ITiey  looked;  wete  humbly  ihanklul  for 

the  good 
Which  the  warm  sun  solicited,  and  earth 
Bestowed;   were  gladsome,  —  and   their 


Theyfortifiedwithteverence  for  the  Gods; 
And  ihey  had  hopes  that  overstepped  the 

Now,  shall  our  great  Discoverers,"  he 
exclaimed. 
Raising  his  voice  triumphantly,  "  obtain 
From  sense  and  reason,  less  than  these 

Though  iar  misled  ?    Shall  men  for  whom 

Unbafflcd  powers  of  vision  hath  prepared. 
To  explore  the  world  without  and  world 

within. 
Be  joyless  as  the  blind?  Ambitious  spirits— 
Whom  earth,  at  this  late  season,  hath 

produced 
To  regulate  the  moving  spheres,  and  weigh 
The  planets  in  the  hollow  of  their  hand; 
And  ihey  who  rather  dive  than  soar,  whose 

Have  solved  the  elements,  or  analyzed 
The  thinking  principle  —  shall  they  in  fact 
Prove  a  degraded  liace?  and  what  avails 
Renown,  if  their  presumption  make  them 

Oh !   there  is  laughter  at  their  work  in 

Inquire  of  ancient  Wisdom;  go,  demand 
Of  mighty  Nature,  if  'I  was  ever  meant 
That  we  should  pry  far  ofl  yet  be  unraised ; 
That  we  should  pore,  and  dwindle  as  we 

Viewing  all  objects  unremittingly 
In  disconnection  dead  and  spiritless; 
And  still  dividing,  and  dividing  sUll, 
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Break  down  all  grandeur,  slill  unsalislied 
Wilh  the  perverse  attempt,  while  littleness 
May  yet  become  more  little;  wagii^  thus 
An  impious  warfare  with  the  very  life 
Of  our  own  souls  ! 

And  if  indeed  there  be 
An  all-pervading  Spirit,  upon  whom 
Our  dark  toundations  rest,  could  he  design 
That  this  magnificent  effect  of  power, 
The  earth  we  tread,  the  sky  that  we  behold 
By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  night 

Thai  these  — and  that  superior  mystery 
Our  vital  frame,  so  fearfully  devised, 
And  the  diead   soul  within  it  — should 


0(  arrt^ance,  unknown  Wanderer  as  I  am. 
If,  having  walked  with  Nature  threescore 

And  offered,  far  as  frailty  would  allow. 
My  heart  a  daily  sacrifice  to  Truth, 
I  now  affirm  of  Nature  and  of  Truth, 
Whom  I  have  served,  that  their  DlviNITV 
Revolts,  offended  at  the  ways  ot  men 
Swayed  by  such  motives,  to  such  ends 

employed ; 
Philosophers,  who,  though  the  human  soul 
Be  ot  a  thousand  faculties  composed, 
And  twice  ten  thousand  interests,  do  yet 

This  soul,  and  the  transcendent  universe. 
No  more  than  as  a  mirror  that  reflects 
To  proud  Self-love  her  own  intelligence; 
Thai  one,  poor,  finite  object,  in  the  abyss 
Of  infinite  Being,  twinkling  restlessly  1 

Nor  higher  place  can  be  assigned  to  him 
And  his  compeers— -the  laughing  Sage  ot 

Crowned  was  he,  if  my  memory  do  not  err, 
With  laurel  planted  upon  hoary  hairs, 
In  sign  of  conquest  by  his  wit  achieved 
And  benefits  his  wisdom  had  conferred; 
His  stooping  body  tottered  with  wreaths 

of  flowers 
Opprest,  far  less  becoming  ornaments 
Than  Spring  oft  twines  about  a  moulder- 
ing tree; 
Yet  so  it  pleased  a  fond,  a  vain,  old  Man, 
And  a  most  frivolous  people.     Him  I  mean 


Who  penned,  to  ridicule  confiding  faith, 
This  sorry  Legend;  which  by  chance  we 

Piled  in  a  nook,  through  malice,  as  might 


Among  more  innocent  rubbish."  —  Speak- 
ing thus. 
With  a  brief  notice  when,  and  how,  and 

We  had  espied  the  Ijooli,  he  drew  it  forth ; 
And  courteously,  as  if  the  act  removed. 
At  once,  all  traces  from  the  good  Man's 

heart 
Of  untienign  aversion  or  contempt, 
Restored    it    to    its    owner.     "  (jentle 

Herewith  he  grasped  the  Solitary's  hand, 
"  You  have  known  lighlsand  guides  better 

than  these. 
Ah  t  let  not  aught  amiss  within  dispose 
A  noble  mind  to  practise  on  herself. 
And  tempt  opinion  to  support  the  wrongs 
Of  passion:  whatsoe'er  be  fell  or  (eared. 
From   higher   judgment -seats   tnake    no 

To  lower ;  can  you  question  that  the  soul 
Inherits  an  allegiance,  not  by  choice 
To  be  cast  off,  upon  an  oath  proposed 
By  each  new  upstart  notion?     In  (he  ports 
Of  levity  no  refuge  can  be  found. 
No  shelter,  for  a  spirit  in  distress. 
He,  who  by  wilful  disesleem  of  life 
And  proud  insensibility  to  hope. 
Affronts  the  eye  of  Solitude,  shall  learn 
That  her  mild  nature  can  be  terrible; 
That  neither  she  nor  Silence  lack  the  power 
To  avenge  their  own  insulted  majesty. 


O  blest  seclusion  '.  when  the  mind  admits 
The  law  of  duty;  and  can  therefore  move 
Through  each  vicissitude  of  loss  and  gain. 
Linked  in  entire   complacence  with  her 

When  youth's  presumpluousness  is  mel- 
lowed down, 
And  manhood's  vain  anxiety  dismissed; 
When  wisdom  shows  her  seasonable  fruit. 
Upon  the  boughs  of  sheltering  leisure  hung 
In  sober  plenty;  when  the  spirit  stoops 
To  drink  with  gratitude  the  crystal  stream 
Of  nnreproved  enjoyment;  and  is  pleased 
To  muse,  and  be  saluted  by  the  ur 


:.bv  Cookie 


THE   EXCURSION. 


Of  meek  repentance,  wafting  wall-flower 

From  out  the  crumbling  ruins  o[  (alien 

And  chambers  of  transgression,  now  for- 

O,  calm  contented  days,   and   peaceful 

Who,  when  such  good  can  be  obtained, 

would  sirive 
To  reconcile  his  manhood  to  a  couch 
Soft,  as  may  seem,  but,  under  that  disguise, 
SlufEed  with  the  Ihotny  substance  ot  the 


TTie  vapory  phantoms  o(  hiturity? 

Within  the  soul  a  faculty  abides, 
That  with  interpositions,  which  would  hide 
And  darken,  so  can  deal  thai  they  become 
Contingencies  ot  pomp;  and  serve  to  exalt 
Her  native  brightness.  As  the  ample  moon. 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  a  summer  even 
Rising  behind  a  thick  and  lofty  grove. 
Burns,  like  an  unconsuming  fire  of  light, 
In  the  green  trees;  and,  kindling  on  all 


s  celestial  spirit;   virtue  thus 
Sets  forthand  magnifies  herself;  thus  feeds 
A  calm,  a  beautiful,  and  silent  fire. 
From  the  encumbrances  of  mortal  life. 
From  error,  dtsappoinlmenl  —  nay,  from 

From  palpable  oppressions  of  despair." 

The    Solitary    by    these    words    was 

touched 
With  manifest  emotion,  and  exclaimed; 
"  But  how  begin?  and  whence?  —  '  The 

Mind  is  free  — 
Resolve,'  the  haughty  Moralist  would  say, 
'  This  single  act  is  all  that  we  demand.' 
Alas  t  such  wisdom  bids  a  creature  dy 
Whose  very  sorrow  is,  (hat  time  hath  shorn 
His  natural  wings  I — To  friendship  let 

him  tuti( 


For  succor;  but  perhaps  he  sits  alone 
On  stormy  waters,  tossed  in  a  little  boat 
That  holds  but  hioi,  and  can  contain  no 

Religion  (ells  of  amity  sublime 

Which  no  condition  can  preclude;  of  One 

Who  sees  all  suffering,  comprehends  all 

All   weakness   fathoms,   can  supply  all 

But  is  that  bounty  absolute?  —  His  gifts. 
Are  they  not,  still,  in  some  degree,  re- 
wards 
For  acts  of  service?    Can  his  love  extend 
To   hearts  that   own    not    him?      Will 

showers  of  grace. 
When  in  the  sky  no  promise  may  be  seen. 
Fall  to  refresh  a  parched   and  withered 

land? 
Or  shall  the  groaning  Spirit  cast  her  load 
At  the  Redeemer's  feet?  " 

With  some  impatience  in  his  mien,  he 

Back  to  my  mind  rushed  all  that  had  been 

To  calm  the  Sufferer  when  his  story  closed; 
I  looked  for  counsel  as  unbending  now; 
Bui  a  discriminating  sympathy 
Slooped  to  this  apt  reply:  — 


Do,  in  the  constitution  of  their  souls, 
Difler,  by  mystery  not  to  be  explained; 
And  as  we  fall  by  various  ways,  and  sink 
One    deeper    than     another,    self -con- 
demned. 
Through  manifold  degrees  of  guilt  and 

So  manifold  and  various  are  the  ways 
Of  restoration,  fashioned  to  the  steps 
Of  all  infirmity,  and  lending  all 
To  Ihe  same  point,  attainable  by  all  — 
Peace  in  ourselves,  and  union  with  our 

God. 
For  you,  assuredly,  a  hopeful  road 
Lies  open:  we  have  heard  from  you  a  voice 
At  every  moment  softened  in  its  course 
By  tenderness  of  heart;   have  seen  your 

eye. 
Even  like  an  altar  lit  by  fire  from  heaven, 
Kindle  before  us.  —  Your  discourse  this 

day. 
That,  like  the  fabled  Lethe,  wished  to  flow 
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In   creeping   sadness,  ihrougti  oblivious 

Of  dealh  and  night,  has  caught  at  every 

The  colors  of  the  sun.     Access  tor  you 
l5  yet  preserved  to  principles  of  truth. 
Which  Ihe  imaginative  Will  upholds 
In  seats  of  wisdom,  not  to  be  approached 
By  the  interior  Faculty  that  moulds, 
With  her  minute  and  speculative  pains. 
Opinion,  ever  changing! 

A  curious  child,  who  dwelt  upon  a  tract 
Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  his  eai 
The    convolutions    of   a   smooth-lipped 

shell; 
To  which,  in  silence  hushed,  his  very  soul 
Listened  intensely;   and  his  countenance 

Brightened   with   joy;   tor   from   within 

Murmuring!,  whereby  the  monitor   ex- 

M^terious  union  with  its  native  sea. 
Even  such  a  shell  the  universe  itself 
Is  (o  the  ear  of  Faith;  and  there  are  times, 
I  doubt  not,  when  to  you  it  doth  impart 
Authentic  tidings  of  invisible  things; 
Of  ebb  and  flow,  and  ever -during  power; 
And  central  peace,  subsisting  at  the  heart 
Of  endless  agitation.     Here  you  stand. 
Adore,  and  worship,  when  you  know  it 

Pious    beyond    the    intention    of    your 

thought ; 
Devout  above  Ihe  meaning  of  your  will. 
—  Ves,  you  have  felt,  and  may  not  cease 

(o  feel. 

■n  would  be  indeed  forlorn 


Iff! 


se  conclusions  of  the  r 


jning  power 


Made   the  eye   blind,   and   closed    the 

passages 
Through  which  the  eai  converses  with 

(he  heart. 
Has  not  the  soul,  the  being  of  your  life, 
Received  a  shock  of  awful  consciousness, 
In  some  calm  season,  when  these  lofty 

At  night's  approach  bring  down  the  un- 
clouded sity. 
To  rest  upon  their  circunn ambient  walls; 
A  temple  framing  of  dimensions  vast. 
And  yet  not  too  enormous  for  Che  sound 


Of   human   anthems,  —  choral   song,  or 

burst 
Sublime  of  instrumental  harmony, 
To  glorify  the  Eternal !     What  if  these 
Did  never  break  the  stillness  that  prevails 
Here, — if  the  solemn  nightingale  be  mute. 
And   the  soft  woodlark  here  did  never 

Her  vespers,  —  Nature  fails  not  to  provide 
Impulse  and  utterance.    The  whispering 


Sends    inspiration    from    the    shadowy 

heights, 
And  blind  recessesof  thecaveined  rocks; 
The  little  rills,  and  waters  numberless, 
Inaudible  by  daylight,  blend  their  notes 
With  the  loud  streams:  and  often,  at  the 

hour 
When  issue  forth  Ihe  first  pale  stars,  is 

Within  the  dicuil  of  ihis  fabric  huge. 
One  voice — the  solitary  raven,  flying 
Athwart  (he  concave  of    the  dark  blue 

Unseen,   perchance  above  all  power  o( 

sight  — 
An  iron  knell !  with  echoes  from  alar 
Faint  — and    still    fainter  — as  the   cry, 

with  which 
The  wanderer  accompanies  her  flight 
Throtigh  the  calm  region,  fades  upon  the 


again, 
And  yet  again  recovered  ! 

But  descending 
From  these  imaginative  heights,  that  yield 
Far -stretching  views  into  eternity. 
Acknowledge  that  to  Naliue's  humbler 

Your   cherished  suUenness  is  forced  to 

bend 
Even  here,  where  her  amenities  are  sown 
With  sparing  hand.     Then  trust  yourself 

abroad 
To  range  her  blooming  bowers,  and  spa- 
cious flelds. 
Where  on  the  laborsof  the  happy  throng 
She  smiles,  including  in  her  wide  em- 

Qty,  and   town,  and   tower, — and  sea 
with  ships 
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Sprinliled; — be  our  Companion  while  we 

back 
Her  rivers  populous  with  gliding  life; 
Wliile,  (tee  as  ait,  o'er  printless  sands 

Or  pierce  Ihe  gloom  of  het  majestic  woods; 
Roaming,  oi  testing  under  grateful  shade 
In  peace  and  meditative  cheeifulness; 
Where  living  thingsi  and  thingsinanitnate, 
Do  speak,  a.t  Heaven's  command,  to  eye 

And  speak  to  social  reason's  inner  sense, 
With  inarticulate  language. 

For,  the  Man  — 
Who,  in  this  spirit,  cotnmunes  with  the 


must  feel 

The  joy  of  Ihat  pure  principle  of  love 
So  deeply,  that,  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Less  pure  and  exquisite,  he  cannot  choose 
But  seek  foi  objects  of  a  kindred  love 
In  fellow -natures  and  a  kindred  joy. 
Accordingly  he  by  degrees  perceives 
His  feelings  of  aversion  softened  down; 
A  holy  tenderness  pervade  his  frame. 
His  sanity  of  reason  not  impaired, 
Say  rather,  all  his  thoughts  now  flowing 

From  a  clear  fountain  flowing,  he  looks 

And  seeks  for  good;  and  finds  Ihe  good 

he  seeks: 
Until  abhorrence  and  contempt  are  things 
He  only  knows  byname;  and,  if  he  hear. 
From  other  mouths,  the  language  which 

they  speak. 
He  is  compassionate;  and  has  no  thought. 
No  feeling,  which  can  overcome  his  love. 


And  further;  by  contemplating  these 

In  the  relations  which  they  bear  to  man. 
He  shall  discern,  how,  through  the  vati- 

Which  silently  they  yield,  are  multiplied 
The  spiritual  presences  of  absent  things. 
Trust  me,  thai  for  the  instructed,  time 


When  they  shall  meet  no  object  bul  may 

Some  acceptable  lesson  to  their  minds 
Of  human  sufferings,  or  of  human  joy. 
So  shall  they  learn,  while  all  things  speak 

Their  duties  from  all  forms;  and  general 


The  ability  to  spread  Ihe  blessings  wide 
Of  true  philanthropy.  The  light  of  love 
Not  failing,  perseverance  from  their  steps 
Departing  not,  for  them  shall  be  con- 
firmed 
The  glorioushabit  by  which  sense  is  made 
Subservient  still  to  moral  purposes, 
Auxiliar  to  divine.     That  change  shall 

clothe 
The  naked  spirit,  ceasing  to  deplore 
The  burthen  of  eiistence.     Science  then 
Shall  be  a  precious  visitant;  and  then. 
And  only  then,  be  worthy  ol  her  name : 
For  then  her  heart  shall  kindle;  het  dull 

Dull  and  inanimate,  no  more  shall  hang 
Chained  to  its  object  in-brute  slavery; 
But  taught  with  patient  interest  to  watch 
The  processes  of  things,  and  serve  the 


— -So  build  we  up  the  Being  that  we  are; 
Thus  deeply  drinking-in  the  soul  of  things 
We  shall  be  wise  perforce;   and,  while 

inspired 
By  choice,  and  conscious  that  the  Will  is 


Shall  move  unswerving,  even  as  if  im- 
pelled 
By  strict  necessity,  along  the  path 
Of  order  and  of  good.  Whale'er  we  see. 
Or  feel,  shall  tend  to  quicken  and  refine; 
Shall  fix,  in  calmer  seats  of  moral  strength. 
Earthly   desires ;    and   raise,   lo   loftier 

heights 
Of  divine  love,  our  intellectual  soul." 
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Here  closed  the   Sage  that  eloquent 
harangue, 
Poured  forth  with  fervor  in  continuous 

Such  as,  remote,  'mid  savage  wilderness, 
An  Indian  Chief  discharges  from  his  breast 
Into  the  hearing  of  assembled  tribes, 
In  open  circle  sealed  round,  and  hushed 
As  the  unbreathing  air,  when  not  a  leaf 
Stirs  in  the  mighty  woods.  —  So  did  he 

The  words  he  uttered  shall  not  pass  away 
Dispersed,  like  music  thai  the  wind  lakes 

By  snatches,  and  lets  fall,  to  be  forgotten; 


Of  oi 


whom  time  and  nature  had  made 


Gracing  his  doctrine  with  authority 
WhichTiostile  spirits  silently  allow; 
OI  one  accustomed  lo  desires  that  feed 
On  Iniitage  gathered  from  the  tree  of  life; 
To  hopes  on  knowledge  and  experience 

built; 
Of  one  in  whom  persuasion  and  belief 
Had  ripened  into  failh,  and  laith  become 
A  passionate  intuition;  whence  the  Soul, 
Thoi^h  bound  to  earth  by  ties  of  pity  and 

From  all  injurious  servitude  was  free. 

The  Sun,  l>efore  his  place  oi  rest  were 
reached, 
Had  yet  to  travel  far,  but  unto  us. 
To  us  who  stood  low  in  that  hollow  dell. 
He  had  become  invisible,  —  a  pomp 
Leaving  behind  of  yellow  radiance  spread 
Over  the  mountain  sides,  in  contrast  bold 
With  ample  shadows,  seemingly,  no  less 
Than  those  resplendent  lights,  his  rich  be- 

'  A  dispensation  of  his  evening  power. 
—  Adown  the  path  that  from  the  glen  had 

led 
The  funeral  train,  the  Shepherd  and  his 

Mate 
Were  seen  descending:  —  forth  lo  greet 

Oui  little  Page:  the  rustic  pair  approach ; 
And  in  the  Matron's  countenance  maybe 

Plain  indication  that  (he  words,  which  told 


How  that  neglected  Pensioner  was  sent 
Before  his  time  into  a  quiet  grave, 
Had  done  to  her  humanity  no  wrong: 
But  we  are  kindly  welcomed  —  promptly 

With  ostentatious  zeal.  —  Along  the  door 
Of  ihe  small  Cottage  in  the  lonely  Dell 
Agrateful  couch  was  spread  (or our  repose ; 
Where,  in  the  guise  of  mountaineers,  we 

Stretched  upon  fragrant  heath,  and  lulled 

by  sound 
Oi  iar-oH  torrents  charming  the  still  night. 
And,  totiredlimbs  and  over-busy  thoughts. 
Inviting  sleep  and  soft  forgetfulness. 


Book  Fifth, 
thb  pastor. 


Farewell  to  the  V^le; 


nd  some  account  of  him  — Chureh 
tents  — The  Solitat;  musinii,  and 
jsed — In  the  Churchyard  the  Solitary 
■B  the  thought)  which  had  recently 
igh  his  mind  — Loily  toot  of  the 


RJteoE  Baptisni»ai 


-Genetalcomplunl 


meol  youth— Outo 
tea  —  Appeal  madi 


id  from  his  nwu  observation  of  life  among  thi 
auntains  —  And  for  what  purpose  ^  Pastor  c< 
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"  Farbwell,  deep  Valley,  with  thy  one 

rude  House, 
And  its  small  lot  of  life-supporting  fields, 
And  guardian  rocks  1  —  Farewell,  altrac- 

To  the  still  isflux  of  the  morning  light 
Open,  sod  day's  pure  cheerfulness,  but 

veiled 
From  human  oiiservation,  as  if  yet 
Primeval  forests  wrapped  thee  round  with 

dark 
Impenetrable  shade;  once  more  farewell. 
Majestic  circuit,  beautiful  abyss, 
ByNaturedestined  (romthe  birth  of  IhitJgs 
for  quietness  profound  !  " 

Upon  the  side 
Of  ihal  brown  ridge,  sole  outlet  of  the  vale 
Which    foot    of   baldest   stranger  would 

attempt. 
Lingering  behind  my  comrades,  thus  I 

breathed 
\  parting  trilnite  to  a  spot  that  seemed 
Like  the  fixed  centre  of  a  troubled  world. 
Again  1  halted  with  reverted  eyes; 
>  rhe  chain  ihal  would  not  slacken,  was  at 

Snapt,  —  and,  pursuing  leisurely  my  way. 
How  vain,  thought  I,  is  it  by  change  o( 

To  seek   that  comfort  which   the  mind 


and  tc 


iplalion  ofl  are 
such  tenure  do 
essions,  that  e 


shunned 


.  and  embrace 
Obscurity,  and  undisturbed  repose. 
—  Knowledge,  methinks,   in  these  dis- 

Should  be  allowed  a  privilege  to  have 

Her  anchorites,  like  piety  of  old; 

Men,  who,  from  faction  sacred,  and  un' 

By  war,  might,  [f  so  minded,  turn  asidt 
Unccnsuret^  and  subsist,  a  scattered  few 
Living  to  God  and  nature,  and  content 
With  that. communion.  Consecrated  be 
The  spots  where  such  abide.    But  happiei 


The 


SILll 


further 


hope 


That  meditation  and  research  may  guide 
His  privacy  to  principles  and  powers 
Discovered  or  invented;  or  set  forth. 
Through  his  acquaintance  with  the  ways 

of  truth. 
In  lucid  order;  so  that,  when  his  course 
Is  run,  some  faithful  eulogist  may  say. 
He  sought  not  praise,  and  praise  did  over- 
look 
His  unobtrusive  merit;  but  his  lite, 
Sweet  to  himself,  was  exercised  in  good 
That  shall  survive  his  name  and  memory. 

Acknowledgments  of  gratitude  sincere 
Accompanied    these    musings;     fervent 

thanks 
For  my  own  peaceful  lot  arid  happy  choice ; 
A  choice  thai  from  the  passions  of  the 

world 
Withdrew,  and  fixed  me  in  a  still  retreat; 
Sheltered,  but  not  to  social  duties  lost, 
Secluded,  but  not  buried;  and  with  song 
Cheering  my  days,  and  with  industrious 

thought; 
Withthe  ever-welcome  company  of  books; 
With  virtuous  friendship's  sou  I -sustaining 

And  with  the  bles^ngs  ol  domestic  love. 

Thus  occupied  in  mind  I  paced  along. 
Following  the  rugged  road,  by  sledge  or 

Worn  in  the  moorland,  till  I  overlook 
My  two  Associates,  in  the  morning  sun- 
Halting  together  on  a  rocky  knoll. 
Whence  the  bare  road  descended  rapidly 
To  the  green  meadows  of  another  vale.    . 

Here  did  our  pensive  Host  put  forth 

his  hand 
In  sign  of  farewell.   "  Nay,"  the  old  Man 

said, 
"The  fragrant  air  its  coolness  still  retains; 
The  herds  and  flocks  are  yet  abroad  to  crop 
The  dewy  grass;  you  cannot  leave  ua  now, 
We  must  not  part  at  this  inviting  hour." 
He  yielded,  though  reluctant;  for  his  mind 
Instinctively  disposed  him  to  retire 
To  his  own  covert;  as  a  billow,  heaved 
Upon  the  beach,  rolls  back  into  the  sea. 
—  So  we  descend ;  and  winding  round  a 
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Altain  a  point  that  showed  the  valley  — 

slietcbed 
In  length  befoie  us;  and,  not  distant  lar. 
Upon  3,  risinggrouDd  a  gray  church-lower, 
Whose   battlements   were    screened   by 

tutted  trees. 
And  towards  a.  ciyslal   Mere,  that   lay 

beyond 
Among  sleep  hills  and  woods  embosomed, 

flowed 
A   copious  stream  with   boldly-winding 

Here  traceable,  there  hidden — there  again 
Tosightrestored,  and  glittering  in  the  sun. 
On  the  stream's  bank,  and  everywhere, 

appeared 
Fair  dwellings,  single,  or  in  social  knots; 
Some  scattered   o'er   the   level,   others 

perched 
On  (he  hill  sides,  a  cheerful  quiet  scene. 
Now  in  its  morning  purity  arrayed. 

"As   'mid  some  happy  valley  oi  the 
Alps." 
-Said  I,  "once  happy,  ere  tyrannic  power, 
Wanlonly  breaking  in  upon  the  Swiss, 
Destroyed    their   unoffending   common- 
wealth, 
A  popular  equality  reigns  here. 
Save  for  yon  stalely  House  beneath  whose 

A  rural  lord  might  dwell."  —  "No  feudal 

Or  power"  replied  the  Wanderer,  "to 

thai  House 
Belongs,  but  there  in  his  allotted  Home 
Abides,   from   year   to   year,  a  genuine  ■ 
,  Priest, 

The  shepherd  of  his  flock;  or,  as  a  king 
Is    styled,     when     most     affectionately 

praised, 
The  father  of  his  people.      Such  is  he; 
And  rich  and  poor,  and  young  and  old. 

Under  his  spiritual  sway.    He  hath  vouch- 
safed 
To  me  some  portion  of  a  kind  regard; 
And  something  also  of  his  inner  mind 
Hath  he  imparted  —  but  I  speak  of  him 
As  he  Is  known  to  all. 

The  calm  delights 
Of  unambitious  piety  he  chose, 
And  learning's  solid  dignity  ;  though  born 


Of  knightly  race,  nor  wanting  powerful 

Hither,  in  prime  of  manhood,  he  withdrew 
From  academic  bowers.     He  loved  the 

-he 

The  ancieni  rural  character,  composed 
Of  simple  manners,  feelings  unsupprest 
And  undi^uised,  and  strong  and  serious 

thought 
A  character  reflected  in  himself, 
With  such  embellishment  as  well  beseems 
His  rank  and  sacred  function.     This  deep 

Winds   tar  in  reaches  hidden  from  our 

sight. 
And  one  a  turreted  manorial  hall 
Adorns,  in  which  the  good  Man's  ances- 

Have  dwelt  through  ages,  Patrons  of  this 

Cure. 
To  them,  and  (o  his  own  judicious  pains, 
The    Vicar's    dwelling,    and    the    whole 

domain. 
Owes  that  presiding  aspect  which  might 

Attract  your  notice;   statelier  than  could 


;  been  bestowed,  through  course 
n  unwealthy  mountain  Benefice." 


On. 

This  said,  oft  pausing,  we  pursued  our 

Nor    reached  Ihe  village -churchyard  lill 

the  sun 
Travelling  at  steadier  pace  than  ours,  had 


As  chanced,  the  portals  of  the  sacred 


Pile 


Stood  open;   and  » 

At  such  transition  from  the  fervid  air. 
A  grateful  coolness  fell,  that  seemed  to 

The  heart,  in  concert  with  that  temperate 
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And  natural  reverence  which  the  place  in- 

Not  raised  in  nice  proportions  was  the  pile, 
Bui  lai^e  and  massy;   for  duration  built; 
With  pillars  crowded,  and  the  roof  upheld 
By  naked  rafters  inlricately  ciossed, 
Like  leafless  underboughs,  in  some  thick 

All  withered  by  the  depth  of  shade  above. 
Admonitory  texts  inscribed  the  walls, 
E^ch,  in  its  ornamental  scroll,  enclosed; 
Each  also  crowned  with  wingid  heads  — 

Of  rudely -painted  Cherubim.  The  floor 
Of  nave  and  aisle,  in  unpretending  guise. 
Was  occupied  by  oaken  benches  ranged 
In  seemly  rows;  the  chancel  only  showed 
Some  vain  distinctions,  marks  of  earthly 


:tity 


specia 


But  ill  according.     An  heraldic  shield. 
Varying  its  tincture  with  the  changeful 

light. 
Imbued  the  altar-window;   fixed  aloft 
A  faded  hatchment  hung,  and  one  by  lime 
Yel  undiscolored.      A  capacious  pew 
Of  sculptured  oak  stood  here,  with  drap- 
ery lined; 
And  marble  monuments  were  here  dis- 

Thronging  the  walls;  and  on  the  flooi 
beneath 

Sepulchral  stones  appeared,  with  em- 
blems graven 

And  foot-worn  epitaphs,  and  some 

And  shining  effigies  of  brass  inlaid. 


with 


The  tribute  by  these  various  records 
claimed, 
.  Duly  we  paid,  each  after  each,  and  read 
Thffordinary  chronicle  of  birth, 
Office,  alliance,  and  promotion  — all 
Ending  in  dust;  of  upright  magistrates. 
Grave  doctors  strenuous  for  the  mother- 
church. 
And  ancorrupted  aeiiators,  alike 
To  king  and  people  true.     A  braien  plate. 
Not  easily  deciphered,  told  of  one 
Whose  course  of  earthly  honor  was  begun 


His  royal  state  to  show,  and  prove  his 

strength  | 

In  tournament,  upon  the  fields  of  France. 

Another  tablet  registered  the  death, 

And  praised  the  gallant  bearing,  of  a. 
Knight 

Tried  in  the  sea-lighl$  of  the  second 
Charles. 

Neat  this  brave  Knight  his  Father  lay  en- 
tombed ! 

And,  to  the  silent  language  giving  voice, 

I  read,  —  how  in  his  manhood's  earlier 

He,  'mid  the  afflictions  of  intestine  war 
And  rightful  government  subverted,  found 
One  only  solace  —  that  he  had  espoused 
A  virtuous  Lady  tenderly  beloved 
For  her  benign  perfections;  and  yet  more 
Endeared  to  him,  for  this,  that,  in  her 


rned  with  Heaven's 


Of  wedlock  richly  c 

She  with  a  numerous  issue  filled  his  house. 
Who  throve,  like  plants,  uninjured  by  the 

That  laid  their  country  waste.     No  need 

to  speak 
Of  less  particular  notices  assigned 
To  Youth   or  Maiden  gone  before  their 


In  modest  panegyric. 

"  These  dim  hnes,     > 
What  would  they  tell?"  said  I,  —  but, 

from  the  task 
Of  puzzling  out  that  faded  narraClve, 
With  whisper  soft  my  venerable  Friend 
Called  me;   and,  looking  down  the  dark- 

I  saw  the  Tenant  of  the  lonely  vale 
Standing  apart;    with  curved  arm  reclined 
On  the  baptismal  font;   his  pallid  face 
Upturned,  as  if  hismind  were  rapt,  or  lost 
In    some    abstraction; — gracefully    he 

The  semblance  bearing  of  a  sculptured 
forn^ 


That  leans  upon  i 
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Him  fiam  that  posture  did  the  Sexton 

Who  entered,  humming  carelessly  a  tune, 

Continualion  haply  of  the  notes 

That  had  beguiled  the  woik  iiom  which 

With  spade  and  mattock  o'er  his  shoulder 

To  be  deposited,  (or  future  need, 

tn  theic  appointed  place.     The  pale  Re- 


Of  what  it  holds  could  speak,  and  every 

pave 
Were  as  a  volume,  shut.  ;fel  capable 
Ot  yielding  its  contents  to  eye  and  ear, 
We  should  recoil,  stricken  with  sorrow 

To  see  disclosed,  by  such  dread  proof, 

how  ill 
That  which  is  done  accords  with  what  is 


;   and  straight  we  followed,— 
ermixed; 


A  broad  oak,  stretching  forth  its  leafy  arms 
From  an  adjoining  pasture,  overhung 
Smalt  space  of  thai  green  churchyard  with 

a  light 
And   pleasant   awning.     On   [he    moss- 
grown  wall 
My  ancient  Friend  and  I  together  took 
Our  seats;   and  thus  ihe  Solitary  spake, 
Standing  before  us:  — 

"  Did  you  note  the  mien 
Of  (hat  self-solaced,  easy. hearted  churl, 
Death's   hireling,   who    scoops   out   his 

neighbor's  grave, 
Oi  wraps  an  old  acquaintance  up  in  clay. 
All  unconcerned  as  he  would  bind  a  sheaf, 
Or  plant  a  tree.     And  did  you  hear  his 

I  was  abruptly  summoned  by  the  sound 
From  some  affecting  images  and  thoughts. 
Which  then  were  silent;   but  crave  utter- 


To  this  conclusion,  deviates  from  the  line, 
Or  of  the  end  stops  short,  proposed  to  all 

Mark  the  l>abe 
Not  long  accustomed  to  this  breathing 

world; 
One  that  hath  barely  learned  to  shape  a 

smile. 
Though  yet  irrational  of  soul,  to  grasp 
With  tiny  finger  —  to  let  fall  a  tear; 
And,  as  (he  heavy  cloud  of  tear  dissolves. 
To  stretch  his  limlB,  bemocking,  as  might 

The  outward  functions  of  intelligent  man; 
A  grave  proficient  in  amusive  teals 
Of  puppetry,  that  from  the  lap  declare 
His  expectations,  and  announce  his  claims 
To  that  inheritance  which  millions  rue 
Tbal  they  were  ever  born  to!   In  due  time 
A  day  of  solemn  ceremonial  comes; 
When  they,  who  for  this  Minor  hold  in 

Rights  that  transcend  the  loftiest  heritage 
Of  mere  hunnanity,  present  their  Charge, 
For  this  occasion  daintily  adorned. 
At  (he  baptismal  font.     And  when  the 


Much,"  he  continued,  with   dejected 

look, 
"  Much,  yesterday,  was  said  in  glowing 

phrase. 
Of  our  sublime  dependencies,  and  hopes 
For  future  states  ol  being;   and  the  wings 
Of  speculation,  joyfully  outspread, 
Hovered  above  our  destiny  on  earth; 
But  sloop,  and  place  the  prospect  of  Ihe 


Into  the  second  ark,  Christ's  church,  with 

(rust 
That  he,  from  wrath  redeemed,  therein 

shall  float 
Over  (he  billows  of  this  troublesome  world 
To  the  fair  land  of  everlasting  life. 
Corrupt  affections,  covetous  desires, 

.11  renounced;  high  as  the  thought 


of  n 
Can  carry  virtue. 


is  professed; 
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A  dedication  made,  a  promise  given 
For  due  ptovJsioD  to  control  and  guide. 
And  uniemitting  progress  to  ensure 
In  holiness  and  truth." 

"  Vou  cannot  blame,' 
Her 


Those  services,  whereby  attempt  is  made 
To  lift  the  creature  toward  thai  eminence 
On  which,  now  fallen,  erewhile  in  majesty 
He  stood;  or  if  not  so,  whose  lop  serene 
Al  least  he  feels  't  is  given  him  to  descry; 
Not  without  aspirations,  evermore 
Returning,  and  injunctions  from  within 
Doubt  lo  cast  off  and  weariness;  in  trust 
That  what  the  Soul  perceives,  ilglory  lost, 
May  be,  through  pains  and  persevering 

Recovered;  or,  if  hitherto  unknown, 
Lies  within  reach,  and  one  day  shall  be 

"  I    blame    them    not,"    he    calmly 

The  outward  ritual  and  established  forms 
With  which  communities  of  men  invest 
These  inward  feelings,  and  the  aspiring 

To  which  the  lips  give  public  utterance 
Are  both  a  natural  process;  and  by  me 
Shall  pass  uncensuied;    though  the  issue 

Bri  nging  trom  age  to  ^e  its  own  reproach. 
Incongruous,  impotent,  and  blank. — But, 


oh! 
If  to  be  w 


able. 


o  be  wretched  — 


As  the  lost  Angel  by  a  human  voice 
Hath  mournfully  pronounced,    then,   in 

my  mind. 
Far  better  not  to  move  at  all  than  move 
By     impulse     sent     from     such    illusive 

power,— 
That  finds  and  cannot  fasten  down;   that 


And  then  betrays;  accuses  and  inflicts 


Remorseless  punishment;  and  so  retreads 
The  inevitable  circle:   better  far 
Than  this,  lo  graze  the  herb  in  thought- 
less peace, 
By   foresight    or   remembrance,    undis- 
turbed I 

Philosophy  I   and  thou  more  vaunted 

Religion  !  with  thy  slateliei  retinue, 
Faith,   Hope,   and   Charity  —  from  the 

visible  world 
Choose  for  your  emblems  whatsoe'er  ye 


The  cross  itself,  at  whose  unconscious  feet 
The  generations  of  mankind  have  knelt 
Ruefully  seized,  and  shedding  billet  tears. 
And  through  that  conflict  seeking  rest  — 

High-titled  Powers,  am  I  cotisliained  to 

Here  standing,  with  the  unvoyageable  sky 
In  faint  reflection  of  infinitude 
Stretched  overhead,  and  at  my  pensive 

A  subterraneous  m^azine  oi  bones. 

In  whose  dark  vaults  my  own  shall  soon 

be  laid. 
Where  are  your  triumphs?  your  dominion 

where? 
And  in  what  age  admitted  and  confirmed? 


Who,  with  obedience  willing  and  sincere. 
To  your  serene  authorities  conform; 
But  whom.  I  ask,  of  individual  Souls, 
Have     ye    withdrawn     Irom    passion's 

crooked  ways, 
Inspired,  and  thoroughly  fortified?— If 

the  heart 
Could  be  inspected  to  its  inmost  folds 
By   sight   undazzled  with   the   glare  of 

Whoshall  benamed  —  in  the  resplendent 

Of  sages,  martyrs,  confessors — -the  man 
Whom  the  best  might  of  faith,  wherever 

For  one  day's  little  compass,  has  preserved 
From  painful  and  discreditable  shocks 
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Of  contradiclion,  from  some  vague  deate 
Culpably  cherished,  or  cortupl  lelapse 
To  some  unsanctioned  feat?  " 

"If  Ihisbeso, 
And  Man,"  said  I,  "be  in  his  noblest 

Thus  pitiably  infirm;  tben,  he  who  made, 
And  who  shall  )udge  the  creature,  wilt 

forgive. 
—  Yet,  in  its  general  tenor,  your  com- 

pWnt 
Is  all  loo  true;  and  surely  not  misplaced : 
For,  Irom  this  pi^nant  spot  of  ground, 

such  thoughts 
Rise  to  the  notice  of  a  serious  mind 
By  natural  exhalation.     With  the  dead 
In  theii  repose,  the  living  in  their  mirth. 
Who   can  reflect,  unmoved,   upon   the 

Of  smooth  and  solemnized  complacencies. 
By  which,  on  Christian  lands,  from  age  to 

Earth  is 


age 
Profession  mocks  perfor 


veary.  of  the  hollow  words 
Which  States  and  Kingdoms  ultet  when 

they  talk 
Ol  Ituth  and  justice.     Turn  to  private  life 
And    social   neighborhood;    look   we  to 

A  light  of  duty  shines  on  every  day 
For  all;  and  yel  how  few  are  warmed 

or  cheered ! 
How  tew  who  mingle  with  their  fellow- 

And    SI  ill    remain     self -governed,    and 

apart. 
Like  this  our  honored  Friend;  and  thence 


"  Yel,"  with  a  smile  of  triumph  thus 

The  Solitary,  "  in  the  life  of  man. 
If  lo  the  poetry  o(  common  speech 
Faith  may  be  given,  we  see  as  in  a  glass 
A  true  reflection  of  the  circling  year, 
With  all  its  seasons.     Grant  that  Spring 

In  spite  of  many  a  rough  untoward  blast, 
Hopeful  and  promising  with  buds  and 
flowers; 


Yet   where   is   glowing  Summer's  long 

rich  day. 
That  m^^^to  follow  faithfully  expressed? 
And    mellow    Autumn,    charged    with 

bounteous  fruit. 
Where  is  she  imaged?  in  what  favored 

Her  lavish  pomp,  and  ripe  magnificence? 
—  Yet,  while  the  better  part  is  missed, 

Ihe  worse 
In  man's  autumnal  season  is  set  forth 
With  a  resemblance  not  to  be  denied, 
And  that  contents  him;  bowers  that  hear 

The  voice  ol  gladness,  less  and  less  supply 
Ol  outward  sunshine  and  inlernalwarmth; 
And,  with  this  change,  sharp  air  and  (ail- 
ing leaves. 
Foretelling  aged  Winter's  desolate  sway. 


To  give  assurance  of  content  within; 
Embosomed  happiness,  and  placid  love; 
As  if  the  sunshine  of  the  day  were  met 
With  answering  brightness  in  the  hearts 

of  all 
Who   walk    this    favored  ground.       But 

chance-regards, 
lotice  forced  upon  incurious  ears; 
These,  if  these  only,  acting  in  despite 
Of  the   encomiums   by  my  Friend  pro- 

On  humble  life,  forbid  the  judging  mind 
To  trust  the  smiling  aspect  of  this  fair 
And  noiseless  commonwealth.     The  sim- 


Of 


(by   . 


self    r 


mptatioi 


and  by  c( 


Of  a  good  shepherd  tended  as  themselves 
Do  tend    their   flocks)   partake    man's 

general  lot 
With  little  mitigation.    They  escape, 
Perchance,   the  heavier  woes  of  guilt; 

feel  not 
The  tedium  of  fantastic  idleness: 
Yet  life,  as  with  the  multitude,  with  them 
Is  fashioned  like  an  ill -constructed  tale; 
That  on  Ihe  outset  wastes  its  gay  desires, 
Its  fair  adventures,  its  enlivening  hopes. 
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And  pleasant  intetesls — for  th 

leaving 
Old  things    repeated    with    dii 

grace; 
And  all  the  luborfd  novelties  at 
Impertect    substitutes,   whose   i 


THE  EXCURSION. 


While  in  this  serious  mood  we  held 
discourse, 

The  leverend  Pastor  toward  the  church- 
yard gale 

Approached ;  and,  with  a  mild  respectful 


On  generations,  without  prc^ess  made? 
Halls  the  individual,  ere   his   hajis   be 

gray. 
Perforce?    Are  v/e  a  creature  in  whom 

Preponderates,  or  evil?    Dqlh  the  will 
Acknowledge  reason's  law?      A  living 

tue,  or  no  better  than  a  name. 
Fleeting  as  health  or  beauty,  and  un- 
3und? 


Was  he  received,  and   mutual  joy  pre- 

Awhile  they  stood  in  conference,  and  I 

guess 
That  he,  who  now  upon  the  mossy  wall 
Sate  by  my  side,  had  vanished,  if  a  wish 
Could  have  transferred  him  to  the  flying 

Or  the  least  penetrable  hiding-place 
In  his  own  valley's  rocky  guardianship. 
—  For  me,  I  looked  upon  (he  pair,  well 

pleased : 
Nature  had  framed  them  both,  and  both 


arked 

Of  contrast  and  resemblance.  To  an  oak 
Hardy  and  grand,  a  wealhei-tieaten  oak. 
Fresh  in  the  strength  and  majesty  of  age. 
One  might  be  likened;   flourishing  ap- 

Though  somewhat  past  the  fulness  of  his 

The  other  —  like  a  stately  sycamore. 
That  spreads,  in  gentle  pomp,  its  honied 

A  general  greeting  was  exchanged;  and 

The  Pastotlearned  that  his  approach  had 

given 
A  welcome  interruption  to  discourse 


ruth  t< 


"Is 


A  child  of  hope?     Do  generations  press 


Among  so  many  shadows,  are  the  pains 
And  penalties  of  miserable  life, 
Doomed  to  decay,  and  then  expire   in 

dust! 
—Our  cogitations,   this   way  have  been 

These  are  the  points,"  the  Wanderer  said, 

"on  which 
Our  inquest  turns.  —  Accord,  good  Sir  ! 


"  Our  nature,"  said  the  Priest,  in  mild 

"Angels  may  weigh  and  fathom:   they 

With  undistempered  and  unclouded  spirit. 
The  object  as  it  is;  but,  for  ourselves. 
That  speculative  height  luf  may  not  reach. 
The  good  and  evil  are  our  own;  and  we 
Are  that  which  we  would  contemplate 

Knowledge,  for  us,  is  difhcult  to  gain  — 
Is  difficult  to  gain,  and  hard  to  keep  — 
As  virtue's  seK;  like  virtue  is  beset 
With  snares;   tried,  tempted,  subject  to 

Love,  admiration,  fear,  desire,  and  hate. 
Blind    were  we  without  these:    through 

Are  capable  to  notice  or  discern 

Or  lo  record;  we  judge,  but  cannot  be 

Indifferent   judges.     'Spite  of   proudest 

Reason,  best  reason,  is  to  imperfect  man 
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An  effon  only,  and  a  noble 

A  crown,  an  atUibule  of  sove 

SlilUo  be  couiled— never  t 

—  Look  foith,  or  each 
selt; 

What  sees   he  but  a    crealure    too  per- 
turbed; 

That  is  transported  to  excess ;  that  yearns, 

Regrets,   or  trembles,  wrongly,   or  loo 

Hopes  rashly,  in  di^ust  as  rash  recoils; 
Battens  on  spleen,  or  moulders  in  despair  ? 
Thus  comprehension  fails,  and  Irulh  is 

Thus  darkness  and  delusion  round  our 

Spread,  from  disease,  whose  subtle  injury 

Within  the  very  faculty  of  sight. 

Vet  for  the  general  purposes  of  failh 
In  Providence,  for  solace  and  support, 
We  may  not  doubt  ihat  who  can  best  sub- 


The 


rill  t. 


n  strict liei 


And  act  in  that  obedience,  he  shall  gain 
The  clearest  apprehension  of  (hose  truths, 
Which  unassisted  reason's  utmost  power 
Is  too  infirm  to  reach.  But,  waiving  this. 
And  our  regards  confining  within  bounds 
Oi  less  enalted   consciousness,   through 

The  very  multilude  are  (lee  to  range. 
We  safely  may  affirm  that  human  life 
Is  eithet  fair  and  tempting,  a  soft  scene 
Grateful  to  sight,  refreshing  to  the  soul, 
Or  a  forbidden  tract  of  cheerless  view; 
Even   as  the  same  is  looked  at,  or  ap- 
proached. 
Thus,  when  In  changeful  April  fields  are 

With  new-fallen  snow,  if  from  the  sullen 

Your  walk  conduct  you  hither,  ere  the  sun 
Hath   gained  his  noontide   height,  this 

churchyard,  filled 
With   mounds  transversely  lying  side  by 

From  east  to  west,  before  you  will  appear 
An  unillumined,  blank,  and  dreary  plain. 
With  more  than  winlrycheerlessnessand 


Saddening  the  heart.  Go  forward,  and 
look  back; 

Look,  from  the  quarter  whence  the  lord  of 
light. 

Of  life,  of  love,  and  gladness  doth  dis- 
pense 

His  beams;  which,  unexcluded  in  their 
fall. 

Upon  the  southern  side  of  every  grave 

Have  gently  exercised  a  melting  power; 

/"AiTB  will  a  vernal  prospect  greet  your  eye. 

All  fresh   and  beautiful,  and   green  and 

Hopeful  and  cheerful ;  —  vanished  is  the 
That  overspread  and  chilled  the  sacred 
Vanished  or  hidden;   and  the  whole  do- 
To  some,  too  lightly  minded,  might  ap- 
pear 
A  meadow  carpet  (or  the  dancing  hours. 
—  This  contrast,  not  unsuitable  to  life. 
Is  to  that  other  state  more  apposite. 
Death  and  its  twofold  aspect !  wintry  — 

Cold,  sullen,  blank,  from  hope  and  joy 

shut  out ; 
The  other,    which  the  ray   divine    hath 

Replete   with   vivid   promise,  bright   as 

"  We  see,  then,  as  we  feel,"  the  Wan- 
derer thus 
With  a  complacent  animation  spake, 
"  And  in  your  judgment,  Sirl  the  mind's 

On  evidence  is  not  to  be  ensured 
By  act  of  naked  reason.     Moral  truth 
Is  no  mechanic  structure,  built  by  rule; 
And  which,  once  built,  retains  a  steadfast 

And  undisturbed  proportions;  but  a  thing 
Subject,  you  deem,  to  vital  accidents; 
And,  like  the  water-lily,  lives  and  thrives. 
Whose  root  is  fixed  in  stable  earth,  whose 

Flows  on  the  tossing  waves.     With  joy 


I  re-salute  these  sentiments  confirmed 
By  your  authority.  But  how  acquire 
llie  inward  principle  that  gives  effect 
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To  outward  argument!  the  passive  will 
Meek  lo  admit;  the  active  energy, 
Strong  and  unbounded  lo  embrace,  and 

(iTm 
Tokeep  and  cherish?  how  shall  man  unite 
With  sell- forgetting  tenderness  of  heart 
An  earth-despising  dignity  of  soul? 
Wise  in  that  union,  and  without  it  blind  !" 


"  The  way,"  said  1,  "  to  court,  il  not 

The  ingenious  mind,  apt  to  be  set  aright; 
This,  in  the  lonely  dell  discoursing,  you 
Declared  at  large;  and  by  what  e 


Froru 


■isible  , 


■r  self 


Power  may  be  trained,  and  . 

brought 

Tolhose  who  need  the  gift.  But,  after  all. 
Is  aught  so  certain  as  that  man  is  doomed 
To  breathe  beneath  a  vault  of  ignorance? 
The  natural  roof  of  that  dark  house  in 

which 
His  soul  is  pent!      How  tittle   Can   be 

This  is  the  wise  man's  sigh;  how  lar  we 

This  is  the  good  man's  not  unirequent 

pang! 
And  they  perhaps  err  least,  the  lowly  class  ' 
Whom  a  benign  necessity  compels 
To  follow  reason's  least  ambitious  course ; 
Such  do  1  mean  who,  unperplexed   by 

doubt. 
And  unincited  by  a  wish  lo  look 
Into  high  objects  Eaithei  than  they  may. 
Pace  to  and  fro,  (rom  mom  (ill  eventide. 
The  narrow  avenue  oi  daily  toil 
For  daily  bread." 

"  Yes,"  buoyantly  exclaimed 
The  pale  Recluse  —  "  praise  lo  the  sturdy 

plough, 
And  patient  spade;  praise  to  the  simple 

And  ponderous  loom  —  resounding  while 

it  holds 
Body  and  mind  in  one  captivity; 
And  let  the  light  mechanic  tool  be  hailed 
With   honor;    which,   encasing    by   the 


From  a  too  busy  commerce  with  Ihe  heut  I 
—  Inglorious  implements  of  craft  and  toil. 
Both  ye  that  shape  and  build,  and  ye  that 

By  slow  solicitation,  earth  to  yield 
Her  annual  bounty,  spariiigly  dealt  forth 
With  wise  reluctance;  you  would  I  extol. 
Not  lor  gross  good  alone  which  ye  produce, 
But  for  the  impertinent  and  ceaseless  strife 
Of  proofs  and  reasons  ye  preclude  —  in 

those 
Who  to  your  dull  society  are  born. 
And  with  their   humble  birlhright   rest 


-Would  I  had  n 


•I  renounced  il!" 

A  slight  flush 


Of  moral  anger  previously  had  tinged 
The  old  Man's  cheek;  but,  at  this  closing 

Ofself-reproach,  it  passed  away.  Said  he, 
"  Thatwhichweleelwe  utter;  as  we  think 
So  havewe  argued;  reaping  for  our  pains 
No  viable  recompense.  For  our  relief 
You,"  to  the  Pastor  turning  thus  he  spake, 
"Havekindlyinterposed.  Mayl  entreat 
Your  further  help?  The  mine  of  real  life 
Dig  for  us;  and  present  us,  in  the  shape 
0(  viigin  ore,  that  gold  which  we,  by  pains 
Fruitless  as  those  oi  aeiy  alchemists, 
Seek  from  the  torturing  crucible.     There 

Around  us  a  domain  where  you  have  long 
Watched  both  the  outward  course  and 

Give  us,  for  our  abstractions,  solid  facts; 
For  our  disputes,  plain  pictures.      Say 

He  is  who  cultivates  yon  hanging  lield; 
What  qualities  of  mind  she  bears,  who 


Forn 


n  and  evening  s 


:,  with  her 


To  (hat  green  pasture;  place  before  our 

sight 
TTie  family  who  dwell  within  yor  house 
Fenced  round  with  glittering  laurel;  or  in 

that 
Below,   from   which  the   curling  smoke 
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Vour  instances;  for  they  aie  both   best 

And  by  (tail  man  most  equitably  judged. 
Epitomize  the  life;  pronounce,  you  can, 
Authentic  epitaphs  on  ^ome  of  these 
Who,  from  their  lowly  mansions  hither 

brought. 
Beneath  this  turf  lie  mouldering  aX  our 

feet: 
So,  by  your  records,  may  our  doubts  be 

And  so,  nol  searching  higher  we  may  learn 
Td  prhe  the  brtalk  uie  ifiart  with  human 

kind; 
And  look  upon  the  dust  of  maniuilh  awe.'^ 

The   Priest  replied  —  "An  office  you 

For  which  peculiar  requisites  are  mine; 
Vet  much,  I  feel ,  is  wanting  —  else  the  task 
Would  be  most  grateful.  True  indeed  il  is 
That  they  whom  death  has  hidden  from  our 

sieht 
Are  worthiest  of  Ihe  mind's  regard;  with 

these 
The  future  cannot  contradict  the  past: 
Mortality's  last  enercise  and  proof 
Is  undei^one;  the  transit  made  thai  shows 
The  very  Soul,  revealed  as  she  departs. 
Vet,  on  your  first  suggestion,  will  [  give, 
Ere  we  descend  into  these  silent  vaults. 
One  picture  from  the  living. 

Vou  behold, 
High  on  the  breast  of  yon  dark  mountain, 

dark 


Brush  it  away,  or  cloud  pass 
And  such  it  might  be  deemed  —  a  sleep- 
ing sunbeam; 
But  't  is  a  plot  oi  cultivated  ground. 
Cut  off,  an  island  in  Ihe  dusky  waste; 
And  thai  attractive  brightness  is  its  own. 
The  lofty  site,  by  nature  framed  to  tempt 
Amid  a  wilderness  of  rocks  and  stones 
The  tiller's  hand,  a  hermit  might  have 

For  opportunity  presented,  thence 

Far  forth  to  send  his  wandering  eye  o'er 

land 
And  ocean,  and   look   down   upon  the 


The  habitations,  and  the  ways  of  men, 
Himself  unseen !  But  no  tradition  tells 
That  ever  hermil  dipped  his  maple  dish 
In  the  sweet  spring  that  lurks  'mid  yon 

green  fields; 
And  no  such  visionary  views  belong 
To  those  who  occupy  and  till  the  ground. 
High  on  that  mountain  where  they  long 

have  dwell 
A  wedded  pair  in  childless  solitude. 
A  house  of  stones  collected  on  the  spot. 
By  rude  hands  built,  with  rocky  knolls  in 

Backed  also  by  a  ledge  of  rock ,  whose  crest 
Of  birch-treea  waves  over  the  chimney  top; 
A   rough  abode  —  in  color,  shape,  and 

Such  as  in  unsafe  times  of  border-war 
Might  have  been  wished  for  and  contrived, 

The  eye  of  roving  plunderer  —  for  their 

Sufhces;  and  unshaken  bears  the  assault 
Oi  (heir  most   dreaded  foe,  the   strong 

South-west 
In  anger  blowing  from  the  distant  sea. 
—  Alone  within  her  solitary  hut; 
There,  or  within  the  compass  of  her  fields. 
At  any  moment  may  the  Dame  be  found. 
True  as  the  stock-dove  lo  her  shallow  nest 
And  to  the  grove  that  holds  it.     She  be- 


Not  equal,  but  sufficient  lo  maintain. 
Even  at  the  worst,  a  smooth  stream  of 

content. 
Until  the  eipected  hourat  which  her  Mate 
From  the  far-dlslant   quarry's  vault    re- 

And  by  bis  converse  crowns  a  silent  day 
With  evening  cheerfulness.      In  powers  of 

In  scale  of  culture,  few  among  my  flock 
Hold  lower  rank  than  this  sequestered 

Bui  true  humility  descends  from  heaven; 
And  that  best  gill  of  heaven  hath  fallen 

on  them; 
Abundant  recompense  for  every  want. 
—  Stoop  from  your  height,  ye  proud.and 

coov  [he<;e  \ 


copy  these ! 
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THE   EXCURSION. 


Who,  in  their  noiseless  dwelling-place, 

The  voice  o(  wisdom  whispering  scripture 

For  (he  mind's  government,  or  temper's 

And  recommending  (or  their  mutual  need, 
Forgiveness,  patience,  hope,  and  charity  !" 


"  Much  was  I  pleased,"  the  gray-haired 
Wanderer  said, 
"  When  lo  those  shining  fields  out  notice 

Vou  turned ;   and  yet  more  pleased  have 

from  your  tips 
Gathered  this  fair  report  of  them  who 

dwell 
In   that   retirement;    whither,   by   such 

Of  evil  hap  and  good  as  oft  awaits 

A   tired   way-faring   man,   once   /  was 

brought 
While  traversing  alone  yon  mountain  pass. 
Dark  on  my  road  the  autumnal  evening 

(ell. 
And  night  succeeded  with  unusual  gloom, 
So  hazardous  that  feet  and  hands  became 
Guides  better  than  mine  eyes  —  until  a 

High  in  the  gloom  appeared,  too  high, 

methought, 
For  human  habitation;  but  I  longed 
To  reach  it,  destitute  of  other  hope. 
I  looked  with  steadiness  as  sailors  look 
On  the  north  star,  or  watch-tower's  dis- 
tant lamp, 
And  saw  the   light  —  now  fixed  —  and 

shitting  now  — 
Not  like  a  dancing  meteor,  but  in  line 
Of  never-varying  motion,  lo  and  fro. 
It  is  no  night-fire  of  the  naked  hills, 
Thought  I  —  some  friendly  covert  must 

With  this  persuasion  thitherward  my  steps 
I  turn,  and  reach  at  last  the  guiding  light; 
Toy  to  myself !  but  to  the  heart  of  her 
Who  there  was  standing  on  the  open  hill, 
(The   same   kind    Matron    whom    your 

tongue  hath  praised) 
Alarm  and  disappointment!     The  alarm 
Ceased,  when  she  learned  ihrgugh  what 

mishap  I  came. 


And  by  what  help  had  gained  those  dis- 
tant fields. 
Drawn   from  her  cottage,   on   thai   aery 

Bearing  a  lantern  in  her  hand  she  stood. 
Or  paced  the  ground  —  to  guide  her  Hus- 
band home. 
By  that  unwearied  signal,  kenned  alar; 
An  anxious  duty '.  which  the  lofty  site, 
Traversed  but  by  a  few  irregular  paths. 
Imposes,  whensoe'er  untoward  chance 
Detains  him  alter  his  accustomed  hour 
Till  night  lies  black  upon  the  ground- 
Come,' said  the  Matron,  'to  our  poor 

Those  dark  rocks  hide  it '. '     Entering,  I 

beheld 
A  blaiing  lire  — beside  a  cleanly  hearth 
Sate  down;   and  to  her  oflice,  with  leave 

The  Dame  relumed. 

Or  ere  that  glowing  pile 
01  mountain  turf  required  the  builder's 

hand 
Its  wasted  splendor  to  repair,  the  door 
Opened,  and  she   re-entered  with  glad 

Her   Helpmate   following.      Hospitable 


iversation,  made  the  evening's 


Frank  ci 

Need  a  bewildered  travellerwish  for  more? 
But  more  was  given;  I  studied  as  we  sale 
By  the  bright  fire,  the  good  Man's  form, 

and  lace 
Not  less  than  beautiful;    an  open  brow 
Of  undisturbed  humanity;  a  cheek 
Suffused  with  something  ol  a  feminine 

Eyes  beaming  courtesy  and  mild  regard; 
But,  in  the  quicker  turnsof  the  discourse. 
Expression  slowly  varying,  that  evinced 
A  lardy  apprehension.  From  a  fount 
Lost,  thought  I,  in  (he  obscurities  of  time. 
But  honored  once,  those  features  and  that 


May  have  descended,  thou 


^  Is( 


In  such  a  man,  so  gentle  and  subdued, 
Withal  so  graceful  in  his  gentleness, 
A  race  illustrious  for  heroic  deeds. 
Humbled,  but  not  degraded,  may  expire. 
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THE   PASTOR. 


This  pleasing  lancy  (cheiislied  and  upheld 
By  sundry  recollections  o(  such  (all 
From  high  lo  low,  ascent  from  low  lo  high, 
As  books  record,  and  even  the  careless 

Cannot  but  notice  among  men  and  ihlngs} 
Went  with  me  to  the  place  o(  my  repose. 

Roosed  by  the  crowing  cock  at  dawn 

I  yet  had  risen  too  late  to  interchange 
A  morning  salutation  with  my  Host, 
Gone  forth  already  to  the  fac-ofl  seat 
Of  his  day's  work.     '  Three  dark  mid- 
winter months 
'  Piss,'  said  ihe  Matron  '  and  I  never  see, 
'  Save  when  the  sabbath  brings  its  kind 

release, 
'  My  Helpmate's   face  by  light  of   day. 

'  His  door  in  darkness,  nor  (ill  dusk  re- 

'  And,  through  Heaven's  blessing,  thus 

we  gain  the  bread 
*  For  which  we  pray;   and  for  the  wants 

'  Of  sickness,  accident,  and  helpless  ^e. 
'  Companions  have  1  many;  many  friends, 
'  Dependants,   comforters  —  my   wheel, 

'  All  day  the  house-clock  ticking  in  mine 

'  The  cackling  hen,  the  tender  chicken 

brood. 
'  And  the  wild  birds  that  gather  round 

my  porch. 
'  This  honest  sheep-dog's  countenance  I 

'  With  him  can  talk;    nor  blush  to  waste 

'  On  crealurea  less  intelligent  and  shrewd. 
'  And  if  the  blustering  wind  that  drives 

ihe  clouds 
'  Care  not  lor  me,  he  lingers  round  my 

'  And  makes  me  pastime  when  our  tem- 

■  But,  above  all,  my  thoughts  are  my  sup- 

'My  com  tort !— would  that  they  were 

oftener  fixed 
'On  what,  (or  guidance  in  the  way  thai 


'To  heaven,  I  know,  by  my  Redeen 


o  the 

01  these  privations,  richer  in  the  main  !  — 
While  thankless  thousands  are  opprest 

and  closed 
By  ease  and  leisure;  by  Ibe  very  wealth 
And  pride  ol  opportunity  made  poor; 
While  tens  of  thousands  falter  in  their 

And  sink,  through  utter  want  of  cheering 

light; 
For  you  Ihe  hours  of  labor  do  not  fls^; 
For  you  each  evening  hath  its  shining  star. 
And  every  sabbath -day  its  golden  sun.'  " 

"  Yea  1 "  said  the  Solitary  with  a  smile 
That  seemed  to  break  from  an  expand- 
ing heart, 
"The  untutored  bird  may  found,  and  so 


And  with  such  soft  materials  line,  her  nest 
Fixed  in  the  centre  of  a  prickly  brake. 
That  the  thorns  wound  her  not;  they  only 

Powers  not  unjustly  likened  lo  those  gifts 
Ol  happy  instinct  which  Ihe  woodland  bird 
Shares  with  her  species,  nature's  grace 

>n(er. 


stage 
With  empty  actions  and  vain   passions 

stuffed, 
And  from  the  private  struggles  of  mankind 
Hoping  far  less  than  I  could  wish  to  hope. 
Far  less  than  once  I  trusted  and  believed— 
I  love  to  hear  of  those,  who,  not  contend- 
ing 
Nor  summoned  to  contend   for  virtue's 

prize, 
Miss  not  the  humbler  good  at  which  they 

Blest  with  a  kindly  (acuity  to  blunt 
The  edge  of  adverse  circumstance, and  turn 
Into  their  contraries  the  petty  plagues 
And   hindrances  with  which  Ihey  stand 
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In  early  youlh,  amoDg  my  native  hilh, 
I  knew  a  Scottish  Feasant  who  possessed 
A  few  small  crolls  of  stone -encumbered 

ground; 
Masses  oi  every  shape  and  size,  thai  lay 
Scattered   about    under   the   mouldering 

walla 
OI  a  rough  precipice;   and  some,  apart, 
In  quarters  unobnonious  lo  such  chance. 
As  if  the  moon  had  showered  them  down 

But  he  repined  not.    Though  the  plough 

was  scared 
By  these  obstructions,  '  round  the  shady 

'  A  (edilizing  moisture,'  said  the  Swain, 
'  Gathers,  and  is  preserved ;   and  feeding 

'  And  damps,  thiough  all  the  droughty 

'  From  out  their  substance  issuing,  main' 

'Herbage   that    never    tails;     no   grass 

springs  up 
'  So  green,  so  fresh,  so  plenlilul,  as  mine  ! ' 
Bui  ihinly  sown  these  natures;   rare,  at 

least, 
The  mutual  aptitude  or  seed  and  soil 
That  yields  such  kindly  product.     He, 

whose  bed 
Perhaps  yon  loose  aods  cover,  the  poor 

Pensioner 
Brought  yesterday  from  our  sequestered 

dell 
Here  to  lie  down  in  lasting  quiet,  he. 
If  living  now,  could  otherwise  report 
0(    rustic    loneliness  :    ttiat  gray-haired 

Orphan  — 
So  call  him,  (or  humanity  to  him 
No    parent   was  —  feelingly  could    have 

told. 
In  life,  in  death,  what  solitude  can  breed 
01  selfishness,  and  cruelty,  and  vice; 
Or,  if  it  breed  not,  hath  not  power  to  cure. 
—  Bui  your  compliance.   Sir!   with  oui 

My  words  too  long  have  hindered." 

Undeterred, 
Perhaps  incited  rather,  by  these  shocks, 
In  no  ungracious  opposition,  given 
To  the  confiding  spirit  of  his  own 
Enpeiieneed  faith,  the  reverend  Pastor 


THE   EXCURSION. 


1  Around  him   looking;  "Where  shall   I 

Who  shall  be  first  selected  from  my  flock 
Gathered  tt^efher  in Iheir  peaceful  fold?" 
He  paused  —  and  having  lilted  up  his  eyes 
To  the  pure  heaven,  he  cast  (hem  down 

Upon   the   earth  beneath  his  leet;  and 


Life, 

And  to  the  best  affections  that  proceed 
From  their  conf unction ;  consecrate  to  faith 
In  him  who  bled  for  man  upon  the  cross; 
Hallowed  to  revelation;  and  no  less 
To   reason's  mandates:    and  the    hopes 

Of  pure  imagination;  —  above  all. 
To  charity,  and  love,  that  have  provided. 
Within  these  precincts,  a  capacious  bed 
And  receptacle,  open  to  the  good 
And  evil,  to  the  just  and  the  unjust; 
In  which  they  lind  an  equal  testing-place ; 
Even  as  the  multitude  of  kindred  brooks 
And   streams,  whose    murmur  fills    this 

hollow  vale. 
Whether   their   course   be   turbulent  of 

smooth. 
Their  waters  cleat  oi  sullied,  all  are  lost 
Within  the  bosom  of  yon  crystal  Lake, 
And  end  their  journey  in  the  same  repose  ! 

And  blest  are  they  who  sleep;  and  we 

that  know. 
While  in  a  spot  like  this  we  breathe  and 

walk, 
That  all  beneath  us   by  the  wings   are 

01  motherly  humanity,  outspread 

And    gathering    all   within    their    tender 

Though   loth    and    slow    lo    come  1       A 

battle -lie  Id, 
In  stillness  left  when  slaughter  is  nomore. 
With   this  compared,  makes   a  strange 

spectacle  I 
A  dismal  prospect  yields  the  wild  shore 

With  wrecks,  and  trod  by  leet  ol  young 

and  old 
Wandering  about  in  miserable  search 
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THE  PASTOR. 


Oi  friends  ot  kindred,  whom  the  angry  sea 
Restores  nol  to  their  prayer !     Ah  !  who 

would  think 
That   all   the  scattered   subjects   which 

compose 
Earth's   melancholy  vision  through  the 

Oi  all  het  climes  — these  wretched,  these 

depraved, 
To  virtue  lost,  insensible  oi  peace, 
From  the  delights  ot  charily  cut  off. 
To   pity   dead,   the   oppressor   and   the 

oppresl ; 
Tyrants  who  utter  the  destroying  word, 
And  slaves  who  will  consent  to  lie  de- 
Were  of  one  species  with  the  sheltered 

Who,  withV  dutiful  and  tender  hand. 
Lodged,  in  a  dear  appropriated  spot. 
This   file  of   infants  ;  some   that   never 

brealhed 
The    vital   air ;   others,   which,   though 

allowed 

Or  with  too  brief  a  warning,  to  admit 

Administration  of  the  holy  rite 

That  lovingly  consigns  the  babe  to  the 


lired 


That  ieeda  him ;  and  the  tottering  iitt  le- 
Taken  from  air  and  sunshine  when  the 
0(  infancy  lirst  blooms  upon  his  cheek; 
The   thinking,   thoughtless,  school-boy; 

the  bold  youth 
Of  soul  impetuous,  and  the  bashful  maid 
Smitten  while  all  the  promises  of  liie 
Are  opening  round  her;  those  of  middle 

Cast  down  while  confident   in  strength 

they  stand, 
Like  pillars  fixed  more  litmty,  as  might 

And  more  secure,  by  very  weight  of  all 
Tliat,  ior  support,  rests  on  them;  the  de- 

And  buTthensome;  and  lastly,  that  poor 


The  hopeiul  and  the  hopeless,  first  and 

The  earliest  summoned  and  the  longest 

Are  here  deposited,  with  tribute  paid 
Various,  but  unto  each  some  tribute  paid ; 
Asif,  amid  these  peaceful  hills  and  groves. 
Society  were  touched  with  kind  concern, 
And   gentle   'Nature    grieved,   that   one 

should  die;' ' 
Or,  if  the  change  demanded  no  regret, 
Observed    the     liberating    stroke  —  and 

blessed. 


Not  from  the  naked  Htarl  alone  of  Man 
(Though  claiming  high  distinction  upon 

As  the  sole  spring  and  fountain -head  of 


His  own  peculiar  utterance  for  distress 
Or  gladness)  —  No,"   the    philosophic 

Priest 
IZijntinued,  "  't  is  not  in  the  vital  seat 
Oi  feeling  to  produce  them,  without  aid 
From  the  pure  soul,  the  soul  sublime  and 

pure; 
With  her  two  faculties  of  eye  and  ear, 
The  one  by  which  a  creature,  whom  his 

Have  rendered  pione,  can  upward  look 

to  heaven; 
The  other  that  empowers  him  to  perceive 
The  voice  oi  Deity,  on  height  and  plain, 
Whisperingthose  truths  in  stillness,  which 

the  Word, 
To  the  four  quarters  of  the  winds,  pro- 
claims. 
Not  without  such  assistance  could  the  use 
Of  these  benign  observances  prevail: 
Thus  are  they  born,  thus  fostered,  thus 

And  by  the  care  prospective  of  our  wise 
Forefathers,  who,  to  guard  against  the 

The  fluctuation  and  decay  of  things, 
Embodied    and    established   these   high 
truths 

That  life  is  love  and  immortality. 
The  being  one,  and  one  the  element. 
'  gee  Note. 
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THE   EXCURSION. 


There  lies  (he  channel,  and  original  bed. 
From  the  beginning,  hollowed  oul  and 

For  Man's  affections  —  else  betrayed  and 


And  swallowed  u 


The  faith  partalung  of  those  holy  limes, 
Lite,  I  repeal,  is  enei^y  of  love 
Divine  or  human;  exercised  in  pain, 
In  strife,  and  iribulation;  and  ordained, 
If  so  approved  and  sanctified,  to  pass, 
llirough  shades  and  silenl  rest,  to  end' 
less  joy." 


e   State  and  Church  □ 
-  He  iKgini  his  Narra 


led  tiim  toendhia  days  here  —  Pastor,  ip  answt 

Solitude  upon  two  men  of  oppoutc  pnnciplc 

ThE  rule  by  which  Peace  nay  be  oblaiaed  e 

paweiing  FaBlily  —  AosnEr  of   the  Pastor 
What  lubjeclB  he  will  exclude  from  his  Nan 


Witti  this  instance  oi  a  Marriage  Contr 
is  contiaited  one  of  a  Widower,  evid 
failhfui  aSection  toward!  his  deceasi 
hia  cart  of  [heir  fenialt  Childnm. 


Ha[L  to  the  crown  by  Freedom  shaped 

—  to  gild 
An  English   Sovereign's  brow !  and   to 

the  throne 
Whereon  he  sitsl     Whose  deep  founda- 

In  veneration  and  the  people's  lovej 
Whose  steps  are  equjly,  whose  seal  is  law. 

—  Hail  to  the  State  of  England!     And 

With  this  a  salutation  as  devout. 
Made  to  the  spiritual  fabric  of  her  Church; 
Founded  in  truth;  by  blood  of  Martyrdom 
Cemented ;  by  the  hands  of  Wisdom  reared 
In  beauty  of  holiness,  with  ordered  pomp, 
Decent  and  unteptoved.    The  voice,  that 

greets 
The  majesty  of  both,  shall  pray  tor  both; 
Thai,  mutually  protected  and  sustained. 
They  may  endure  long  as  the  sea  sur- 

This  favored  Land,  or  sunshine  warms 

And  O,  ye  swelling  hills,  and  spacious 
pl.in. 
Besprent  from  shore  to  shore  with  sleeple- 

And  spires  whose  '  silent  finger  points  to 

heaven ; ' ' 
Nor  wanting,  at  wide  intervals,  the  bulk 
Of  ancient  minster  lifted  above  the  cloud 
Of  the  dense  sir,  which  town  or  city  breeds 
To  intercept  the  sun's  glad  beams  —  may 

That  true  succession  fail  of  English  hearts. 
Who,  with  ancestral  feeling,  can  perceive 
What  in  those  holy  structures  ye  possess 
Of  ornamental  interest,  and  the  charm 
Of  pious  sentiment  diffused  afar. 
And  human  charity,  and  social  love. 

—  Thus  nevershall  the  indignities  of  time 
Approach   their  reverend  graces,   unop- 

Nor  shall  the  elements  be  free  to  hurt 
Their  fair  proportions;  nor  the  blinder  rage 
Of  bigot  zeal  madly  to  overturn; 
And,  it  the  desolating  hand  of  war 
Spare  them,  they  shaU  continue  to  bestow 
Upon  the  thronged  abodes  of  busy  men 
(Depraved,  and  ever  prone  to  fill  the  mind 
Exclusively  with  transitory  things) 
1  Sec  How. 
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THE  CHURCHYARD  AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


Of  sweet  dvilLly,  on  rustic  v 

The  Poet,  fostering  lor  hi; 
Such  hope,  entreats  that  s 

abound 
Ot  those  pure  allais  worthy 
Detached  from  pleasure,  toth 
Superior,  insusceptible  o<  pridi 


Shines  with  some  portion  of  that  heavenly 

Which  makes  the  sabbath  lovely  in  the 

sight 
Of  blessM  angels,  pitying  human  cares. 
—  And,  as  on  earth  it  is  the  doom  of  truth 
attacked  by  foes 
le  that  priesthood  still. 
For  her  defence,  replenished  with  a  band 
0(  strenuous  champions,  in  scholastic  arts 
Thoroughly  disciplined;  noi  (if  in  course 
Of  the  revolving  world's  disturbances 
Cause    should    recur,    which    righteous 

To  meet  such  trial)  from  Iheil  spiritual 

Degenerate;  who,  constrained  to  wield 
the  sword 

Of  disputation. shrunk  not, though  assailed 

With  hostile  din,  and  combating  in  sight 

Of  angry  umpires,  partial  and  unjust; 

And  did,  thereafter,  balbe  their  hands  in 
fire, 

So  to  declare  the  conscience  sSlistied; 

Nor  for  their  bodies  would  accept  release; 

But,  blessing  God  and  praising  him,  be- 
queathed 

With  their  last  breath,  from  out  the  smoul- 
dering flame. 

The  faith  which  they  by  diligence  had 

Or,  through  illuminating  grace,  received. 
For  their  dear  countrymen,  and  all  man- 

O  high  example,  constancy  divine  '. 

Even  such  a  Man  (inheriting  the  zeal 
And  from  the  sanctity  of  elder  times 
Not  deviating,^  a  priest,  the  like  of  whom 


If  multipled,  and  in  their  stations  set. 
Would  o'er  the  bosom  of  a  joyful  land 
Spread  truereligionand  her  genuine  fruits) 
Before  me  stood  that  day;  on  holy  ground 
Fraught  with  the  relics  of  moilafily. 
Exalting  tender  themes,  by  just  degrees 
To  lofty  raised;  and  to  the  highest,  last: 

Immortal  lite,  in  never-fading  worlds, 
''or    mortal    creatures,    conquered    and 
secured. 

That  basis  laid,  those  principles  of  faith 
Announced,  as  a  preparatory  act 

:verencedone  to  the  spirit  of  the  place. 
The  Pastor  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  ground ; 

,  as  before,  tike  one  oppressed  with 


"  At   morn   or   eve,   in   your   retired 

domain. 
Perchance   you    not    unfrequenlly   have 

marked 
A  Visitor  —  in  quest  of  herbs  and  flowers; 
Too  delicate  employ,  as  would  appear, 
For  one,  who,  though  of  drooping  mien. 

From  nature's  kindliness  received  a  frame 
Robust  as  ever  rural  labor  bred." 

The  Solitary  answered :  "  Such  a  Form 
Full  well  I  recollect.  We  often  crossed 
Each  other's  path;  but,  as  the  Intruder 

Fondly  to  prize  the  silence  which  he  kept. 
And  I  as  willingly  did  cherish  mine. 
We  met,  and  passed,  like  shadows.     1 

have  heard. 
From  my  good  Host,  that  being  crated  in 


The  Vicar  smiled,— 
"  Alas!  liefore  to-morrow's  sun  goes  down 
His  habitation  will  lie  here:  lor  him 
That  open  grave  is  destined." 
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"  Died  he  ihen 

01  pain  lad  giief  ? "  the  Solitary  asked, 
"  Do  not  believe  il;  never  could  ihatbe!" 

"He  loved,"  the  Vicar  answered, 
"  deeply  loved, 
Loved  londly,  truly,  fervently;  and  dared 
At  length  lo  tell  his  love,  but  sued  in  vain; 
Rejected,  yea  repelled;  and,  ifwithscoin 
Upon  the  haughty  maiden's  brow,  'I  iii  but 
A  high-prized  plume  which  female  Beauty 

In  wantonness  of  conquest,  or  puts  on 
Tocheat  the  world,  or  from  herself  lo  hide 
Humiliation,  when  no  longer  free. 
7"4a/ he  could  brook,  and  glory  in;— but 

The  tidings  came  that  she  whom  he  had 

Was  wedded  to  another,  and  his  bean 
Was  forced  to  rend  away  its  only  hope; 
Then,  Pity  could  have  scarcely  lound  on 

An  object  worthier  of  regard  than  he, 
In  (he  transition  of  that  bitter  hourl 
Lost  was  she,  lost ;  nor  could  the  Sul!erer 


That  in  the  act  of  preference  he  had  been 
Unjustly  dealt  with;  but  the  Maid  was 

gone! 
Had   vanished   from  his  prospects   and 

Not  by  iranslalion  lo  the  heavenly  choir 
Who  have  put  oH  their  mortal  spoils  —  ah 

She  lives  another's  wishes  to  complete,— 
'Joy  be  their  lot,  and  happiness,'  he  cried, 
'  Hislot  and  hers,  as  misery  must  be  mine  !' 


Such  was  thai  strong  concussion;  but 
the  Man, 
Whotremblcd,  trunk  and  limbs,  likesome 

By  a  fierce  tempest  shaken,  soon  resumed 
The  steadfast  quiet  natural  lo  a  mind 
Of  composilian  gentle  and  sedate, 
And,  in  its  movements,  circumspect  and 

To  books,  and  to  the  long-foisaken  desk. 
O'er  which  enchained  by  science  he  had 

To  bend,  he  stoutly  re-addressed  himself, 


Resolved  lo  quell  his  pain,  and  search  for 

truth 
With  keener  appetite  (if  that  might  be) 
And  clraer  industry.     Of  what  ensued 
Within  the  heart  no  out  ward  sign  appeared 
Till  a  betraying  sickliness  was  seen 
To  tinge  hischeek;  and  through  his  frame 

With  slow  mutation  unconcealable; 
Such  universal  change  as  autumn  makes 
In  the  lair  body  of  a  leafy  grove. 
Discolored,  then  divested. 

'T  is  affirmed 
By  poets  skilled  in  nature's  secret  ways 
That  Love'will  not  submit  to  be  controlled 
By  mastery :  —  and  the  good  Man  lacked 

Who  strove  to  instil  this  truth  into  his 

A  mind  in  all  heart-mysteries  unversed. 
Goto  the  hills, 'said  one,  'remit  awhile 
This  baneful  diligence ;  —  at  early  morn 
Court  the  fresh  au,  explore  the  heaths 

and  woods; 
And,  leaving  it  to  others  to  foretell. 
By  calculations  sage,  the  ebb  and  flow 
Ot  tides,  and  when  the  moon  will  be 

eclipsed. 
Do  you.  for  your  own  benefit,  construct 
A  calendar  of  Howeis,  plucked  as  they 

'  Where  health  abides,  and  cheerfulness, 

and  peace.' 
The  attempt  was  made;  —  'I  is  needless 

to  report 
How  hopelessly ;  but  innocence  is  strong. 
And  an  entire  simplicity  ot  mind 
A  thing  most  sacred  in  the  eye  of  Heaven; 
That  opens,  for  such  sufferers,  relief 
Within  the  soul,  iounlains  of  grace  divine; 
And  doth  commend  their  weakness  and 

To  Nature's  care,  assisted  in  her  office 
By  all  the  elements  that  round  her  wait 
To  generate,  to  preserve,  and  to  restore; 
And  by  her  beautiful  array  of  forms 
Shedding  sweet  influence  from   above; 

or  pure 
Delight  exhaling  from  the  ground  they 

tread." 
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The  Wanderer,   "I   infer   ihal   he  v 

By    peiseverance    in    the    course    p 
sciibed." 


:;  (he  powers,  thai  had 


Byslowdcgreea,  were  gradually  regained; 
The    flu  tiering    nerves    composed;    the 

beating  heart 
In    [est    established;    and    the    jarring 

thoughts 
To   harmony  restored.  —  But  yon   dark 

mould 
Will  cover  him,  in  the  fulness  of   his 

Hastily  smitten  by  a  lever's  force; 
Vet  not  with  stroke  so  sudden  as  refused 
Time  to  look  back  with  tenderness  on  her 
Whom  he  had  loved  in  passion;  and  to 

Some    farewell    words  —  with    one,    but 

That,  from  his  dying  hand,  she  would 

Of   his  possessions  thai  which  most  he 

A  book,  upon  whose  leaves  some  chosen 

pl.n», 
By  his  own  hand  disposed  with  nicest  care. 
In  undecaying  beauty  were  preserved; 
Mute  register,  lo  him,  of  time  and  place. 
And  various  fluctuations  in  the  bieasi; 
To  her,  a  monument  of  faithful  love 
Conquered,  and  in  tranquillity  retained  1 

Qose  to  hb  destined  habitation,  lies 
One  who  achieved  a  humbler  victory. 
Though  marvellous  in  its  kind.     A  place 

there  is 
High  in  theke  mountains,  that  allured  a 

Of  keen  adventurers  (o  unite  their  pains 
In  search  of  precious  ore:   they  tried, 

were  foiled  — 
And  all  desisted,  all,  save  him  alone. 
He,   taking  counsel   of    his  own  clear 

thoughts. 
And  trusting  only  to  his  own  weak  hands, 
Urged  unremittingly  the  slub(Kirn  work, 
Unseconded,  uncounlenanccd;    then,  as 


Passed  on,  while  still  his  lonely  efforts 

No  recompense,  derided;   and  at  length, 
By  many  pitied,  as  insane  of  mind; 
By  others  dreaded  as  the  luckless  thrall 
Of  subterranean  Spirits  feeding  hope 
By  various  mockery  of  sight  and  sound; 
Hope  after  hope,  encouraged   and   de- 

—  But   when   the   lord  of  seasons  had 

matured 
The  fruits  of  earth  through  space  of  twice 

ten  years. 
The   mountain's   entrails  offered  to  his 

And  trembling  grasp  the   long-deferred 

reward. 
Not  with  more  transport  did  Columbus 

greet 
A  world,  his  rich  discovery!     But   our 

Swain, 
A  very  hero  till  his  point  was  gained. 
Proved  all  unable  to  support  the  weight 
Of  prosperous  fortune.     On  the  fields  he 

With  an  unsettled  liberty  of  thought. 
Wishes  and  endless  schemes;  by  daylight 

walked 
Giddy  and  restless;   ever  and  anon 
Quaffed  in  his  gratitude  immoderate  cups; 
And  truly  might  be  said  to  die  of  joy ! 
He  vanished;  but  conspicuous  lo  this  day 
The  path  remains  that  linked  his  cottage- 

To  the  mine's  mouth;  a  long  and  slant- 
ing track. 
Upon  the  rugged  mountain's  stony  side. 
Worn  by  his  daily  visits  to  and  from 
The  darksome  centre  of  a  constant  hope. 
This  vesti^,  neither  force  of  beating  rain, 
Nor  the  viciasitudes  of  frost  and  thaw 
Shall  cause  to  lade,  till  ages  pass  away; 
And  it  is  named,  in  memory  of  the  event, 
The  Path  of  Persbverance." 

"Thou  from  whom 
Man    has  his  strength,"  exclaimed    the 

Wanderer,  "oh  ! 
Do  thou  direct  it !     To  the  virtuous  grant 
The  penetrative  eye  which  can  perceive 
In  this  bhnd  world  the  guiding  vein  of 

That,   [ike  this  Laborer,  such  may  dig 
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"That  prayer  were  nol  supeifluous," 

said  (he  Priest, 
"Amid  the  noblest  relics,' proudest  dust, 
That  Westminster,   (or  Britain's   glory, 

holds 
Within  the  bosom  of  her  awful  pile, 
Ambitiously  collected.     Yet  the  sigh, 
'    Which  wafts  that  prayer  to  heaven,  is  due 

to  all. 
Wherever  laid,  who  living  fell  below 
Thei r  virtue' s  humbler  mark ;  a  sigh  of  ;W IB 
If  to  the  opposite  extreme  they  sank. 
How  would  you  pity  her  who  yonder 

Him,  farther  off;  the  pair,  who  here  are 

laid; 
But,  above  all,  that  mixture  of   earth's 

mould 
Whom  sight  ot  (his  green  hillock  to  my 

mind 
Recalls  I 

//f  lived  not  till  his  locks  were  nipped 
By  seasonable  frost  of  sge;   nor  died 
Before  his  temples,  prematurely  forced 
To  mix  the  manly  brown  with  silver  gray. 
Gave  obvious  instance  of  the  sad  effect 
Produced,  when  thoughtless  Folly  hath 

The  natural  crown  that  sage  Experience 


Or  could  perform;  a  zealous  actor,  hired 
Into  the  troop  of  mirth,  a  soldier,  sworn 
Into  the  lists  ol  giddy  enterprise  — 
Such  was  he;  yet,  as  it  withir)  his  frame 
Two  several  souls  alternately  had  lodged. 
Two  sets  of   manners   could  the  Youth 

And,  fraught  with  antics  as  Che  Indian  bird 
That  writhes  and  chatters  in  her  wiry  cage. 
Was    graceful,    when    it    pleased   him, 

smooth  and  still 
As  the  mute  swan  that  floats  adown  the 

Or,  on  the  waters  of  the  iinrutBed  lake. 
Anchors  her  placid  beauty.  Not  a  leaf. 
That  flutters  on  the  bough,  lighter  than  he : 
And  not  a  flower.  Chat  droops  in  the  green 


More  winningly  reserved  !  If  ye  inquire 
How  such  consummate  elegance  was  bred 
Amid  these  wilds,  this  answer  may  suffice; 
'T  was    Nature's  willi    who  sometimes 

undertakes. 
For  the  reproof  ot  human  vanity, 
Art  to  outstrip  in  her  peculiar  walk. 
Hence,  for  this   Favorite  —  lavishly  en- 
dowed 
With  personal  gills,  and  bright  instinctive 

While   both,   embellishing    each   other. 

Yet  farther  recommended  by  the  charm 
Of  fine  demeanor,  and  by  dance  and  song. 
And  skill  in  letters  —  every  fancy  shaped 
Fair  expectations;    nor,   when   to    the 

world's 
Capacious  field  forth  went  the  Adven- 

Werehe  and  his  attainments  overlooked. 
Or  scantily  rewarded;  but  all  hopes. 
Cherished  for  him,  he  suffered  to  depart. 
Like    blighted    buds;     or    clouds    thai 

mimicked  land 
Before  the  sailor's  eye;  or  diamond  drops 
Thai  sparkling  decked  the  morning  grass; 

That  was  attractive,  and  hath  ceased  to 


Yet,  when  this  Prodigal  returned,  the 

Of  joyful  greeting  were  on  him  bestowed, 
Who,  by  humiliation  undeterred. 
Sought  for  his  weariness  a  place  of  rest 
Within    his    Father's  gates.  —  Whence 

came  he?  — clothed 
In  latteredgarb,  from  hovels  where  abides 
Necessity,  the  stationary  host 
Of  vagrant  poverty;    from  rifted  batns 
Where  no  one  dwells  but  the  wi'de-stating 


And   the  o 


i   prey;    fn 
which 


I   thes< 


He  had  descended  from  the  proud  saloon, 
He  came,  the  ghost    of    beauty  and   of 

The  wreck  of  gayety!  But  soon  revived 
In  strength,  in  fwwer  refitted,  he  renewed 
His  suit  to  Fortune;  and  she  smiled  agnln 
Upon  a  fickle  Ingrate.     Thrice  he. rose. 
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Thrice  sank  as  willingly.    For  he  —  whose 

Weie  used  to  thiill  with  pleasure,  while 

Soitly  accompatiied  the  lunetul  harp, 
By  the  nice  finger  of  fair  ladies  touched 
In  glittering  halls  —  was  ahle  to  derive 
No  less  enjoyment  from  an  abject  choice. 
Who  happier  for  the  moment  —  who  mote 

bliihe 
Than  this  fallen  Spirit?  in  those  dreary 

holds 
His  talents  lending  to  exalt  the  (leaks 
Of    merry-malting   beggars,  — nor   pro- 

To  laughter  multiplied  in  louder  peals 
By  his  malicious  wit;  then,  all  enchained 
With  mule  astonishment,  themselves  to 

In  theit  own  arts  outdone,   theii    fame 

eclipsed, 
As  by  the  very  presence  of  the  Fiend 
Who  dictates  and  inspires  illusive  feats. 
For  knavish  purposes!     The  city,  too, 
(With  shame  I  speak  it)  to  her  guilty 

bowers 
Allured  him,  sunk  so  low  in  self-respect 
As  there  to  linger,  there  to  eat  his  bread. 
Hired  minstrel  of  voluptuous  blandish- 

Charming  the  air  with  skill  of  hand  or 

Listen  who  would,  be  wrought  upon  who 

Sincerely  wretched  hearts,  or  falsely  gay. 
—  Such  the  too  frequent  lenoi  of  his  traast 
In  ears  that  relished  the  report;  — but  all 
Was  from  his  Parents  happily  concealed ; 
Who  saw  enough  for  blame  and  pitying 

They  also  were  permitted  to  receive 
His  last,   repentant    breath;   and  closed 

No  more  to  open  on  that  irksome  world 
Where  he  had  long  existed  in  the  slate 
Of   a  young  fowl  beneath   one   mother 

hatched. 
Though  from  another  sprung,  differeril  in 

Where  he  had  lived,  and  could  not  cease 


And  yet  in  both  rejoicing;   man  unblesl; 

Of  contradictions  infinite  the  slave, 

Till  his  deliverance,  when  Mercy  made 


"  'T  is  strange,"  observed  the  Solitary, 
"  strange 
It  seems,  and  scarcely  less  than  pitiful. 
That  in  a  land  where  charity  provides 
For  all  that  can  no  longer  (eed  themselves, 
A  man  like  this  should  choose  to  bring  his 

To  the  parental  door ;  and  with  his  sighs 
Infect  the  air  which  he  had  freely  breathed 
In  happy  infancy.  He  could  not  pine. 
Through  lack  oi  ci 


Abundant  exercise  for  thought  and  speech. 
In  his  dividual  being,  self -reviewed, 
Self-catechised,     self-punished.  —  Some 

there  are 
Who,  drawing  near  their  final  home,  and 

And  daily  longing  that  the  same  were 

Would  rather  shun  than  seek  the  fellow. 

OI  kindred  mould.  —  Such  haply  here  are 
laid  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  the  Priest,  "the  Genius 


Whose 


5,  by  thesi 


tupendous  barriers 


Round  his  domain,  desirous  iiot  alone 
To  keep  his  own,  but  also  to  exclude 
All  other  prt^eny  —  doth  sometimes  lure. 
Even  by  his  studied  depth  oi  privacy, 
Tlie  unhappy  alien  hoping  to  obtain 
Concealment,  or  seduced  by  wish  to  iind, 
In  place  from  outward  molestation  tree. 
Helps  to  internal  ease.     Of  many  such 
Could  I  discourse;   but  as  theii  stay  was 

briei. 
So  their  departure  only  left  behind 
Fancies,   and  loose  conjectures.     Other 


Meeting  as  strangers,  i 
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Whoseblue  roofs  ornamentadislBnt  reach 
Ol  this   far-winding  vale,  remained   as 

Tine   lo  their   choice;    and  gave  their 

To  this  loved  cemetery,  here  to  lodge 
With  unescutcheoned  privacy  interred 
Far  from  the  family  vault. —  A  Chieftain 

By  right  o(  birth;  within  whose  spotless 

The  fire  of  ancient  Caledonia  burned: 
He,  with  the  foremost  whose  impatience 

The  Stuarl,  landing  lo  resume,  by  force 
Of  arms,  the  crown  which  bigotry  had 

lost, 
Aroused  his  clan;  and,  lighting  al  Iheir 

With  his  brave  sword  endeavored  to  pre- 


Heflediandwhenihelenient  hand  of  time 
Those  troubles  had  appeased,  he  sought 

and  gained, 
For  his  obscured  condition,  an  obscure 
Retreat,   within   this   nook   of    English 

ground. 

The  other,  born  in  Britain's  southern 

tract. 

Had  fixed  his  milder  loyalty,  and  placed 

His  gentler  sentiments  of  love  and  hate. 

There,  where  they  placed  them  who  in 

The  new  succession,  as  a  line  of  kings 
Whose  oath  had  virtue  to  protect  the  land 
Against  the  dire  assaults  of  papacy 
And  arbitrary  rule.      But  launch  thy  bark 
On  the  distempered  Hood  of  public  life. 
And  cause  for  nnst  rare  triumph  will  be 

thine 
If,  spite  of  keenest  eye  and  steadiest  hand. 
The    stream,    that    bears    thee    forward. 

Or  late,  a  perilous  master.     He  —  who 

oft, 
Beneath  the  battlements  and  stately  trees 
Thatroundhismansioncast  a  sober  gloom, 
Had  moralized  on  this,  and  other  Irulhs 
Of  kindred  import,  pleased  and  satisfied  — 


When  he  had  crushed  a  plentiful  estate 

In  Britain's  senate.     Fruitless  was   the 

And  while  the  uproar  of  that  desperate 

strife 
Continued  yet  to  vibrate  on  his  ear. 
The  vanquished  Whig,  under 


'ed 


(  For  the  mere  sound  and  echo  of  his  own 
Haunted  him  with  sensations  of  di^usl 
That  he  was  glad  to  lose)  slunk  from  the 

world 
To  the  deep  shade  of  those  unlravelled 

Wilds; 
In  which  the  Scottish  Laird  had  long  pos- 

An  undisturbed  abode.     Here,  then,  they 

Two  doughty  champions;   flaming  Jacob- 

And    sullen    Hanoverian  1     You    might 

think 
That  losses  and  vexations,  less  severe 
Than  those  which  they  had  severally  sus- 

Would  have  inclinedeach  to  abate  his  zeal 
For  his  ungrateful  cause;  no,  —  I  have 

My  reverend  Father  tell  that,  'mid  the 

Of    that  small  town  encountering  thus, 

they  filled, 
Daily,  its  bowling-green   with  harmless 

Piqued  with  uncharitable  thoughts  the 

And  vexed  the  maiket'place.     Bui  in  the 

breasts 
Of     these     opponents     gradually    was 


By  choice  were  spent  in  constant  fellow- 
And  if,  at  times,  they  fretted  with  the 
Those  very  bickerings  made  them  love  it 
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A  (avorite  boundsrytolheir  lengthened 

Tliis    Churchyard   was.     And,   whelhei 

they  had  come 
Treading   (heir   path  in    sympathy  and 

linked 
In  social  converse,  or  by  some  short  space 
Discreetly  parted  to  preserve  the  peace, 
One   spirit  seldom   failed   lo  extend  its 

Over  both  minds,  when  they  awhile  had 

marked 
The  visible  quiet  of  this  holy  ground. 
And  bteathed  its  soothing  air :  —  the  spirit 

And  saintly  m^nanimity;  that  —  spurn- 
ing 
The  field  of  selfish  difference  and  dispute, 
And  every  care  which  transitory  things, 
Earth   and  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth. 

Doth,  by  a  rapture  of  forgetful ness. 
Preclude  fo^iveness,  from  the  praise  de- 

Which  else  the  Christian  virtue   might 
have  claimed. 


There 


■e  who  yet  remember  here  t^ 


Their  courtly  figures,  seated  on  the  stump 
Of  an  old  yew,  their  favorite  resting. place. 
But  as  the  remnant  of  the  long-lived  tree 
Was  disappearing  by  a  swift  decay, 
They,  with  joint  care,  determined  lo  erect. 
Upon  its  site,  a  dial,  that  might  stand 
For  public  use  preserved,  and  thus  survive 
As  (heir  own  private  monument:  for  this 
Was  the  particular  spot,  in  which  they 

wislied  • 

(And  Heaven  was  pleased  to  accomplish 

'        the  desire) 
ThM,  undivided,  their  remains  should  lie. 
Soi  where  the  mouldered  tree  had  stood, 

yo|i  structure,  framing,  with  the  ascent 

\      of  steps 
Thalt  to  the  decorated  pillar  lead. 
Awkrk  of  art  more  sumptuous  than  might 


Tos,' 


uit  this  place;   yet  built  in  no  proud 


Around  the  margin  of  the  plate,  whereon 
The   shadow  falls  to  note  the  stealthy 

Winds  an  inscriptive  legend."  —  At  these 

Thither  we  turned;   and  gathered,  as  we 

The  appropriate  sense,  in  Latin  numbers 

couched: 
"  Time  fiies  ;  it  is  his  metanckoly  task. 
To  iriMg,  ami  bear  away,  delusive  hopes. 
And  re-produee  the  ironies  he  destroys. 
Bui,  while  his  Mindnesi  thus  is  ocenpied. 
Discerning  Mortal !  dclheu  serve  Ike  will 
Of  Time's  eternal  Master,  and  that  peace, 
IVhich  Ike  -world  wants,  shall  be  for  thee 

"  Smooth  verse,  inspired  by  no  unlet- 
tered Muse," 
Exclaimed  the  Sceptic,  "  and  the  strain  of 

thought 
Accords  with  nature's   language;  — the 

soft  voice 
Of  yon  white  torrent  falling  down  the  rocks 
Speaks,  less  distinctly,  to  the  same  effect. 
If,  then,  their  blended  influence  be  not  lost 
Upon  our  hearts,  not  wholly  lost,  I  grant, 
Even  upon  mine,  the  more  are  we  required 
To  feel  lor  those  among  our  fellow-men, 
Who,  offering  no  obeisance  to  the  world. 
Are  yet  made  desperate  by  '  too  quick  a 


Their  life's  appointed  prison;   not  more 

Than  sentinels,  between  two  armies,  set. 
With  nothing  better,  in  the  chill  night  air. 
Than  their  own  thoughts  to  comfort  them. 

Say  why 
That  ancient  story  of  Prometheus  chained 
To  the  bare  rock,  on  frozen  Caucasus; 
The  vulture,  (he  inexhaustible  repast 
Drawn  from  his  vitals?     Say  what  meant 

the  woes 
By  Tantalus  entailed  upon  his  race. 
And  the   dark   sorrows   of  the  line  of 

Thebes? 
l^lclions  in  form,  but  in  their  substance 

truths, 
Tremendous  truths  '.  familiar  to  the  men 
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Fca  lobeswilh  regal  purple  tinged;  con- 

The  crook  mlo  a  sceptre;  give  the  pomp 
Of   circumslance ;    tad   here  the   tragic 

Shall  find  apl  sul^ects  for  her  highest  art. 
Amid  the  groves,  under  the  shadowy  hills, 
The  generations  are  prepared;  ihe  pangs. 
The  internal  pangs,  are  ready;   the  dread 

Of  poor  humanity's  afflicted  will 
Struggling  in  vain  with  ruthless  destiny." 


"Though,"  said  the  Priest  in  ans 
"these  be  terms 
Which  a  divine  philosophy  rejects, 
We,  whose  established  and  unfailing 
Is  in  controlling  Providence,  admit 
That,  through  all  stations,  human 

abounds 
With  mysteries:  —for.  if  Faith 


Iried, 


left 


How  could  the  might,  that  lurks  within 

het,  then 
Be   shown?    her  glorious   excellence  — 

that  ranks 
Among  the  first  of  Powers  and  Virtues  — 

Our  system  is  not  fashioned  to  preclude 
That  sympathy  which  you  for  others  ask; 
And  I  could  lell,  not  travelling  for  my 

Beyond  these  humble  graves,  of  grievous 

And  sltange  disasters;  but  I  pass  them  by, 
Loth  to  disturb  what  Heaven  hath  hushed 

—  Still  less,  far  less,  am  I  inclined  to  treat 
Of  Man  degraded  in  his  Maker's  sight 
By  the  deformities  of  brutish  vice : 
For,  in  such  portraits,  (hough  a  vulgar  lace 
And  a  coarse  outside  of  repulsive  life 

Be  recognired  by  all  "  —  "  Ah  1  do  not 

The  Wanderer  somewhat  eagerly  ex- 
claimed, 

"Wish  could  be  ours  that  you,  for  sucb 
poor  gain. 


(Gain  shall  I  call  it?  — gain  of  what?  — 

for  whom?) 
Should  breathe  a  word  tending  to  violate 
Your  own   pure  spirit.     Not  a  step  we 

look  for 
In  slight  of  that  forbearance  and  reserve 
Which   common   human-heartedness  in- 
spire: 


"Tiue,"  said  the  Solitary,  "  be  it  far 
From  us  lo  infringe  the  laws  of  charity. 
Let   judgment   here   in   mercy   be   pro- 
nounced ; 
This,    self-respecting    Nature   prompts, 

and  this 
Wisdom  enjoins;  but  if  the  thing  we  seek 
Be  genuine  knowledge,  bear  we  then  in 

How,  from  his  lofty  throne,  the  sun  can 

fling 
Colors  as  bright  on  exhalations  bred 
By  weedy  pool  or  pestilential  swamp. 
As  by  the  rivulet  sparkling  where  it  runs. 
Or  the  pellucid  lake." 

"Small  risk,"  said  I, 
"Of  such  illusion  do  we  here  incur; 
Temptation  here  is  none  to  exceed  the 

truth; 
No  evidence  appears  that  they  who  rest 
Within   this  ground,   were   covetous  of 

Or  o(  remembrance  even,  deserved  or  not. 
Green  is  the  Churchyard,  beautiful  and 


From  inlerruplion*of  sepulchral  st 
And  mantled  o'er  with  aboriginal  turn 
And   everlasting  flowers.    These  ~  ' 


ral  record,  and  the  silent  h 
Depositories  faithful  and  ir 
TTian  fondest  epitaph;   for,  if  (hose  fail 
What  boots  the  sculptured  tomb?     Aflr 

who  can  blame. 
Who  rather  would  n. 


This 


utual    confiden 
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And  general  humility  in  dealh? 

Nor  should  I  much  condemn  it,  ii  it  spring 

From   disregard    ot     time's   destructive 

As  only  capable  to  prey  on  things 

Of  earth,  and  human  nature's  moTtal  part- 


Yet - 


simple  districts,  where 


Though  with  the  silence  pleased  thai  here 

prevails, 
Among  those  fait  recitals  also  range. 
Soothed  by  the  natural  spirit  which  they 

Iweathe. 
And,  in  the  centre  of  a  world  whose  soil 
Is  rank  with  alt  unkindness,  compassed 

With  such  memorials,  I  havt 

It  wa 

Toh^ 


'e  one  Enclosure  where  the  i 

that  speaks 
In  envy  or  detraction  is  not  heard; 
Which  malice  may  not  enter:  when 


Of  evil  inclinations  are  unknown; 
Where  love  and  pity  tenderly  unite 
With  resignation;  and  no  jarring  tone 
Intrudes,  the  peaceful  concert  to  disturb 
Of  amity  ajid  gratitnde." 

"Thus  sanctioned," 
The  Pastor  said,  "  I  willingly  confine 
My  narratives  to  subjects  thai  excite 
Feelings  with  these  accordant;    love,  es- 

And  admiration;  lifting  up  a  veil, 
A  sunbeam  introducing  among  hearts 
Retired  and  covert ;  so  that  ye  shall  have 
Oear  images  before  your  gladdened  eyes 
Of  nature's  unambitious  underwood. 
And  flowers  that  prosper  in  the  shade. 

And  when 
I  speak  of  such  among  my  flock  as  swerved 
Or  fell,  those  only  shall  be  singled  out 


Upon  whose  lapse,  or  error,  something 
Than  brotherly  forgiveness  may  attend; 
Better  my  tongue  u 


Wholly  unlraced  a  more  forbidding  way. 
For,  strength  to  persevere  and  to  support, 
And  energy  (o  conquer  and  repel  — 
These  elements  of  virtue,  that  declare 
Thenalivegrandeuiot  the  humansoul  — 
Are  oft-times  not  unprolitably  shown 
In  the  perverseness  of  a  selfish  course: 
Truth  every  day  exemplified,  no  less 
In  the  gray  cottage   by  the   murmuring 

Than    in    fantastic    conqueror's    roving 

Ot  'mid  the  factious  senate,  unappalled 
Whoe'er    may    sink,    or    rise  —  to    sink 

again, 
As  merciless  proscription  ebbs  and  flows. 

There."  said  (he  Vicar,  pointing  as  he 

"  A  woman  rests  in  peace;  surpassed  by 

In  power  of  mind,  and  eloquent  discourse. 
Tall  was  her  stature;  her  complexion  dark 
And  saturnine;  her  head  not  raised  to  hold 
Converse  with  heaven,  nor  yet  depresi  to- 
wards earth. 
But  in  projection  carried,  as  she  walked 
Forever  musing.  Sunken  were  her  eyes; 
Wrinkled   and    furrowed  with   habitual 

thought 
Was  her  broad  forehead;  like  the  brow  of 

Whose  visual  nerve  shrinks  from  a  pain- 
ful glare 

Of  overpowering  light.  —  While  yet  a 
child. 

She,  'mid  the  humble  flowereU  of  the 
vale. 

Towered  like  the  imperial  thistle,  not 
unfurnished 

With  its  appropriate  grace,  yet  rather 
seeking 

To  be  admired,  than  coveted  and  loved. 

Even  al  (hat  age  she  ruled,  a  sovereign 
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Over  her   comrades;    else   Ibeir  simple 

Wanling  all  relish  loi  her  strenuous  mind, 
Had  crossed  her  only  to  be  shunned  with 

—  Oh!  pang  of  sorrowful  r^et  for  those 

Whom,  in  iheir  youth,  sweet  study  has 
enthralled. 

That  tbey  have  lived  (or  haisher  servi- 
tude. 

Whether  in  soul,  in  body,  oi  estate ! 

Such  doom  was  hers;  yel  nothii^  could 

Her  keen  desireoi  knowledge,  nor  efface 
Those  brighter  images  by  books  imprest 
Upon  her  memoiy,  laithlully  as  stats 
That  occupy  their  places,  and,  though  oil 
Hidden  by  clouds,  and  otl  bedimmed  by 

Aie  not  to  be  extinguished,  nor  impaired. 


Twopas^ons,  both  degenerate.  Cot  they 
both 
Began  in  honor,  gradually  obtained 
Rule  over  her,  and  vexed  her  daily  life; 
An  unremitting,  avaricious  thrift; 
And  a  strange  thraldom  o(  maternal  love. 
That  held  her  spirit,  in  its  own  despite. 
Bound  —  by  vexation,   and   regret,  and 

Constrained   lorgiveness,   and   relenting 

And  tears,  in  pride  suppressed,  in  shame 

concealed  — 
To  a  poor  dissolute  Son,  her  only  child. 
—  Her   wedded  days  had   opened  with 

Whence  dire  dependence.     What  could 

she  perform 
To  shake  the  burthen  off  ?    Ah  !  there  was 

felt. 
Indignantly,  the  weakness  of  her  sex. 
She   mused,   resolved,    adhered   to  her 

The  band  grew  slack  in  alms-giving,  the 

Closed  by  degrees  to  charity;   heaven's 

blessing 
Not  seeking  from  that  source,  she  placed 


Which  sternly  boarded  all  that  could  be 


Thus  all  was  re-established,  and  a  pile 
Constructed,  thai  sufficed  for  every  end, 
ol  the  builder's 


A  mind  by  na 
So  placid,  so 
A  mind  inlolt 
And  cherishing  the 

Dread  lite  ot  t 


iHict '. 


lost 

In  silent  pools,  now  in  strong  eddies 
chained; 

But  never  to  be  charmed  to  gentleness; 

Its  best  attainment  tits  ol  such  repose 

As  timid  eyes  might  shrink  from  fathom- 
ing. 


A   sudden   illness   selied   her   in  ihe 

Of  life's  autumnal  season.  —  Shall  I  tell 
How  on  her  bed  of  death  the  Matron  lay, 
To  Providence  submissive,  so  she  thought. 
But  fretted,  vexed,  and  wrought  upon, 


power, 
As  the  fierce  eagle  fastens  on  the  lamb? 
She  prayed,  she  moaned; —  bei  husband's 

sister  watched 
Her  dreary  pillow,  waited  on  her  needs; 
And  yet  the  very  sound  of  that  kind  fool 
Was  anguish  to  her  ears!     'And  must  she 

rule,' 
This  was  the  death-doomed  Woman  heard 


In  bitter 


and  n 


reign. 


'  Sole  Mistress  of  this  house,  when  I  air 

'  Tend  what  I  tended,  calling  it  her  own  '. ' 
Enough ;  —  I  fear,  too  much.  ■ —  One  ver. 
rwl  evening. 
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n  prime  of  health  and 


While  she  was  y 
strength, 

I  well  remember,  while  I  passed  her  door 
Alone,   with  loitering  step,  and  upward 

Turned  towards  the  planet  Jupitei 

Above  the  centre  of  the  Vale,  a  woi 
Roused  me,  het  voice;    it  said,    ' 


'ill  shin 


■  In  its  untroubled  eli 
'  As  now  it  shines,  whi 

earth 
'  And  safe  (torn  all  oursorrows.' 

sigh 
She  spake,  yet,  I  believe,  not  unsi 
Bj  taith  in  glory  that  shall  far  tii 
Aught  by  these  perishable  heavi 

Tu  sight  ot  mind.    Nor  less  thi 

Isdivine  mercy.     She,  who  had  rebelled. 
Was  into  meekness  softened  and  subdued; 
Did,  after  trials  not  in  vain  prolonged. 
With  resignation  sink  into  the  grave; 
And  her  uncharitable  acts,  I  trust, 
And  harsh  unkindnesses  are  all  forgiven, 
Tho',  in  this  Vale,  remembered  with  deep 


The  Vicar  paused ;   and  toward  a  seat 

A  long  atone-seat,  fixed  in  (he  Church- 
yard wall; 
Part  shaded  by  cool  sycamore,  and  part 
Offering  a  sunny  resting-place  to  Ihem 
Who  seek  the  House  of  worship,  while 

the  bells 
Yet  ring  with  all  their  voices,  or  before 
The  last  hath  ceased  its  solitary  knoll. 
Beneath  the  shade  we  all  sate  down;  and 

there. 
His  oHice,  uninvited,  he  resumed. 


"  As  on  B  sunny  bank,  a  tender  lamb 
Luiks  in  safe  shelter  from  the  winds  of 

Screened  by  its   parent,   so   that   little 


Speaks  (or  itself;   an  Infant  there  doth 

rest; 
The  sheltering  hillock  is  the  Mother's 

1(  mild  discourse,  and  manners  that  con- 
natural digmly  on  humblest  rank; 
If  gladsome  spirits,  and  benignant  looks, 
That  for  a  lace  not  tieautiful  did  mote 
Than  beauty  for  the  fairest  <ace  can  do; 
And  if  religious  tenderness  of  heart. 
Grieving  for  sin,  and  penitential  tears 
Shed  when  the  clouds  had  gathered  and 
distained 

spotless  ether  of  a  maiden  life; 

;se  may  make  a  hallowed  spot  of  earth 

:  holy  in  the  sight  of  God  oi  l^an; 

:,  o'er  that  mould,  a  sanctity  shall 

Till  the  stars  sicken  at  the  day  o(  doom. 


a  wanung 


or  a  thoughtless 
uld  any  spot  of 


s  neighbor;  the  small 


Show  to  his  eye  an  image  of  the  pangs 
Which  it  hath  witnessed;  render  back  an 

Of  the  sad  steps  by  which  it  bath  been 

trod! 
There,  by  her  innocent  Baby's  precious 

grave, 
on  the  very  lurf  that  roofs  her  own, 
The  Mother  oft  was  seen  to  stand,  or  kneel 
In  the  broad  day,  a  weeping  Magdalene. 
Now  she  is  not;  the  swelling  turf  reports 
Of  the  fresh  shower,  but  oi  poor  Ellen's 

Is  silent;   nor  is  any  vestige  left 
Of  the  path  worn  by  mournful  tread  of  her 
Who,  at  her  heart's  light  bidding,  once 
had  moved 
riigin    fearlessness,    with   step   that 

Caught  from  the  pressure  of  elastic  turf 
Upon  the  mountains  gemmed  with  morn- 
ing dew, 
In  [he  prime  hour  o(  sweetest  scents  and 

— Serious  and  thoughtful  was  her  mind; 
and  yet, 
'  reconcilement  ext]uisite  and  rare, 
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The  form,  port,  motions,  of  this  Cottage- 
girl 
Were  such  as  might  have  quickened  and 

A  Titian'^  hand,  addresl  lo  picluie  forth 
Otesd  oi   Dryad   glancing   through  the 

shade 
What  time  the  hunter's  earliest  horn  is 

Startling  the  golden  hills, 

A  wide-spread  elm 
Stands  in  our  valley,  named  The  Jovful 

From  dateless  usage  which  our  peasants 

hold 
Of  giving  welcome  to  the  first  of  May 
By  dances  round  its  trunk.  —  And  if  the 

Permit,  like  honors,  dance  and  song,  are 

To  the  Twelfth  Nighl,  beneath  (he  frosty 

Or  the  clear  moon.     The  queen  of  these 

gay  sports, 
II  not  in  beauty  yet  in  sprightly  air. 
Was  hapless  Ellen.— No  one  touched  the 

So  deftly,  and  the  nicest  maiden's  locks 
Less  gracefully  were  braided;  ^but  this 

Melhinks,  would  better  suit  another  place. 


She  loved,  and  fondly  deemed  herself 

beloved. 
—  The  road  is  dim,  the  current  unper- 

ceived. 
The  weakness  painful  and  rnost  pitiful. 
By  which  a  virtuous  woman,  in  pure  youth, 
May  be  delivered  lo  distress  and  shame. 
Such  fate  was  hers.  —  The  last  time  Ellen 

danced. 
Among  her  equals,  round  The  Joyful 

Tree. 
She  bore  a  secret  burthen;  and  full  soon 
Was  left  to  tremble  tor  a  breaking  vow, — 
Then,  lo  bewail  a  sternly-broken  vow. 
Alone,    within    her    widowed    Mother's 

It  was  the  season  of  unfolding  leaves. 
Of  days  advancing  toward  their  utmost 

And  Email  birds  singing  happily  to  mates 


Happy  as  they.     With  spirit- saddening 

Winds  pipe  through  fading  woods;   but 

those  blithe  notes 
Strike  the  deserted  to  the  heart;   I  speak 
Of  what  I  know,  and  what  we  feel  within. 
—  Beside  (he  cottage  in  which  Ellen  dweh 
Stands  a  tall  ash-tree;   lo  whose  topmost 

twig 
A  thrush  resorts,  and  annually  chants. 
At  morn  and  evening  from  that  naked 

While  all  the  undergtove  is  thick  with 

A  time-beguiling  ditty,  for  delight 
01  his  (ond  partner,  silent  in  the  nest. 
■ — '  Ah  why,'  said  Ellen,  sighing  to  herself,' 
'  Why  do  not  words,  and  kiss,  and  solemn 

pledge; 
'  And  nature   that   is  kind  in  woman's 

'  And  reason  that  in  man  is  wise  and  good, 
'  And  fearof  him  who  is  a  righteous  judge;  . 
'  Why  do  not  Ihese  prevail  for  human  lite, 
'  To  keep  two  hearts  leather,  that  b^an 
'  Their  spring-time  with  one  f  ove,  and  that 

have  need 
'  Of  mutual  pity  and  forgiveness,  sweet 
'Togrant, or  be  received;  while  that  poor 

bird  — 
'  O  come  and  heat  him  !    Thou  who  hast 

'  Been  faithless,  hear  hini,  though  a  lowly 

'One  of  God's  simple  children  that  yet 

'  The  universal  Parent,  how  he  sings 
'  As  it  he  wished  the  firmament  of  heaven 
'  Should  listen,  and  give  back  to  him  the 

'Of  his  triumphant  constancy  and  love; 
'  The  proclamation  that  he  makes,  how  fai 
'  His  darkness  doth  transcend  our  fickit 


Such  was  the  lender  passage,  not  by  me 
Repeated  without  loss  of  simple  phrase. 
Which  I  perused,  even  as  the  words  had 

been 
Commilled  by  forsaken  Ellen's  hand 
To  the  blank  margin  of  a  Valentine, 
Bedropped  with  tears.    'T  will  please  you 

lo  be  told 
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That,  studiously  withdrawing  from  the  eye 
Of  all  companionship,  [he  SuHerer  yet 
[n  lonely  reading  found  a  meek  resource: 
How  thankful  tor  the  warmth  of  summer 

When  she  could  slip  into  the  coltage-barn, 
And  find  a  secret  oratory  there; 
Or,  in  (he  garden,  under  friendly  veil 
Of  theii  long  Iwilight,  pore  upon  her  book 
By  the  last  lingering  help  of  the  open  sky 
Until  dark  night  dismissed  her  to  hei  bed  ! 
rhus  (lid  a  waking  fancy  sometimes  lose 
The  unconquerable  pang  of  despised  love. 


5he  gaied  as  on  a  pure  and  spotless  gift 
Of  unenpected  promise,  where  a  giief 
Or  dread  was  all  that  had  been  thought 

Far  livelier  than  bewildered  traveller  feels, 
Amid  a  perilous  wa^te  that  all  night  long 
Hath  harassed  him  (oiling  through  tearful 

When  he  beholds  the  first  pale   speck 

Of  day-spring,  in  the  gloomy  east,  re- 

And  greets  it  with  thank^ivlr^.     '  Till 

this  hour,' 
Thus,  in  her  Mothci'shearing  Ellen  spake, 
'There  was  a  stony  region  in  my  heart; 
'  Bui  He.  at  whose  command  the  parched 

'  Wassmitten,  and  poured  forth  a  quench 

ing  stream, 
'  Hath  softened  thai  obduracy,  and  made 
'  Unlooked-for  gladness    in    the   desert 

place, 
'  To  save  the  perishing;  and,  henceforth, 

I  breathe 
'  The  sir  with  cheerful  spirit,  for  thy  sake 
'  My  infant !  and  for  (hat  good  Mother 

'  Who  bore  me;  and  hath  prayed  for  me 


'  Yet  n. 


it  shall  n 


:beir 


She  spake,  r 
tilled; 
And  if  heiit-iending  thoughts  would  oft 


They  stayed  not  long. — The  blameless 

Infant  grew. 
Tlie  Child  whom  Ellen  and  her  Mother 

loved 
They  soon  were  proud  of;    tended  il  and 

A  soothing  comforter,  although  forlorn; 
Like  a  poor  singing-bird   from   distant 

Or  a  choice  shrub,  which  he,  who  passes  by 
With  vacant  mind,  not  seldom  may  ob- 

Fair-flowering  in  a  I hinly 'peopled  house. 
Whose    window,    somewhat    sadly,    it 


Through  four  months'  space  the  Infant 
drew  its  food 
From  the  maternal  breast;   then  scruples 

Thoughts,  which  the  rich  are  free  from, 

came  and  crossed 
The  fond  affection.     She  no  more  could 

bear 
By  her  offence  to  lay  a  twofold  weight 
On  a  kind  parent  willing  to  forget 
Their  slender  means;  so,  to  thai  parent's 

Trusting  her  child,  she  left  their  common 

And  undertook  with  dutiful  content 
A  Foster-mother's  office. 

'T  is,  perchance, 
Unknown  to  you  that  in  these  si n»ple  vales 
The  natural  feeling  of  equality 
Is  by  domestic  service  unimpaired; 
Yet,  (hough  such   service    be,  with    us, 

retnoved 
From  sense  of  degradation,  not  (he  less 
The  ungentle  mind  can  easily  find  means 
To   impose   severe   restraints  and   laws 

Which  hapl^s  Ellen  now  was  doomed 

to  feel : 
For  (blinded  by  an  over -anxious  dread 
Of  such  excitement  and  divided  thought 
As  with  her  office  would  but  ill  accord) 
The  pair,  whose  infant  she  was  bound  to 


Forbade  her  all  communion  with  her  owr 
Week  after  week,  (he  nianda[e  (hey  ei 
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—  So  neat!  yet  not  allowed,  upon  that 

sight 
To  fix  her  eyes— alas!  'twas  hard  to  beat ! 
Bui  worse  affliction  must  be  borne  —  far 

For  't  is  Heaven's  will  — that,  after  a 

Bi^n  and  ended  within  three  days'space. 
Her  child  should  die;  as  Ellen  now  ex- 
claimed, 
Hetown  —  deserted  child !  — Once,  only 


And  some  one,  as  she  entered,  having 

To  urge  unthinkingly  their  prompt  de- 

'Nay,'  said  she,  with  commanding  look, 

Of  anger  never  seen  in  her  before, 

'  Nay,  ye  must  wait  my  lime  ! '  and  down 

And  by  the  unclosed  coffin  kept  her  seat 
Weeping  and  looking,  looking  on  and 

Upon  (he  last  sweet  slumber  of  her  Child, 
Until  at  length  her  soul  was  satisfied. 

You  see  the   Infant's  Gtave;  and  to 
this  spot, 
The  Mother,  oft  as  she  was  sent  abroad, 
On  whatsoever  eirand,  urged  her  steps: 
Hithet  she  came;  here  stood,  and  some- 
times knelt 
In  the  broad  day,  a  rueful  Magdalene! 
So  call  her;  for  not  only  she  bewailed 
A  mother's  loss,  but  mourned  in  bitterness 
Her  own  transgression;   penitent  sincere 
:r  raised  to  heaven  a  streaming  eye? 


She  still  renewed  and  < 

Those  visit  at  ions,  ceased  to  send  her  forth; 

Or,  lo  the  garden's  narrow  bounds,  con- 

I  failed  not  to  remind  them  that  they  erred; 
For  holy  Nature  might  not  thus  be  «os9ed, 


Thus  wronged  in  woman's  breasl 

I  pleaded  — 
But  the  green  stalk  of  Ellen's 


It  hung  its  head  in  mortal  langui^hment. 

—  Aided  by  this  appearance,  I  at  length 
Prevailed;  and,  from  those  bonds  leleased. 

Home  to  her  mother's  house. 

The  Youth  was  fled; 
The  rash  betrayer  could  not  face  the  shame 
Or  sorrow  which  his  senseless  guilt  had 

caused ; 
And  little  would  his  presence,  or  proof 

Of  a  relenting  soul,  have  now  avuled; 
For,  like  a  shadow,  he  was  passed  away 
From  Ellen's  thoughts;  had  perished  to 

For  all  concerns  of  fear,  or  hope,  or  love. 
Save  only  those  which  to  their  common 

And  to  his  moral  being  appertained: 
Hope  from  that  quarter  would,  I  know, 

have  brought 
A  heavenly  comfort;  there  she  tecogniied 
An  untelaxing  bond,  a  mutual  need; 
There,  and,  as  seemed,  there  only. 

She  had  built. 
Her  fond  maternal  heart  had  built,  a  nest 
In  blindness  all  too  neat  the  river's  edge; 
That  work  a  summer  flood  with  hasty  swell 
Had   swept  away;  and   now  her   Spirit 

longed 
Tot  its  last  flight  to  heaven's  security, 

—  The  bodily  frame  wasted  from  day  to 

Meanwhile,  relinquishing  all  other  cares, 
Hermind  she  strictlytutored  to  find  peace 
And  pleasure  in  endurance.     Much  she 

thought. 
And  much  ^c  read ;  and  brooded  feelingly 
Upon  her  own  unworlhiness.     To  me, 
As  to  a  spiritual  comforter  and  friend. 
Her   heart  she  opened;   and  no   pains 

To  mitigate,  as  gently  as  I  could, 

The  sting  of  self- reproach,  with  heating 
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In  whom,  as  by  her  lonely  hearth  she  sal 
The  ghastly  face  of  cold  decay  put  oti 
A  sun-like  beauty,  and  appeared  divin 
May  1  not  mention  —  that,  within  those 

In  due  observance  of  her  pious  wish, 
The  congregation  joined  with  me  in  prayei 
For  her  soul's  good?    Nor  was  that  office 

—  Much  did  she  sufler :  but,  if  any  friend. 
Beholding  her  condition,  at  the  sight 
Gave  way  to  words  of  pity  or  complaint, 
She  stilled  them  with  a  prompt  reproof, 

and  said, 
'  He  who  afflicts  me  knows  what  I  can 

'Aiid,  when  I  tail,  and  can  endure  no 


Than  to  do  wrong,  albeit  themselves  have 

This  tale  gives  proof  that  Heaven  moat 

gently  deals 
With  such,  in  their  affliction.  —  Ellen's 


The  mortal  Body  by  het  Infant's  side." 

The  Vicar  ceased;  and  downcast  looks 

made  known 
That  each  had  listened  with  his  inmost 

heart. 
For  me,  the  emotion  scarcely  was  less 

Or  less  benicn  than  that  which  I  had  felt 
When  sealed  near  my  venerable  Friend, 
Underthose  shady  elms,  from  him  I  heard 
The  story  that  retraced  the  slow  decline 
Of  Margaret,  sinking  on  the  lonely  heath 
With  the  neglected  house  to  which  she 

clune. 
—  I  noted  that  the  Solitary's  cheek 
Confessed  the  power  of  nature.  —  Pleased 

though  sad, 
More  pleased  than  sad,  the  gray-haired 

Wanderer  sale; 

Capacious  and  : 

His  knowledge,  wisdom,  love  of  truth. 

Of  human  kind !     He  was  it  who  Gist 

The  pensive  silence,  saying:  — 

"  Blest  are  they 
Whose  sorrow  latbei  is  to  suffei  wrong 


late. 

Her  tender  spirit,  and  her  contrite  heart, 
Call  to  my  mind  dark  hints  which  I  have 

Of  one  who  died  within  this  vale,  by  doom 
Heavier,  as  his  offence  was  heavier  far. 
Where,  Sir,  1  pray  you,  where  are  laid 

the  bones 
Of  Wilfrid  Armathwaite?" 

The  Vicar  answered, 
"  In    that    green    nook,    close    by    the 

Churchyard  wall. 
Beneath  yon  hawthorn,  planted  by  myself 
In  memory  and  for  warning,  and  in  sign 
weetness  where   dire   anguish   had 

Of  reconcilement  after  deep  offence  — 
There  doth  he  rest.     No  theme  his  fate 

For  the  smooth  gloiings  of  the  indulgent 

Nor   need   the  windings  of  bis  devious 

Be    here    retraced; — enough    thai,   by 

mishap 
And  venial  error,  robbed  of  competence, 
And  her  obsequious  shadow,   peace  of 

He  craved  a  substitute  in  troubled  joy; 
Against  his  conscience  rose  in  arms,  and, 

braving 
Divine  displeasure,  broke  the  marriage- 

That  which  he  had  been  weak  enough 

Was   misery  in   remembrance;    he  was 

Stung  by  his  inward  thoughts,  and  by 

the  smiles 
Of  wife  and  children  stung  to  agony. 
Wretched  at  home,  he  gamed  no  peace 

Rar^ed  through  the  mountains,  slept  upon 

the  earth, 
Asked  comfort  of  the  open  air,  and  found 
No  quiet  in  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
No  pleasure  in  the  beauty  of  the  day. 
His  flock  he  slighted:  his  paternal  flelda 


:.bv  Cookie 


554 


THE   EXCURSION. 


Became  a  clog  lo  him,  whose  spiiit  wished 
To  fly  —  but  whither  I    And  this  gracious 

Church, 
Thai  wears  a  look  so  full  of  peace  and  hope 
And  love,  benignant  mother  oi  the  vale, 
How  fair  amid  her  brood  of  cottages  ! 
She  was  lo  him  a  sickness  and  reproach. 
Much  to  the  last  remained  unknown:  but 

Is  sure,  that  through  remorse  and  grief 

he  died; 
Though  pitied  among  men,  absolved  by 

God, 
He  could  not  hnd  forgiveness  in  himself; 
Nor  could  etidure  the  weight  of  his  own 

Here  lesls  a  Mother.     But  from  her  I 

And  from  her  grave.  ^ — -Behold  —  upon 

thai  ridge, 
That ,  strclcbing  boldly  Irom  ihe  mountain 

Carries  into  the  centre  of  the  vale 

Its  rocks  and  woods —  Ihe  Cottage  where 

she  dwelt 
And  where  yet  dwells  her  faithful  Tartner, 

left 
(Full  eight  years  past)  the  solitary  prop 
Of  many  helpless  Children.     I  begin 
With  words  that  might  be  prelude  to  a  tale 
Of  sorrow  and  dejection;  but  I  feel 
Nosadness.whenlthinkofwhat  mine  eyes 
See  daily  in  that  happy  family. 
—  Bright  garland  form  they  (or  the  pensive 


Not  one  of  all  the  band,  a  full-blown 

Dfprest,  and  desolate  o(  soul,  as  once 
That  Father  was,  and  filled  with  anxious 

Now,  by  experience  taught,  he  stands  as- 

That  God,  who  taltes  away,  yet  takes  not 

half 
Of  what  beseems  to  lake;  orgivesitback. 
Not  to  our  prayer,  but  tar  beyond  our 

He  gives  it  —  the  boon  produce  of  a  soil 
Which  OUT  eodeavors  have  refused  to  till. 


truths. 

Even  were  the  object  nearer  lo  our  sight. 
Would  seem  in  no  distinction  to  surpass 
The  rudest  habitations.  Ye  might  think 
That  it  bad  sprung  sel (-raised  from  earth. 

Out  ol  the  living  rock,  lo  be  adorned 
By  nature  only;  but,  if  thither  led, 
Ye  would  discover,  then,  a  studious  work 
Ot  many  fancies,  prompting  many  hands. 

Brought  from  the  woods  the  honeysuckle 

Around  the  porch,  and  seems,  in  that  trim 

pl,n, 
A  plant  no  longer  wild;  the  cultured  rose 
There  blossoms,  strong  in  health,  and  vfIU 

be  soon 
Roof-high;    the   wild   pink   crowns   the 

And  with  the  flowers  are  intermingled 

Sparry  and  bright,  rough  scatterings  o( 
the  hills. 

i,  that  fade  not  with  the 


A  hardy  Girl  continues  to  provide; 
Who,    mounting    fearlessly    the    rocky 

Her  Father's  prompt  attendant,  does  for 


Within  the  garden,  like  the  rest,  a  bed 
For  her  own  (lowers  and  favorite  herbs. 

By  sacred  charter,  holden  for  her  use. 
—  These,  and  whatever  else  the  garden 

bears 
0(  fruit  or  flower,  permission  asked  or  not, 
I  Ireely  gather;  and  my  leisure  draws 
A  not  unlrequent  pastime  (rom  the  hum 
0(  bees  around  their  rar^e  of  sheltered 

Busy  in  that  enclosure;  while  the  rill. 
That  sparkling  thrids  the  rocks,  attunes 


hisv. 


£  of  human  life  which 


Flowsoninsolilude.  But,  when  the  gloo 


:.bv  Google 


THE   CHURCHYARD  AMONG   THE   MOUNTAINS. 


SS5 


Of  night  is  falling  round  my  steps,  then 

This  Dwelling  charms  me;  often  [  stop 

short, 
(Who  could  lefrain?)  and  feed  by  sleallh 

my  sight 
With  prospect  of  Ihe  company  within. 
Laid  op«n  thiough  the  blazing  window ; — 

there 
I  see  the  eldest  Daughter  at  her  wheel 
SpiDning  amain,  as  if  to  overtake 
TTie  never-halting  lime;  or,  in  her  turn, 
Teaching  some  Pfcvice  of  the  sisterhood 
That  skill  in  this  or  other  household  work. 
Which,  from  her  Father's  honored  hand, 

herself, 
While  she  was  yet  a  Utile -one,  had  learned. 
Mild  Man  I  be  is  not  gay,  but  they  are 

And  the  whole  house  seems  filled  with 

gayety. 
—  Thrice  happy,  then,  the  Mother  may 


Book  Seventh, 
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Wanderer  on  the  Itansitoriness  of  things  and  the 
revolulions  of  society—  Hials  at  his  own  pasi 
Calling  — Thanks  the  Pastor. 

While  thus  from  theme  to  theme  ihe 

Historian  passed. 
The  words  he  uttered,  and  the  scene  that 

lay 
Before  our  eyes,  awakened  in  my  mind 
Vivid    remembrance  of   those    long-past 

When, in  the  hollow  of  some  shadowy  vale, 
(What  time  the  splendor  of  the  setlingsun 
Lay   beautiful  on  Snowdon's   sovereign 

brow. 
On  Cader  Idris,  or  huge  Penmanmaur) 
A  wandering  Youth,  I  listened  with  delight 
To  pastoral  melody  or  warlike  air. 
Drawn   from   the  chords  of  (he  ancient 

British  harp 
By  some  accomplished  Master,  while  he 

Amid  the  quiet  of  the  greeti  recess, 
And  there  did  inexhaustibly  dispense 
An  interchange  of  soft  or  solemn  tunes. 
Tender  or  blithe;   now,  as  the  varying 

Of  his  own  spirit  urged,  —  now,  as  a  voice 
From  youth  or  maiden,  or  some  honored 

Of  his  compatriot  villagers  (that  hung 
Around  him,  drinking  in  the  impassioned 

Of  the  time-hallowed  minstrelsy)  required 
Fortheirheail'sease  orpleasure.     Strains 

of  power 
Were  they,  to  seize  and  occupy  the  sense; 
But  to  a  higher  mark  than  song  can  reach 
Rose  this  pure  eloquence.     And,  when 

the  stream 
Which  overflowed  the  soul  was  passed 

away, 
A  consciousness  remained  that  i(  had  left. 
Deposited  upon  the  silent  shore 
Of  memory,  images  and  precious  thoughts. 
That  shall  not  die,  and  cannot  be  de- 
stroyed. 

"These    grassy    heaps    lie    amicably 

Said  I,  "  like  surges  heaving  in  the  wind 
Along  the  surface  of  a  mountain  pool: 
Whence  comes  it,  then,  that  yonder  we 
behold 
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Five  graves,  and  only  live,  that  rise  to- 
gether 
Unsociably  sequeslcred,  and  enciOHching 
On  the  smooth  playground  ol  the  village- 
school  ?  " 


The  Vicar  ar 


"No  disdainful 


In  them  who  rest  beneath,  nor  any  course 
Of  strange  or  tragic  accident,  halh  helped 
To  place  those  hillocks  in  that  lonely  guise. 
—  Once  more  look  torlh,  and  follow  with 

your  sight 
The  length  ol  road  that  from  yon  moun- 

Through  bare  enclosures  stretches,  till  its 

Is  lost  within  a  little  tuft  of  trees; 
Then,  reappearing  in  a  moment,  quits 
The  cultured  fields;  and  up  the  healhy 

Mounts,  as  you  see,  in  mazes  serpentine, 
Led  towards  an  easy  outlet  of  the  vale. 
That  little  shady  spot,  that  sylvan  (uft, 
By  which  the  road  is  hidden,  also  hides 
A  cottage  from  our  view;  though  [discern 
(Yescarcelycan)  amid  its  sheltering  trees 
ITie  smokeless  chimney -top.  — 

All  unetnboweied 
And  naked  stood  that  lowly  Parsonage 
(Foe  such  in  truth  it  is,  and  appertains 
To  a  small  Chapel  in  the  vale  beyond) 
When  hither  came  its  lost  Inhabitant. 
Rough  and  forbidding  were  the  choicest 

By  which  our  noilhein  wilds  could  then 

And  into  most  of  these  secluded  vales 
Was  no  access  for  wain,  heavy  or  light. 
So,  at  his  dwelling-place  the  Priest  arrived 
Wilhstoreofhouseholdgoods,  in  panniers 

On  slurdyhorses  graced  with  jingling  hells. 
And  on  the  back  of  more  ignoble  beast; 
That,  with  like  burthen  of  effects  most 

Or  easiest  carried,  closed  the  motley  train. 
Young  was  I  then,  a  schoolboy  of  eight 

But  still,  melhinks,  I  see  them  as  they 

In  order,  drawing  toward  their  wished-for 


—  Rocked  by  the  motion  ol  a  trusty  ass 
Two  luddy  children  hung,  a  well-poised 

Each  in  his  basket  nodding  drowsily; 
Their   bonnets,   I    remember,   wreathed 

with  flowers. 
Which  told  it  was  the  pleasant  month  of 

And,  close  behind,  the   comely  Matron 

A  woman  ol  soft  speech  and  gradous  smile. 
And  with  a  lady's  mien.  — From  far  they 

Even  from  Northumbrian  hills;  yet  theirs 

had  been 
A  merry  journey,  rich  in  pastime,  cheered 
By  music,  piank,  and   laughter -stirring 

put  on,  and  arch  word  dropped 


— '  Whence  do  they  come  ?  and  with  what 
errand  charged? 
Belong  tbey  to  the  fortune-lelliog  tribe 
'Who  pilch  their  tents  under  the  green- 
wood tree? 
'Or  Strollers  are  they,  furnished  to  enact 
'  Fail  Rosamond,  and  the  Children  ol  Che 

Wood, 
'And,  by  that  whiskered  (abhy's  aid,  set 

forth 
'The  lucky  venture  of  sage  Whillinglon, 
'When   the  next  village  hears  the  show 

announced 
'By  blast  of  trumpet?'     Plenteous  was 

the  growth 
Of  such  conjectures,  overheard,  or  seen 
On  many  a  staring  countenance  portrayed 
01  boor  or  burgher,  as  they  marched  along. 
And  more  than  once  their  steadiness  ol 

Was  put  to  proof,  and  exercise  supplied 
To  their  inventive  humor,  bystem  looks. 
And  questions  in  authoritative  tone, 
From  some  staid  guardian  of  the  public 

Checking  the  sober  steed  on  which  be  rode,  ■ 

In  his  suspicious  wisdom;  oftener  still,  ; 

By  notice  indirect,  or  blunt  demand  ] 
From  traveller  halting  in  his  own  despite, 

A  simple  curiosity  to  ease;  I 
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Of  which  advenluies,  that  beguiled  and 

cheered 
Their  grave  migration,  the  good  paii  would 

tell, 
With  undiminished  glee,  in  hoary  age. 

A  Priest  he  was  by  function;  but  his 

From  his  youth  up,  and  high  as  manhood's 

(The  hour  of  life  to  which  he  then  was 

brought) 
Had  been  irregular,  I  might  say,  wild; 
By  hooks  unsteadied,  by  bis  pastoral  care 
Too  Utile  checked.     An   active,  ardent 

A  fancy  pregnant  with  resource  and  scheme 
To  cheat  the  sadness  of  a  rainy  day; 
Hands   apt   for   all   ingenious  arts   and 
games 
nerous 

bowl 
Had  earned  for  him  sure  welcome,  and 

the  rights 
Of  a  prized  visilani,  in  the  jolly  hall 
Of   country  'squire;  or  at    the  statelier 

Of  duke  or  earl,  from  scenes  of  courtly 

pomp 
Withdrawn,  —  to  while  away  the  summer 

In  condescension  among  rural  guests. 

With  these  high  comrades  he  had  rev- 
elled long. 
Frolicked  industriously,  a  simple  Clerk 
By  hopes  of  coming  patronage  beguiled 
Till  the  heart  sickened.     So,  each  loftier 

Abandonii^  and  all  his  showy  friends. 
For  a  life's  stay  (slender  it  was,  but  sure) 
He  turned  lo  this  secluded  chapelty; 
That  had   been  offered    to  his  doubtful 

By  an  unthoughi-ol  patron.     Bleak  and 

They  found  the   cottage,  their   allotted 

Naked  without,  and  rude  within;  a  spot 
With  which  the  Cure  not  long  had  been 

endowed : 
And  fal  remote  the  chapel  stood, — remote, 


And,  from  his  Dwelling,  unapproachable, 
Save  through  a  gap  high  in  the  hills,  an 

opening 
Shadeless    and    shelterless,    by   driving 

showers 
Frequented,   and    beset    with    howling 

Yet  cause  was  none,  whate'er  regrel  might 

hang 
On  his  own  mind,  to  quarrel  with  the 

Or  the  necessity  that  fixed  him  here; 
Apart  from   old  temptations,  and   con- 
To  punctual  labor  in  his  sacred  chaise. 
See  him  a  constant  preacher  to  the  poor ! 
And  visiting,  though  not  with  saintly  zeal. 
Yet,  when  need  was,  with  no  reluctant  will. 
The  sick  in  body,  or  dislrest  in  mind; 
And,  by  a  salutary  change,  compelled 
To  rise  from  timely  sleep,  and  meet  the  day 
With  no  engagement,   in  bis  thoughts, 

Or  splendid  than  his  garden  could  afford. 
His  fields,  or  mountains  by  the  heath-cock 

ranged 
Or  (he  wild  brooks;  Irom  which  he  now 

Contented  to  partake  the  quiet  meal 
Of  his  own  board,  where  sal  his  gentle 
Mate 


hold  fi  . 
Nor  wanted  timely  treat  of  lish  or  fowl 
By  nature  yielded  to  his  practised  hand;  — 
To  help  the  small  but  certain  comings-in 
Of  that  spare  benefice.  Yet  not  the  less 
Theirs  was  a  hospitable  boaid,  and  theirs 
A  charitable  door. 

So  days  and  years 
Passed  on; — the    inside  of   that  rugged 

house 
Was    trimmed    and   brightened   by   the 

Matron's  care. 
And  gradually  enriched  with   things  of 

Which  might  be  lacked  for  use  or  ornament. 
What,  though  no  soft  and  costly  sofa  there 
Insidiously  stretched  out  its  lazy  length, 
And  novainmirrorglitteredupon  the  walls- 
Vet  were  the  windows  of  Ihe  low  abode 
By  shutters  weather-fended,  which  at  once 
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Repelled  the  storm  and  deadened  its  loud 

There  snow-while  curtains  hung  in  decent 

lotds; 
Tough  moss,  and  tong-enduring  mountain 

That  creep  along  [he  ground  with  sinuous 

trail. 
Were  nicely  braided ;  and  composed  a  work 
Like  Indian  mats,  that  with  appiopriate 

Lay  a(  the  threshold  and  Ihe  inner  doors; 
And  a  fait  carpel,  woven   of    homespun 

But  tinctured  daintily  with  florid  hues, 
For   seemiiness    and  warmth,    on   festal 

Covered  the  smooth  blue  slabs  of  moun- 

Wilh  which  the  parlor-floor,  in  simplest 

guise     . 
Ot  pastoral  homesteads,  had  been  long 

Those  pleasing  works  the  Housewife's 
skill  produced: 
Meanwhile    the     un sedentary    Master's 

Was  busier  with  his  task  —  to  rid,  to  plant, 
To  rear  for  food,  for  shelter,  and  delight; 
A  thriving  covert !     And  when  wishes, 

lormed 
In  youth,  and  sanctioned  by  the  riper 

Restored  me  to  my  native  valley,  here 
Toendmydays;  well  pleased  was  I  tosee 
The  once-bare  cottage,  on  the  moantain- 

Screened   from   assault   of   every   bitter 

blast; 
While  the  dark  shadows  of  the  summer 

Danced  in  the  breeze,  checkering  its  mossy 

Time,  which  had  thus  afforded  willing  help 
To  beautify  with  nature's  fairest  growths 
This  rustic  tenement,  had  gently  shed, 
Upon  its  Master's  frame,  a  wintry  grace; 
The  comeliness  of  unenleebled  age. 


I  head  which  beat  a 


A    stirring    to 

Upon  its  pillow  with  athousandschemi 
Few  likingshad  he  dropped,  fewpleasui 


Of  long-past  banquetings  with  high-born 

Then,  from  those  lulling  fits  of  vain  de- 
light 
Uptoused  by  recollected  injury,  railed 
At  their  false  ways  disdainfully,  —  and  oft 
In  bilternesE,  and  with  a  threatening  eye 
Of  lire,  incensed  beneath  its  hoary  brow. 
-—Those  transports,  with  staid  looks  of 

pure  good-will. 
And  wilh  sol)  smile,  his  consort  would 

reprove. 
She,  far  behind  him  in  the  race  of  years, 
Yet  keeping  her  first  mildness,  was  ad- 
Far  nearer,  in  (he  habit  of  her  soul, 
To  that  still  region  whither  all  are  bound. 
Him  might  we  liken  lo  Ihe  selling  sun 
As  seen  not  seldom  on  some  gusty  day. 
Struggling  and  bold,  and  shining  from  (he 

Withan  inconstant  and  unmellowed  light; 
She  was  asofl  attendant  cloud,  that  hung 
As  if  wilh  wish  to  veil  the  restless  orb; 
From  which  it  did  itself  imbibe  a  ray 
Of  pleasing  lustre.  —  But  no  more  of  this; 
I  better  love  to  sprinkle  on  the  sod 
That  now  divides  (he  pair,  or  rather  say, 
That  still  unites  them,  praises,  like  heav- 


e  descending  upon  both. 


Without  It 


Vale! 

And,  lo  his  unmolesled  mansion,  death 
Had  never  come,  through  space  of  forty 

Sparingbolh  old  and  young  in  Ihat  abode. 
Suddenly   then   they   disappeared:    not 
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Hadsummer  scorched  the  fields;  not  twice 

had  tallen, 
On  those  high  peaks,  the  first  autumnal 


mpty- 


*ept 


As  by  a  plague.     Yet  no  rapacious  plague 

Had  been  among  them;  all  was  gentle 
death, 

One  aflei  one,  with  intervals  ol  peace. 

A  happy  consummation  !  an  accord 

Sweet,  perfect,  to  be  wished  lor!  save 
that  here 

Was  something  which  (o  mortal  sense 
might  sound 

Like  harshness,  ^ — that  the  old  gray- 
headed  Sire, 

The  oldest,  he  was  taken  last;   survived 

When  the  meek  Partner  of  his  age,  his 
Son, 

His  Daughter,  and  thai  late  and  high- 
prized  gift. 

His  litlle  smiling  Grandchild,  were  no 


*  All  gone,  all  vanished  1   he  deprived 

'  How  will  he  face  the  remnant  of  his  life  ? 
'  What  will  become  ol  him?  '  we  said,  and 

mused 
In  sad  conjectures  — '  Shall  we  meet  him 

'  Haunting  with  rod  and  line  the  cra^y 

brooks  ? 
'  Or  shall  we  overhear  him,  as  we  pass, 
'  Striving  to  entertain  the  lonely  hours 
'With  music?'  (for  he  had  not  ceased  to 

The   harp   or   viol   which    himself    had 

framed, 
For  their  sweet  purposes,  with  perfect 

skill.) 
'What  titles  will  he  keep?  will  he  remain 
'  Musician,  gardener,  builder,  mechanist, 
'  A  planter,  and  a  rearer  from  the  seed? 
'  A  man  of  hope  and  forward -looking  mind 
'  Even  to  the  last ! '  —  Such  was  he,  un- 
subdued. 
But  Heaven  was  gracious;    yet  a  Httle 

while. 
And  this  Survivor,  with  his  cheerful  throng 
Ol  open  projects,  and  his  inward  hoard 


Of  unsunned  griefs,  too  many  and  too 

Was  overcome  by  unexpected  sleep. 

In   one  blest  moment.      Like  a  shadow 

thrown 
Softly  and  lightly  from  a  passing  cloud, 
Dealt)  tell  upon  bim,  while  reclined  belay 
For  noontide  solace  on  the  summer  grass. 
The  warm  lapof  his  mother  earth  ;  and  so. 
Their  lenient  term  of  separation  past, 
That  family  (whose  graves  you  there  be- 
hold) 
By  yet  a  higher  privilege  once  more 
Were  gathered  to  each  other." 


aim 


Lest  in  (hose  passages  of  life  were  some 
That  might  have  touched  the  sick  hearl 

of  his  Friend 
Too  nearly,  or  intent  to  reinforce 
His  own  hrm  spirit  in  degree  deprest 
By  tender  sorrow  for  our  mortal  stale) 
Thus      silence      broke :—"  Behold     a 

thoughtless  Man 
From  vice  and  premature  decay  preserved 
By  useful  habits,  to  a  fitter  soil 
Transplanted  ere  loo  late.  —The  hermit, 

lodged 
Amid   the    untrodden   desert,   lells   his 

With  each  repeating  its  allotted  prayer. 
And  thus  divides  and  thus  relieves  the 

Smooth  [ask,  with  iis  compared,  whose 

mind  could  siring. 
Not  scantily,  bright  minutes  on  the  thread 
Of  keen  domestic  anguish;   and  beguile 
A  solitude,  unchosen,  unprolessed; 
Till  gentlest  death  released  him. 

Far  from  us 
Be  the  desire- — too  curiously  to  ash 
How  much  of  this  is  but  the  blind  result 
Of  cordial  spirits  and  vital  temperament. 
And  what  lo  higher  powers  is  justly  due. 
But  you,  Sir,  know  that  in  a  neighboring 

vale 
A  Priest  abides  before  whose  life  such 

doubts 
Fall  to  the  ground;  whose  gifts  of  nature 

lie 
Retired  from  notice,  lost  in  attributes 


:.bv  Cookie 


THE  EXCURSION. 


In  this  one  Man  is  shown  a  temperance  — 

Against  all  trials;   industry  severe 
And  constant  as  the  motion  of  the  day; 
Stern  sell-denial  round  him  spread,  with 

That  might  be  deemed  (orUdding,  did 

All  generous  feelings  flourish  and  rejoice; 
Forbearance,  charity  in  deed  and  tliought, 
And  resolution  competent  to  take 
Out  of  the  bosom  of  simplicity 
All  that  her  holy  CQSIoms  recommend. 
And  the  best  agesoi  the  world  prescribe. 
—  Preaching,    administering,    in    every 

Of  bis  sublime  vocation,  in  the  walks 
Of  worldly  intercourse  between  man  and 


And  in  his  humble  dwelling,  he  appears 
A  laborer,  with  moral  virtue  girt. 
With    spiritual    graces,    like     a    glory, 
crowned." 

"Doubt  can  be   none,"   the   Paslor 

said,  "  lor  whom 
Hue  portraiture  is  sketched.    The  great, 

the  good. 
The  well-beloved,    the    fortunate,    the 

These  titles   emperors   and  chiefs  have 

Honor  assumed  or  given:  and  him,  the 

Wonderful, 
Our  simple  shepherds,  speaking  from  the 

Deservedly  have  styled. — From  his  abode 
In  a  dependent  chapelry  that  lies 
Behind  yon  hill,  a  poor  and  rugged  wild. 
Which  in  his  soul  he  lovingly  embraced, 
And,  having  once  espoused,  would  never 

Into  its  graveyard  will  ere  long  be  borne 
That  lowly,  great,  good  Man.     A  simple 

May  cover  bim;    and  by  its  help,   per- 


A  century  shall  hear  his  name  pronounced. 
With  images  attendant  on  the  sound; 
Then,  shall  the  slowly -gathering  twilight 

In  utter  night;  and  o(  bis  course  remain 

No  ci^niiable  vestiges,  no  more 

Than  of  this  breath,  which  shapes  itself 

Tospeak  of  him,  and  instantly  dissolves." 

The  Pastor,  pressed  by  thoughts  which 

round  hjs  theme 
Still   lingered,  after  a   brief   pause,  re- 

"  Noise  is  there  not  enough  in  doleful  war, 
But    that    the    heaven-Wn    poet    must 

stand  forth. 
And  lend  the  echoes  of  his  sacred  shell, 
To  multiply  and  a^ravate  the  din? 
Pangs  are  there  not  enoi^h  in  hopeless 

And,  in  requited  passion,  alt  too  much 
Of  turbulence,  aoKiely,  and  fear  — 
But  that  the  minstrel  of  the  rural  shade 
Must  tune  his  pipe,  insidiously  (o  nurse 
The  perturbation  in  the  suffering  breast. 
And  propagate  its  kind,  far  as  be  may? 

—  Ah  who  (and  with  such  rapture  as  befits 
The  hallowed  theme)  will  rise  and  cele- 

The  good  man's   purposes  and   deeds; 

His  struggles,  his  discomfitures  deplore. 
His  triumphs  hail,  and  glorify  his  end; 
That  virtue,  like  the  fumes  and  vapory 

clouds 
Through  fancy's  heat  redounding  in  the 

And  like  the  soft  infections  of  the  heart. 
By  charm  of  measured  words  may  spread 

o'er  field, 
Hamlet,  and  town;  and  piety  survive 
Upon  the  lips  of  men  in  hall  or  bower; 
Not  for  reproof,  but  high  and  warm  de- 
light, 
And  grave  encouragement,  by  song  in- 
spired ? 

—  Vain  thought  1  but  wherefore  murmur 


That  venerable  clay.    Meanwhile  the  best 


:.bv  Cookie 


THE  CHURCHYARD  AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


Of  what  lies  here  confines  us  to  degrees 
In  excellence  less  difficult  to  reach, 
And  milder  worth :  nor  need  we  travel  far 
From   those  to  whom  our  last  regards 

For  such  example. 

Almost  at  the  root 
Ol  that  tall  pine,  the  shadow  o(  whose  bare 
And  slender  stem,  while  here  I  sit  at  eve. 
Oil   stretches   towaids  me,  like  a   long 

sliajghl  path 
Traced  (ainlly  in  the  greensward;  there, 

beneath 
A  plain  blue  stone,  a  gentle  Dalesman  lies, 
From  whom,   in   early  childhood,   was 

withdrawn 
The  precious  gilt  ol  hearing.    He  grew  up 
From  yeai  to  year  in  loneliness  of  soul; 
And  this  deep  mountain- valley  was  to 

Soundless,  with  all  its  streams.    The  bird 

of  dawn 
Did  never  rouse  this  Cottager  from  sleep 
With    startling  summons;    not    lor  his 

delight 
The  vernal  cuckoo  shouted;  not  (or  him 
Murmured    the    laboring    bee.      When 

stormy  winds 
Were  working  the  broad  bosom  ol  the  lake 
Into  a  thousand  thousand  sparkling  waves. 
Rocking  the  trees,  or  driving  cloud  on 

Along  the  sharp  edge  of  yon  lofty  crags. 
The  agitated  scene  before  his  eye 
Was  silent  as  a  picture:  evermore 
Were   all  things  silent,  wheresoe'ei  he 

Vet,   by  the    solace  of    his  own   pure 

thoughts 
Upheld,  he  duteously  pursued  the  round 
Of  rural  labors;  the  steep  mountain-side 
Ascended,  with  his  staff  and  faithful  dog; 
The  plough  he  guided,  and  the  scythe 

be  swayed; 
And  the  ripe  corn  before  his  sickle  (ell 
Among  the  jocund  reapers.     For  himself, 
All  watchful  and  industrious  as  he  was. 
He  wrought  not:    neither  field  nor  flock 

he  owned : 
No  wish  for  wealth  had  place  within  his 

Nor  husband's  love,  nor  father's  hope  or 


Though  born  a  younger  brother,  need 

That  from  the  floor  of  his  paternal  home 
He  should  depart,  to  plant  himself  anew. 
And  when,  mature  in  manhood,  he  beheld 
His  parents  laid  in  earth,  no  loss  ensued 
Of  rights  to  him;   but  he  remained  well 

By  the  pure  bond  of  independent  love. 
An  inmate  of  a  second  family; 
The  fellow-laborer  and  friend  of  him 
To  whom  the  small  inheritance  bad  fallen. 

—  Nor  deem  that  his  mild  presence  was 

a  weight 
That  pressed  upon  his  brotlier's  house; 

for  books 
Were  ready  comrades  whom  he  could  not 

tire; 
Of  whose  society  the  blameless  Man 
Was  never  satiate.     Their  familiar  voice, 
Even  to  old  age,  with  unabated  charm 
Beguiled  his  leisure  hours;  refreshed  his 

thoughts; 
Beyond  its  natural  elevation  raised 
Hisintroverted  spirit;  and  bestowed 
Upon  his  life  an  outward  dignity 
Which    all   acknowledged.      The    dark 

The  stormy  day,  each  had  its  own  re- 
Song  of  the  muses,  sage  historic  tale. 
Science  severe,  or  word  of  holy  Writ 
Announcing  immortality  and  joy 
To  the  assembled  spirits  of  just  men 
Made  perfect,  and  from  injury  secure. 

—  Thus  soothed  at  home,  thus  busy  in 

the  field. 
To  no  perverse  suspicion  he  gave  way. 
Nor  languor,  peevishness,  nor  vain  com- 
plaint : 
And  they,  who  were  about  him,  did  not 


The  gleams  of  his  slow-varying  counle- 
Were  met  with  answering  sympathy  and 

At  length,  when  sixty  years  and  five 
were  told, 
A  slow  disease  insensibly  consumed 
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sof  a 


:  and  a  lew  short 


Of  friends  and  kindred  bore  him  from 

his  home 
(Yon  cottage  shaded  by  the  woody  crags) 
To  the  profounder  stillness  of  the  grave. 
— Nor  was  his  funeral  denied  the  grace 
Of  many  tearg,  virtuous  and  thoughtful 

grief; 
Heart-sorrow  rendered    sweet    by  grati- 
tude. 
And  now  that  monumental  stone  preserves 
His  name,  and  unambitiously  relates 
How  long,  and  by  what  kindly  outward 

aids,  ■ 
And  in  what  purecontentednessof  mind. 
The  sad  privation  was  by  him  endured. 
—  And  yon  tall  pine-tree,  whose  com- 
posing sound 
Was  wasted  on  the  good  Man's  living  ear, 
Hath  now  its  own  peculiar  sanctity; 
And,  at  the  touch  of   every  wandering 


Throughout    the    lofty  range   of    these 

rough  hills. 
Nor  in  the  woods,  that  could  from  him 


mind; 

The  ocean  paid  bim  tribute  from  the  stores 
Lodged  in  her  bosom;  and,  by  science  led, 
His  genius  mounted   to   the  plains   of 

heaven. 
—  Methinks  I  see  him  —  how  his   eye- 
balls rolled. 
Beneath   his   ample   brow,   in   darkness 

But  each  instinct  with  spirit;  and  the  frame 
Of   the   whole  countenance   alive   with 

thought. 
Fancy,   and   understanding;     while   the 

Discoursed  of  natural  or  moral  truth 
With    eloquence,    and    such    authentic 

That,  in  his  presence,  humbler  knowledge 


Soul-cheering  Light,  most  bountiful  of 

things  1 
Guide  of  out  way,  mysterious  comforter  ! 
Whose  sacred  influence,  spread  through 

earth  and  heaven. 
We  all  too  thanklessly  participate. 
Thy  gifts  were  utterly  withheld  from  him 
Whose    place    of  rest   is  near  yon  ivied 

Vet,  of  (he  wild  brooks  ask  if  he  com- 

Ask  of  the  channelled  rivers  if  they  held 
A  safer,  easier,  more  determined,  com 
What  terror  doth  it  strike  into  the  mil 
To  think  of  one,  blind  and  alone,  adv 

Straight  toward  some   precipice's    s 

But,   timely   warned,    J/t  would    have 

stayed  his  steps. 
Protected,  say  enlightened,  by  his  ear; 
And  on  the  very  edge  of  vacancy 
Not  more  endangered  than  a  man  whose 

eye 
Beholds  the  guU  beneath.  —  No  floweret 


tender  pity  overawed." 


"  A  noble  —  and,  to  unreflecting  minds, 
A  marvellous  spectacle,"  the  Wanderer 

"  Beings  like  these  present  I     But  proof 

abounds 
Upon  the  earth  that  faculties,  which  seem 
Extinguished,  do  not,  therifori,  cease  to 


And  to  the  mind  among  her  powi 


of 


This  transfer  is  permitted,  —  not  alone 
That  the  bereft  their  recompense  may  win ; 
But  for  remoter  purposes  of  love 
And  charity;  nor  last  nor  least  for  (his. 
That  to  the  imagination  may  be  given 
A  type  and  shadow  of  an  awful  truth; 
How,  likewise,  under  sufferance  divine. 
Darkness  is  banished  from  the  realms  of 

death. 
By  man's  imperishable  spirit,  quelled. 
Unto  the  men  who  see  not  as  we  see 
Futurity  was  thought,  in  ancient  times, 
To  be  laid  open,  and  they  prophesied. 
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And  know  we  not  thai  liom  the  blind 

have  flowed 
The  highest,  holiest,  laplures  of  the  lyre; 
And  wisdom  matried  to  immorlal  verse?" 

Among  the  humbler  Woithies,  at  our 
leet 
Lying  insensible  lo  human  praise. 
Love,    ot    regret,  —  laiose    lineaments 

Have  been  portrayed,  I  guess  not;  bul  it 

chanced 
That,  neai  the  quiet  churchyard  where  we 

A  team  of  horses,  with  a  ponderous  freight 
Pressing  behind,  adown  a  ru^ed  slope. 
Whose  sharp  descent   confounded  their 

C^me  at  that  moment,  ringing  noisily. 

"Here,"   said   the  Pastor,    "do  we 


Ten  SI 


That  lies  beyond  life's  otdinaty  l> 
Upon  his  sprightly  vigor  cannot  fix 
The  obligation  ot  an  aniious  mind, 
A  pride  in  having,  or  a  fear  to  lose; 
Possessed   like  outskirts  of  some  large 


lord! 
Yet  is  the  creature  rational,  endowed 
With  foresight;  hears,  too,  every  sabliath 

The  Christian  promise  withatlentive  ear; 
Nor  will,  I  trust,  the  Majesty  ol  Heaven 
Reject  the  incense  offered  up  by  him, 
Thougbof  the  kind  which  beastsand  birds 

present 
In  grove  or  pasture;  cheerfulness  of  soul. 
From  trepidation  and  repining  free. 

many  scrupulous  worshippers  fall 

Upon  their  knees,  and  daily  homage  pay 
Less  worthy,  less  religious  even,  than  his! 


Nor  fail  to  note  the  Man  wbo  guides  the 

He  was  a  peasant  of  the  lowest  class : 
Gray  locks  profusely  round  his  temples 

In  clustering  curls,  like  ivy,  which  the  bite 
Of  winter  cannot  thin;  the  Iresh  air  lodged 
Within  his  cheek,  as  light  within  a  cloud; 
And  he  returned  our  greeting  with  a  smile. 
When  he  had  passed,  the  Solitary  spake; 
"  A  Man  he  seems  of  cheerful  yesterdays 
And  confident  to-morrows;  with  a  face 
Not  worldly-minded,  for  it  bears  too  much 
Of      Nature's      impress, — gayety     and 

health, 
Freedom  and  hope ;  but  keen,  withal,  and 

His  gestures  note,  —  and  hark  I  his  tones 

Are  all  vivacious  as  his  mien  and  looks." 

The  Pastor  answered;  "Youhaveread 
him  well. 
Year  after  year  is  added  to  his  store 

Past  or  to  come;  yea,  boldly  might  I  say, 


This  qualified  respect,  the  old  Man's 


"  I  feel  at  times  a  motion  of  despite 
Towards  one,    whose  bold  contrivances 

and  skill. 
As  you  have  seen,  bear  such  conspicuous 

In  works  of  havoc;   taking  from  these 

One  after  one,  their  proudest  ornaments. 
Full  oft  his  doings  leave  me  to  deplore 
Tall  ash-tree,  sown  by  winds,  by  vapors 

nursed. 
In  the  dry  crannies  of  the  pendent  rocks; 
Light    birch,    aloft    upon    the    horizon's 

A  veil  of  glory  for  the  ascending  moon; 
And  oak  whose  roots  by  noontide  dew 

were  damped. 
And  on  whose  forehead  inaccessible 
The  laven  lodged  in  safely.  —  Many  a 

Launched  into  Morecanib-baytoiim  hath 
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Her  strong  knee -limbers,  ant]  the  masl 

that  bears 
Th?  loitiest  ol  her  pendants;   He,  from 

Or  (orest,  (etched  the  enormous  aile-tree 
That    whiils      (how    slow     itself!)    ten 

thouiiand  spindles: 
And  the  vast  engine  laboring  in  the  mine. 
Content  with  meaner  prowess,  must  have 

lacked 
The  trunk  and  body  ot   its  marvellous 

strength. 
If  his  undaunted  enterprise  had  failed 
Among  the  mountain  coves. 

Yon  household  fir, 
A  guardian  planted  to  fence  off  the  blast, 
But  lowering  high  the  roof  above,  as  if 
Its  humble  deslination  were  forgot  — 
That  sycamote,  which  annually  holds^ 
Within  ils  shade,  as  in  a  stately  lent 
On  all  sides  open  to  the  fanning  breeze, 
A  grave  assembl^e,  seated  while  they 

The  fleece-encumbered  flock  —  the  JOY- 

Around  whose  trunk  the  maidens  dance 

in  May  — 
And  theLORD'sOAK  —  would  plead  their 

several  rights 
In  vain,  if  he  were  master  ol  their  fate; 
His  sentence  to  the  axe  would  doom  them 

all. 
But,  green  in  age  and  lusty  as  he  is, 
And  promising  to  keep  his  hold  on  earth 
Less,  as  might  seem,  in  rivalship  with 

Than  with   the   forest's  more   enduring 

Hisown  appointed  hour  will  come  at  last; 
And,   like  the  haughty  Spoilers  of  the 

world, 
This  keen  Destroyer,  in  his  turn,  must 

fall. 

Now   from   the  living   pass  we   once 

From  Age,"  the  Priest  continued,  "  turn 

your  thoughts; 
From  Age,  that  often  unlamented  drops, 
And  mark  that  daisied  hillock,  three  spans 


—  Seven  lusty  Sons  sate  daily  round  the 

Of  Gold-rill  side;  and,  when  the  hope  had 
ceased 


Which  tells  her  that  aliving  child  is  born; 
And  she  lies  conscious,  in  a  blissful  rest. 
That  the  dread  storm  is  weathered  by 
them  both. 

The  Father  — him  at  this  unlooked-for 
gilt 
A  bolder  transport  seiies.     From  the  side 
Of  his  bright  hearth,  and  from  his  open 

Day  after  day  the  gladness  is  diffused 
To  all  that  come,  almost  to  all  that  pass; 
Invited,  summoned,  lo  partake  the  cheer 
Spread  on  the  never-empty  board,  and 

Health  and  good  wishes  to  his  new-born 

From  cups  replenished  by  his  joyous  hand. 
—  Those  seven    fair  brothers   variously 

Each  by  the  thoughts  best  suited   to  his 

years: 
But  most  of  all  and  with  most  thankful 

The  hoary  grandsire  fell  himself  enriched; 

A  happiness  that  ebbed  not,  but  remained 

To  nil  the  Iota)  measure  of  his  soul  I 

— ■  From  the  low  tenement,  hisown  abode. 

Whither,  as  to  a  little  private  cell. 

He  had  withdrawn  from  bustle,  care,  and 

To  spend  the  sabbath  of  old  age  in  peace, 
Once  every  day  he  duleously  repaired 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  the  slumbering  babe : 
For  in  that  female  infant's  name  he  heard 
The  silent  name  of  his  departed  wife; 
Heart -stirring  music  1  hourly  heard  that 
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Full   blesi  he  was,   '  Another  Margaret 

Green," 
Oft  did  he  say,  'was  come  lo  Gold-rill 


Itself  had  been  un looked- toi;   oh!  dire 

Of  desolating  anguish  for  them  all ! 

—  JusI  as  the  Child  could  totter  on  the 

And,  by  some  friendly  finger's  help  up- 

Rat^e  round  the  garden  walk,  while  she 

Was  catching  al  some  novelty  of  spring, 
Gtound-flower,  or  glossy  insect  from  its 


cell 

I>rawn  by  (he  5unshin< 


It  that  hopeful 

The  winds  of  March,  smiling  insidiously, 
Raised  in  the  tender  passage  of  the  throat 
Viewless   obstruction;  whence,   all   un- 

forewained. 
The  household  lost  their  pride  and  soul's 

delight. 
—  But   time  h^h   power   to  soften  all 

r^rels. 
And  prayer  and   thought   can  bring  to 

worst  distress 
Due    resignation.      There  lore,    though 

Fail  not  to  spring  from  either  Parent's  eye 
Olt  as  they  hear  ol  sorrow  like  their  own, 
Vet  this  departed  Little-one,  too  long 
The   innocent   troubler  of    their   quiet. 

In  what  may  now  be  called  a  peaceful  bed. 

On  a  bright  day  —  so  calm  and  bright, 
it  seemed 
To  us,  with  our  sad  spirits,  heavenly- 

These  mountains  echoed  to  an  unknown 

A  volley,  thrice  repeated  o'er  the  Corse 
Let  down  into  the  hollow  of  that  grave, 
Whose  shelving  sides  are  red  with  naked 

mould. 
Ye  rains  of  April,  duly  wet  this  earth  ! 
Spare,  burning  sun  ol  midsummer,  these 


That  they  may  knit  together,  and  there- 
with 

Our  thoughts  unite  in  kindred  quietness! 

Nor  so  the  Valley  shall  loiget  her  loss. 

Dear  Youth,  by  young  and  old  alike  be- 
loved. 

To  me  as  precious  as  my  own  1  —  Green 

May  creep  (I  wish  that  they  would  softly 

Over  thy  last  abode,  and  we  may  pass 
Reminded  less  imperiously  of  thee;  — 
The  ridge  itself  may  sink  into  the  breast 
Of  earth,  the  great  abyss,  and  be  no  more; 
Vet  shall  not  Ihy  remembrance  leave  our 

Thy  image  disappear ! 

The  Mount^n-ash 
No  eye  can  overlook,  when  'mid  a  g^ove 
Of  yet  unfaded  trees  she  lilts  her  head 
Decked  with  autumnal  berries,  that  out- 

Spiing's  richest  blossoms;   and  ye  may 


How  she  her  station  doth  adoin:  the  pool 
Glows  at  her  feet,  and  all  the  gloomy  rocks 
Are  brightened  round  her.     In  hts  native 

vale 
Such  and  so  glorious  did  this  Youth  ap- 

Asight  that  kindled  pleasure  in  all  hearts 
By  his  ingenuous  beauty,  by  the  gleam 
Of  his  fair  eyes,  by  his  capacious  brow. 
By  all  the  graces  with  which  nature's  hand 
Had  lavishly  arrayed  him.  As  old  bards 
Tell  in  their  idle  songs  of  wandering  gods. 
Pan  or  Apollo,  veiled  in  human  form ; 
Yet,  like  the  sweet-breathed  violet  of  the 

Discovered  in  their  own  despite  to  sense 
Of  mortals  (if  such  fables  without  blame 
May  lind  chance. mention  on  this  sacred 

ground) 
So,  through  a  simple  rustic  garb's  di^uise, 
And  through  the   impediment   of   rural 

In  trim  levealedascholar's  genius  shone; 
And  so,  not  wholly  hidden   from  men's 

sight, 
In  him  the  spirit  ol  a  hero  walked 
Our   unpretending    valley.  —  How   the 
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Whizzed  trotD  the  Stripling's 

touched  by  bim, 
The  inglorious  foot-twill  mounted  lo  the 

Oi  the  laik's  flight,  — oi  shaped  a  rain- 
Aloft,  in  prospect  of  the  shouting  field ! 
The  indefatigable  fox  had  learned 
To  dread  his  perseverance  in  the  chase. 
With  admiration  would  he  lift  his  eyes 
To  the  wide-tuling  eagle,  and  his  hand 
Was  loth  to  assault  the  majesty  he  loved : 
Else  had  the  strongest  fastnesses  proved 

To  guard  the  loyal  brood.    The  sailing 

glead. 
The  wheeling  swallow,  and  the  darting 


And  valiant;  but  young  Oswald,  like   a 

And  yel  a  modest  comrade,  led  them  forth 
From  their  shy  solitude,  to  face  the  world. 
With  a  gay  confidence  and  seemly  pride; 
Measuring  ihe  soil  beneath  their  happy 

feet 
Like  Youths  released  from  labor,  and  yet 

bound 
To   most   laborious    service,   though   to 

them 
A  festival  of  unencumbered  ease; 
The  inner  spirit  keeping  holiday. 
Like  vernal  ground  to  sabbath  sanshine 


The  sportivi 


ra-gull  dancing  with  the 
water- fowl,  (lom  distant 
centre  oi  the 


Fixed   at   their  seat, 

Were  subject  (o  young  Oswald's  steady 

And  lived  by  his  forbearance. 

From  the  coast 
Oi  France  a  boastful  Tyrant  hurled  his 

Our  Country  marked  Ihe  preparation  vast 
Of  hostile  forces;  and  she  called  —  with 

That  filled  her  plains,  that  reached  her 

And   in  remotest  vales  was  heard  —  to 

—  Then,   for   the   firs!   time,   here  you 

might  have  seen 
The  shepherd's  gray  to    martial  scarlet 

changed. 
That  flashed  unconthly  throughthe  woods 

and  fields. 
Ten  hardy  Striplings,  all  in  bright  attire, 
And  graced  with  shining  weapons,  weekly 

marched. 
From  (his  lone  valley,  lo  a  central  spot 
Where,  in   assemblage  with  the   flower 

and  choice 
Of  the  surrounding  dbtrict,  they  might 

The   rudiments   of  war  ;    ten  —  hardy, 
strong. 


Oft  have  I  marked  him,  i 


e  lei- 


Stretched  on  the  grass,  or  seated  in  the 

Among  his  fellows,  while  an  ample  map 
Before  their  eyes  lay  carefully  outspread. 
From  which  the  gallant  teacher  would 

discourse, 
Now  pointing  this  way,  and  now  that. — 

'Herefiows,' 
Thus  would   he  say,  'the   Rhine,  that 

famous  stream  1 
'  Eastward,  the  Danube  toward  this  in- 


land s( 
'  A  mightier  : 


r,  winds  from  realm  to 

'  And,  like  a  serpent,  shows  his  glitterii^ 

'  Bespotted  —  with  innumerable  isles: 
'  Here  leigns  the  Russian,  there  the  Turk } 

'  His  capital  city  I '  Thence,  along  a  tract 
Of  livelier  interest  to  his  hopes  and  (ears. 
His  finger  moved,  distinguishing  the  spots 
Where    widespread    conflict    then    most 

fiercely  raged ; 
Nor  left  nnstigmatiied  those  fatal  fields 
On  which  the  sons  of  mighty  Germany 
Were  taught  a  base  submission.  —  '  Here 

behold 
'  A  nobler  race,  the  Switzeis,  and  their 

land, 
'  Vales  deeper   far   than  these  of  ours, 

huge  woods, 
'And  mountains  white  with  everlasting 
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—  And,  surely,  he,  thai  spake  with  kind- 
ling brow, 
Was  a  Itue  patriot,  hopeful  as  the  best 
Ol  thai  young  peasantry,  who,  in  our  days, 
Have  lought  and  perished  for  Helvetia's 

rights  — 
Ah,  Dol  invainl — oi  Ihose  who,  in  old 


When  he  had  risen  alone !     No  braver 

Youth 
Descended  from  Judean  heights,  to  march 
With  righteous  Joshua;  not  appeared  in 

When  grove  was  felled,  and  altar  was 
cast  down, 

And  Gideon  blew  the  tnmipet,  soul- in- 
flamed, 

And  strong  in  hatred  of  idolatry." 

The  Pastor,  even  as  il   by  these  last 

Raised  from  his  seat  within  the  chosen 
shade. 

Moved  towaid  the  grave;  — instinctively 
his  steps 

We  followed;  and  my  voice  with  joy  ex- 
claimed : 

' '  Power  to  Ihe  Oppressors  oi  the  world 


A  might  of  which  they  d: 


Oh! 


Which  the  mild  sunbeam  halh  not  power 

Ye  Thrones  that  have  defied  remorse,  and 

Pity  away,  soon  shall  ye  quake  with  fear! 
For,  not  unconscious  of  the  mighty  debt 
Which  to  outrageous  wrong  the  sufferer 

Europe,  through  all  her  habitable  bounds. 
Is  thirsting  tor  their  overthrow,  who  yet 
Survive,  as  pagan  temples  stood  of  yore, 
Byhorrorof  their  impious  rites,  preserved; 
Are  still  permitted  to  extend  their  pride, 
Like  cedars  on  the  lop  of  Lebanon 
Darkening  the  sun- 
But  less  impatient  thoughts. 
And  love  '  all  hoping  and  expecting  all,' 
This  hallowed  grave  demands,  where  rests 

in  peace 
A  humble  champion  ui  the  belter  cause, 
A  Peasant-youth,  so  call  him,  lor  he  asked 
No  higher  name;   in  whom  our  country 

As  in  a  favorite  son,  most  beautiful. 

In  spite  ol  vice,  and  misery,  and  disease, 

Spread  with  Ihe  spreading  of  her  wealthy 

arts, 
England,  the  ancient  and  the  free,  ap- 

[n  him  to  stand  before  my  swimming  eyes, 
Unconquerably  virtuous  and  secure. 
—  No  more  ol  this,  lest  1  offend  his  dust: 
Short  was  his  life,  and  a  brief  tale  remains. 


To  be  the  awakener  of  divinest  thoughts, 
Father  and  founder  of  exalted  deeds; 
And,  to  whole  nations  bound  in  servile 

The  liberal  donor  of  capacities 
More  than  heroic  !  this  to  be,  nor  yel 
Have  sense  of  one  connatural  wish,  nor 

yel 
Deserve  the  least  return  of  human  (hanks; 
Winning  no  recompense  but  deadly  hate 
Wilh    pity    mixed,   astonishment    with 

When    (his    involuntary    strain     had 

The   Pastor  said:    "So   Providence    is 

The  forkM  weapon  of  the  skies  can  send 
IlluminatioD  into  deep,  dark  holds. 


a  day  of  annual 

His  steps  had  followed,  fleetest  of  the  fleet, 
The    red-deer   driven   along   its   native 

heights 

With  cry  ol  hound  and  horn;   and,  from 
that  toil 
^turned  wilh  sinews  weakened  and  re- 
laxed, 
ThisgenerousYoulh,  too  negligent  of  self. 
Plunged  —  'mid  a  gay  and  Uisy  throng 

convened 
To  wash  the  fleeces  of  his  Father's  flock  — 
Into  the  chilling  flood.      Convulsions  dire 
Seized   him,  that   self-same  night;    and 
through  the  space 
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Of  twelve  ensuing  days  his  (rame  was 
wrenched, 

Till  nature  rested  iiom  her  work  in  death. 

To  hioi,  thus  snatched  away,  his  com- 
rades paid 

A  soldier's  honors.     At  his  iuneral  hour 

Brighl  was  the  sun,  the  sky  a  doudkss 
blue— 

A  golden  lustre  slept  upon  the  hills; 

And  if  by  chance  a  stranger,  wandering 

From  some  commanding  eminence  had 

Down  on  this  spot,  well  pleased  would 

A  glittering  spectacle;   but  every  face 
Was  pallid:  seldom  hath  that  eye  been 

With  tears,  that  wept  not  then;    nor  were 

the  few, 
Who  from  their  dwellings  came  not  forth 

la  this  sad  service,  less  disturbed  than  we. 

They  started  al  the  tributary  peal 

Of  instantaneous  thunder,  which  an- 
nounced. 

Through  the  still  air,  the  closing  of  the 
Grave; 

And  distant   mountains   echoed   with   a 


The   Pastor  ceased.  —  My   venerable 

Victoriously  upraised  his  clear  bright  eye; 
And,  when  that  eulogy  was  ended,  stood 
Enrapt,  as  if  his  inward  sense  perceived 
The  prolongation  of  some  still  response, 
Sent  by  the  andenl  Soul  of  this  wide  land, 
Tile  Spirit  of  its  nwuntains  and  its  seas, 
lis  cities,  temples,  fields,  its  awful  power. 
Its  rights  and  virtues  —  by  that  Deity 
Descending,  and  supporting  his  pure  heart 
With  patriotic  confidence  and  joy. 
And,  at  the  last  of  those  memorial  words, 
'llie  pining  Solitary  turned  aside; 
Whether  through  manly  instinct  to  con- 
Tender  emotions  spreading  from  (he  heart 
To  his  worn  cheeks ;  orwilh  uneasy  shame 
For  those  cold  humors  ol  habitual  spleen 
That,  fondly  seeking  in  dispraise  of  man 


Solace  and   self-excuse,  had  s 

To  self-abuse  a  not  ineloquent  tongue. 
—  Right   toward  (he  sacred  Edifice   his 

Had  been  directed;   and  we  saw  him  now 
Intent  upon  a  monumental  slone. 
Whose  uncouth  form  was  grafted  on  the 

wall. 
Or  rather  seemed  to  have  grown  into  the 

Of  the  rude  pile;   as  ott-limes  trunks  of 

Where  nature  works  in  wild  and  cra^y 

spots. 
Are   seen   incorporate   with   the    living 

Toendureforaye.  The  Vicar,  taking  note 
Of  his  employment,  with  a  courteous  smile 
Exclaimed  — 

"The  sagest  Antiquarian's  eye 
That  task  would  toil;  "  then,  letting  fall 

his  voice 
While  he  advanced,  thus  spake :   "  Tradi- 
tion tells 
That,  in  Eliia's  golden  days,  a  Knight 
Came  on  a  war-horse  sumptuously  atlired, 
And  fixed  his  home  in  this  sequestered 

'T  is  left  untold  if  here  he  first  drew  breath. 
Or  as  a  stranger  reached  this  deep  recess. 
Unknowing  and  unknown.     A  pleasing 

thought 
T  sometimes  entertain,  that  haply  bound 
To  Scotland's  court   in   service   of   his 

Queen, 
Or  sent  on  mission  to  some  northern  Chief 
Of  England's  realm,  this  vale  he  might 

With  transient  observation;  and  thence 


An  image  fair,  which,  brightening  in  his 

soul 
When  joy  o(  war  and  pride  of  chivalry 
Languished  beneath  accumulated  years, 
Had  power  to  draw  him  from  the  world, 

resolved 
To  make  that  paradise  his  chosen  home 
To  which  his  peaceful  fancy  oH  had  turned. 

Vague  thoughts  are  these;   but,  if  belief 

Upon  unwritten  story  fondly  traced 
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From  sire  to  son,  in  this  obscure  retreat 
The    Knight    arrived,   with   spear   and 

shield,  and  borne 
Upon  a  Charger  gorgeously  Ijedecked 
With  broidered  housings.     And  the  lofty 

Steed  — 
His    sole    companion,  and   his   laithfui 

Whom  he.  in  gratitude,  lei  loose  to  range 
In  fertile  pastures^  was  beheld  with  eyes 
Ot  admiration  and  delighKul  awe, 
By  those  unlravelled   Dalesmen.     With 

less  pride, 
Vet  free  from  touch  ol  envious  discontent, 
Tbey  saw  a  mansion  at  his  bidding  rise, 
Like  a  bright  star,  amid  the  lowly  band 
Of    their    rude   homesteads.     Here   the 

Warrior  dwell; 
And,  in  thai  mansion,  children  of  his  own, 
Or  kindred,  gathered  round  him.     As  a 

Thai  falls  and  disappears,  the  house  is 

gone; 
And,  through  improvidence  or  want  of 

love 
For  ancient  worth  and  honorable  things. 
The  spear  and  shield  are  vanished,  which 

the  Knight 
Hung  in  his  rustic  hall.     One  ivied  arch 
Myself  have  seen,  a  gale  way,  last  remains 
Of  that  foundation  in  domestic  care 
Raised  by  his  hands.     And  now  no  trace 

is  left 
Of  the  mlld-hearled  Champion,  save  this 

Faithless  memorial !  and  his  family  name 
Borne  by  yon    clustering    cottages,   that 

sprang 
From  out  the  ruins  of  his  stately  lodge; 
These,  and   the   name   and  title  at   full 

Sir   ^Ittth   Itttling,   with   appropriate 

Accompanied,  still  enlant,  in  a  wreath 
Or  posy,  girding  round  the  several  fronts 
Of  three  clear -sounding  and  harmonious 

bells. 
That  in  the  steeple  hang,  his  pious  gift." 

"  So  fails,  so  languishes,  grows  dim. 

The  gray'hftired  Wanderer  pensively  ex- 
clsinied. 


"  All  that  this  world  is  proud  of.     From 

their  spheres 
The  stars  of  human  glory  are  cast  down; 
Perish  the  roses  and  the  lowers  of  kings,' 
Princes,  and  emperors,  and  the  crowns  and 

Ot  all  the  m^hty,  withered  and  consumed ! 
Nor  is  power  given  to  lowliest  innocence 
Long  to  protecther  own.     The  man  him- 


Departs;  and  soon  is  spent  theline  of  those 
Who,  in  the  bodily  image,  in  the  mind. 
In  heart  or  soul,  in  station  or  pursuit. 
Did  most  resemble  him.     Degrees  and 

Fraternities  and  orders  —  heaping  high 
New  wealth  upon  the  burthen  of  (he  old, 
And  placing  trust  in  privilege  confirmed 
And  reK:onfirmed  —  are  scoffed  at  with  a 

Ot  greedy  foretaste,  from  the  secret  stand 
Of  Desolation,  aimed;  to  slow  decline 
These  yield,  and  these  to  sudden  over- 

Their  virtue,  service,  happiness,  and  stale 
Expire;   and  nature's  pleasant  robe   of 

green, 
Humanity's  appointed  shroud,  enwraps 
Their  monuments  and  their  memory.  The 


Of  social  nature  changes  evermore 
Her  organs  and  her  members,  with  decay 
Restless,  and  restless  generation,  powers 
And   functions  dying  and   produced   at 

And  by  this  law  the  mighty  whole  sub- 

With  an  ascent  and  prioress  in  the  main; 
Yet,  oh  !  how  disproportioned  10  the  hopes 
And  expectations  of  self  flattering  minds  ! 

The  courteous  Knight,  whose  bones  are 


□1 

Whence  alteration  in  the  forms  ol  things. 
Various  and  vast.     A  memorable  age! 
Which  did  to  him  assign  a  pensive  lot  — 
To  linger  'mid  the  last  of  those  bright 

That,  on  the  steady  breeie  of  honor,  sailed 
■  See  Note, 
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And  its  devotion  gradually  decline, 
(While  war,  relinquishing  the  lance  and 

shield, 
Her  temper  changed,  and  bowed  (o  other 

Im) 
Had  also  witnessed,  in  his  morn  of  life. 
That  violent  commotion,  which  o'er  threw. 
In  town  and  city  and  sequestered  glen, 
Altar,  and  cross,  and  church  of  solemn 

And  old  religious  house  —  pile  aller  pile; 
Andshook  their  tenants  out  into  the  fields, 
Dke  wild  beasts  without  homel     Their 

But  why  no  softenitkg  though)  of  grati- 
tude, 

No  just  remembrance,  scruple,  or  wise 
doubt? 

Benevolence  is  mild;  nor  borrows  help. 

Save  at  worst  need,  liom  bold  impetuous 

Fitliest  allied  to  anger  and  revenge. 
Bu(  Human-kind  rejoices  in  the  might 
Of  mutability;  and  airy  hopes, 
Dancing  around  her,  hinder  and  disturb 
Those  meditations  of  the  soul  that  feed 
The  retrospective  virtues.    Festive  songs 
Break  from  the  maddened  nations  at  (he 

sight 
Of  sudden  overthrow;  and  cold  neglect 
Is  the  sure  consequence  of  slow  decay. 

Even,"  said  (he  Wanderer,  "as  that 

Bound  by  his  vow  to  labor  for  redress 
Of  all  who  suffer  wrong,  and  to  enact 
By  sword  and  lance  the  law  of  gentleness, 
(if  I  may  venture  of  myself  to  speak, 
Trusting  that  not  incongruously  [  blend 
Low  things  with  lofty)   I  loo  shall  be 

doomed 
To  outlive  the  kindly  nse  and  fair  esteem 
Of   the   poor  calling  which    my   youth 

embraced 
Withnounworthypiospecl.  Butenougb; 
— Thoughtscrowduponme  —  and  't  were 

seemlier  now 
To  stop,  and  yield  our  gracious  Teacher 

thanks 
for  the  pathetic  records  which  his  voice 


Halh  here  delivered;  words  of  heartfelt 


truth. 
Tending    to 

To  hope  and  love;  to  confident  r 
In  God;  and  reverence  for  the 


Book  Eighth. 

the  passonagb. 

argumbnt. 

Pulor*!  apoli^jr  and  appidieDsi 
mighlhave  detained  hitAudftanto 
the  Puior's  invitalioD  la  his  liaiis 
dialndiaed  lo  tomply  —  Rallies  ihe  ' 
Andplaylully. 


when    afflictioD 


lies  the  Wanderer  — 
patiion  between  hU 
of  the  Knighl-erranl 


and  chiefly  as  it  hu  affected  tlie  humbler 


indiwtrf  among  the  humbler  Claues  of  Society  — 
Picture  of  a  Child  employed  In  a  CoCton-nill  - 
Ignorance  and  degradation  of  Children  among  Ihe 

broken  off  by  a  renewed  Iniritillon  from  ihe  Pas. 
tor  —  Path  leading  to  hill  House  —  Its  appearance 
described  —  His  Djughter—  His  Wife  —  His  Son 


by  the  light  of  them. 


With   a  sedate   compliance,  which   the 

Priest 
Failed  not  (o  notice,  inly  pleased,  and 

"  If  ye,  by  whom  invited  I  began 
These  narrativesof  calm  and  humble  life. 
Be  satisfied  ('is  well,  —  the  end  is  gained; 
And,  in  return  for  sympathy  bestowed 
And  patient  listening,  (hanksaccept  from 
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Are  they — and  might  demand  a  seraph's 

tongue, 
Were  they  not  equal  to  their  own  support ; 
And  theiefore  no  incompetence  of  mine 
Could  do  them   wrong.     The   universal 

Of  human  nature,  in  a  spot  like  this. 
Present  ihemselves  at  once  to  all  men's 

Ye  wished  [or  flcl  and  circumstance,  that 

make 
The  individual  known  and  understood; 
And  such  as  tny  best   judgment  could 

From  what  the  pla 

given; 
Though  apprehem 


e  afforded,  have  been 
ons  crossed   roe  that 


To  his  might  well  be  likened,  who  unlocks 
A  cabinet  stoied  wilh  gems  and  pictures  — 

His  treasures  forth,  soliciting  regard 
To  (his,  and  this,  as  wortluer  than  the 

last, 
Till  the  spectator,  who  awhile  was  pleased 
More  than  the  eihibilor  himself,  becomes 
Weaiy  and  faint,  and  longs  to  be  released. 

—  But  let  us  hence  I  my  dwelling  is  in 

And  ihete  —  ' ' 

At  this  (he  Solitary  shrunk 
With  backward  will;   but,  wanting  not 

address 
That  inward  motion  to  disguise,  he  said 
To  his  Compatriot,  smiting  as  he  spake; 

—  "  The  peaceable  remains  of  (his  good 

Knigh( 
Would  be  disturbed,  I  fear,  with  wrathful 

If  consciousness  could  reach  him  where  he 

That  one,  albeit  of  these  degenerate  times, ' 
Deploring    changes    past,    or    dreading 

Foreseen,  had  dared  to  couple,  even  in 

thought, 
The  fine  voci'tion  of  the  sword  and  lanc« 
With  the  gross  aims  and  body-bending 

toil 
Of  a  poor  brotherhood  who  walk   the 

I^tied,  and,  where  they  are  not  known, 
despised. 


Yet,  by  the  good  Knight's  leave,  (he 
Are  graced  with  some  resemblance.    Er- 

Exiles  and  wanderers  —  and  the  like  are 

these; 
Who,  with  their  burthen,  traverse  bill 

and  dale. 
Carrying  relief  for  nalnre's  simple  wants. 

—  What  though  no  higher  recompense  be 

sought 
Than  honest  maintenance,  by  irksome  toil 
Full   oft   procured,  yet  may  they  chum 

Among   the    intelligent,   for   what   (his 

Enables  them  to  be  and  to  perform. 
Their  lardy  steps  give  leisure  to  observe. 
While  solitude  permits  the  mind  to  feel; 
Instructs,  and  prompts  her  lo  supply  de- 

tects 
By  the  division  of  her  inward  self 
For  grateful  converse :  and  to  these  poor 

Nature  (I  hut  repeat  your  favorite  boast) 
Is  bountiful  —  go  wheresoe'er  they  may; 
Kind  nature's  various  wealth  is  all  iheir 

Versed  in  the  characters  of  men;   and 

By  ties  ol  daily  interest,  to  maintain 
Conciliatory  manners  and  smooth  speech; 
Such  have  been,  and  still  are  in  their  de- 
gree. 
Examples  efficacious  to  refine 
Rude  intercourse;  apt  agents  to  expel. 
By  importation  of  uiilooked-loi  arts, 
^rbarian  torpor,  and  blind  prejudice; 
Raising,  through  just  gradation,  savage 

life 
To  rustic,  and  (he  rustic  to  urbane. 

—  Within    (heir    moving    roagaiines  is 

Power  that  comes  forth  to  quicken  and 

exalt 
Affections  sealed  in  (he  mother's  breast. 
And  in  the  lover's  fancy;   and  to  feed 
The    sober    sympathies    of    long -tried 

these   Itinerants,   as  experienced 
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Tears  wipe  away,  and  pleasant  lidings 
Could    the    pcoud  que^t  ol    chivalry  do 

"Happy,"    rejoined    (he    Wanderer, 

"  they  who  gain 
A  panegyric  from  youi  generous  tongue  ! 
Bui,  if  to  these  Wayfarers  tince  pertained 
Aught  of  romantic  interest,  il  is  gone. 
Their  purer  service,  in  this  realm  at  least. 
Is  past  forever.  —  An  inventive  Age 
flas  wrought,  if  not  with  speed  of  magic, 

yet 
To  most  strange  issues.     I  have  lived  to 

mark 
A  new  and  unforeseen  creation  rise 
From  out  Ihe  labors  of  a  peaceful  Land 
Wielding  her  potent  enginery  lo  frame 
And  to  produce,  with  appetite  as  keen 
As  that  oj  war,  which  tests  not  night  or 

Industrious  to  destroy  1      With   Iruitless 

Might  one  like  me  nmu  visit  many  a  tract 
Which,  in  his  youth,  he  trod,  and  trod 

A  lone  pedestrian  with  a  scanty  freight, 
Wished-for,  or  welcome,  wheresoe'er  he 


01  a  green  hill  or  hank  of  rugged  streaoi. 
The  loot-path  lainlly  marked,  the  horse- 

Irack  wild. 
And  tormtdable  length  of  plashy  lane, 
(Prized   avenues    ere  others   had   been 

shaped 
Or  easier;  links   connecting   place  with 

Have  vanished— swallowed  up  by  stately 

Easy  and  bold,  that  penetrate  the  gloom 
Ot  Britain's  farthest  glens.     The  Earth 

Her  waters.  Air  her  breezes;  and  the  sail 
Otiraflic  glides  with  ceaseless  intercourse. 
Glistening  along  the  low  and  woody  dale; 

1  See  Note. 


Or,  in  its  progress,  on  the  lolty  side. 
Of  some  bare  hill,  with  wonder  kenned 
irom  far. 

Meanwhile,  at  social  Industry's  com- 

How  quick,  how  vast  an  increase !    From 

the  germ 
Ot  some  poor  hamlet,  rapidly  produced 
Here  a  huge  town,  continuous  and  corn- 
Hiding  Ihe  face  of  earth  for  leagues  — 

and  Iheie, 
Where  not  a  habitation  stood  before. 
Abodes  of  men  irregularly  massed 
Like  trees  in  forests,' — spread  through 

spacious  tracts, 
O'er  which  (he  smoke  of  unremitting  fires 
Hangspermanent,and  plentiful  as  wreaths 
Of  vapor  glittering  in  Ihe  morning  sun. 
And,  wheresoe'er  the  traveller  turns  his 

He  sees  the  barren  wilderness  erased. 
Or  disappearing;  triumph  that  proclaims 
How   much  the  mild    Directress  of    the 

plough 
Owes  to  alliance  with  these  new-born  arts ! 
—  Hence  is  the  wide   sea   peopled,  — 

hence  the  shores 
Of  Britain  are  resorted  lo  by  ships 
Freighted  from  every  climate  of  the  world 


Of  keels  that   rest  within   hei  crowded 

Oi  ride  at  anchor  in  her  sounds  and  bays; 

That  animating  spectacle  of  sails 

That,  through  her  inland  regions,  to  and 

fro 
Pass  with  the  respirations  o(  the  tide, 
Perpetual,  multitudinous  I     Finally, 
Hence  a  dread  arm  of  floating  power,  s 

Of  thunder  daunting  those  who  would  ap- 
proach 
With  hostile  purposes  the  blessid  Isle, 
Truth's  consecrated  residence,  the  seat 
Impregnable  ol  Liberty  and  Peace. 
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And  Heaven'sgood  providence,  preserved 

With  you  I  grieve,  when  on  the  darker 

side 
Of  this  great  change  I  look;   and  there 

behold 
Such  outrage  done  to  nature  as  compels 
The  indignant  power  to  justify  herself; 
Vea,  to  avenge  her  violated  rights. 
For  England's  bane.  —  When  soothing 

darkness  spreads 
O'er  hill  and  vale,"  the  Wanderer  thus 

His  recollections,  "and  the  punctual  stars, 
While  all  things  else  are  gathering  to  their 

Advance,  and  in  the  fitmamenl  of  heaven 
Glitter  —  but  undisturbing,  undisturbed; 
As  ii  their  silent  company  were  charged 
With  peaceful  admonitions  for  the  heart 
Of  all-beholding  Man,  earth's  thoughtful 

lord; 
Then,  in  lull  many  a  region,  once  like  this 
The  assured  domain  of  calm  simplicity 
And  pensive  quiet,  an  unnatural  light 
Prepared  for  ncTer-resling  Labor's  eyes 
Breaks    from   a   many -windowed    fabric 

huge; 
And  at  the  appointed  hour  a  bell  is  heard — 
Of  harsher  import  than  the  curfew -knoll 
That  spake  the  Norman  Conqueror's  stem 

behest  — 
A  local  summons  to  unceasing  toil ! 
Di^otged  are  now  the  ministers  of  day; 
And,  as  they  issue  from  the  illumined  pile, 
A  (resh  band  meets  them,  at  the  crowded 

And  in  the  courts  —  and  where  the  rum. 

That  turns  the  multitude  of  dizzy  wheels. 
Glares,  like  a  troubled  spirit,  in  its  bed 
Among  the  roclts  below.    Men,  m^dens, 

youths. 
Mother  and  little  children,  boys  and  girls. 
Enter,  and  each  the  wonted  task  resumes 
Within  this  temple,  where  is  offered  up 
To  Gain,  the  master  idol  of  the  realm. 
Perpetual  sacrifice.     Even  thus  o(  old 
Out  ancestors,  within  the  still  domain 
Of  vast  cathedral  or  conventual  church, 
Their  vigils  kept;   where  tapers  day  and 

On  the  dim  altar  barned  continually, 


In  token  that  the  House 

Watching  to  God.     Religious  men  were 

they; 
Not  would  their  reason,  tutored  to  aspire 
Above  this  transitory  world,  allow 
That  there  should  pass  a  moment  of  the 


Triumph  who  will  in  these  pro faner  rites 
Which  we,  a  generation  self- extol  led. 
As  lealously  perform  !     I  cannot  share 
His  proud  complacency; — yet  do  I  exult, 
Casting  reserve  away,  exult  lo  see 
An  intellectual  mastery  exercised 
O'er  the  blind  elements;  a  purpose  given, 
A  perseverance  (ed;   almost  a  soul 
Imparted  —  to  brute  matter.     I  rejoice, 
Measuring    the    force    of  those    gigantic 

That,  1^  the  thinking  mind,  have  been 

compelled 
To  serve  the  will  of  feeble-bodied  Man. 
For  with  the  sense  of  admiration  blends 
The  animating  hope  that  lime  may  come 
When,  strengthened,  yet  not  daziled,  by 

the  might 
Of  this  dominion  over  nature  gained. 
Men  of  all  lands  shall  exercise  the  same 
In  due  proportion  to  their  country's  need; 
Learning,  though  late,  that  all  true  glory 

All  praise,  all  safely,  and  all  happiness. 
Upon  the  moral  law.  Egyptian  Thebes, 
Tyre,    by    the    margin  of    the  sounding 


raised. 

— ^Call  Archimedes  from  his  buried  tomb 
Upon  the  grave  of  vanished  Syracuse, 
And  feelingly  the  Sage  shall  make  report 
How  insecure,  how  baseless  in  itself, 
Is  the  Philosophy  whose  sway  depends 
On   mere   material   instruments; — how 

weak 
Those  arts,  and  high  inventions,  if  un- 

propped 
By  viitue.  —  He,   sighii^  with  pensive 

gtlet. 
Amid  his  calm  abstractions,  would  admit 
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When  from  the  Wanderer's  lips  these 

I  said,  "  And,  did  in  truth  those  vaunted 

Arts 
Possess  such  privilege,  how  could  we  es- 

Sadness  and  keen  regiet,  we  who  teveie, 
And  would  preserve  as  things  above  all 

price. 
The  old  domestic  moials  oi  the  land, 
Hei  simple  manners,  and  (he  stable  worth 
That  dignified  and  cheered  a  low  estate? 
Oh  I  where  is  now  the  character  oi  peace, 
Sobriety,  and  order,  and  chaste  love. 
And  honest  dealing,  and  untainted  speech, 
And    pure    good -will,    and     hospitable 

Thai  made  the  very  thought  of  country- 
life 
A  thought  ot  refuge,  for  a  mind  detained 
Reluctantly  amid  the  bustling  crowd? 
Where  now  the  beauty  of  the  sabbath  kepi 
With  conscientious  reverence,  as  a  day 
By  the  almighty  Lawgiver  pronounced 
Holy  and  blest?  and  where  the  winning 

Of  all  the  lighter  ornaments  Btlached 
To  time  and  season,  as  the  year  rolled 
round P  " 

"  Fled  !  "  was  the  Wanderer's  passion- 
ate response, 

"  Fled  utterly !  or  only  (o  be  traced 

In  a  few  fortunate  retreats  like  this; 

Which  I  behold  with  trembling,  when  I 
think 

What  lamentable  change,  a  year — a 
month  — 

May  bring;   that  brook  converting  as  It 


It  of  deadly  bane 
For  those,  who,  yet  untempted  to  forsake 
The  simple  occupations  of  their  sires, 
Drink    the    pure    water   oi   its  innocent 

With  lip  almost  as  pure.  —  Domestic  bliss 
(Or  call  it  comfort,  by  a  humbler  name, ) 
How  artthou  blighted  for  the  poor  Man's 
heart  1 


Lo  t  in  such  neighborhood,  from  mora  to 

The  habitations  empty !  or  perchance 
The  Mother  lelt  alone,  —  no  helping  hand 
To  rock  Ihe  cradle  of  her  peevish  babe; 
No  daughters   round    her,    busy    al    the 

Or  in  dispatch  of  each  day's  little  growth 
Of  household  occupation;  no  nice  arts 
Of  needle-work;    no  bustle  a(  the  fire. 
Where  once  the  dinner  was  prepared  with 

Nothing  to  speed  the  day,  or  cheer  the 

Nothing  to  praise  to  teach,  or  lo  corn- 


No  longer  led  or  followed  by  the  Sons; 
Idlers  perchance  they  were,  —  but  in  Aii 

Breathing  iresb  air,  and  treading  the  green 

earth ! 
'Till   their   short   holiday  of  childhood 

Ne'er  to  return  I    That  birthright  now  is 

lost. 
Economists  will  tell  you  that  the  Stale 
Thrives    by    the    forfeiture  —  unfeeling 

thought, 
And  false  as  monstrous  '.     Can  the  mother 

By  the  destruction  of  her  innocent  sons 


Blocks  out  the  forms  of  n 


The  reason,  famishes  the  heart,  shuts  up 
The  infant  Being  in  itself,  and  makes 
Its  very  spring  a  season  of  decay  ! 
The  lot  is  wretched,  the  condition  sad. 
Whether  a  pining  discontent  survive, 
And  thirst  for  change;  or  habit  hath  sub- 
dued 
TTie  soul  deprest,'dejected  — even  to  love 
Of  her  close  tasks,  and  long  captivity. 

Oh.  banish  far  such  wisdom  as  con- 

A  native  Briton  to  these  inward  chains, 
Fixed  in  his  soul,  so  early  and  so  deep; 
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And  r 


he  I. 


consent,  or  knowledge, 
)  whom  release  comes 
le.     The  boy,  where'er 


Is  still  a  prisonei;   when  the  wind  is  up 
Among  the  clouds,  and  roars  throi^h  Ihe 

Or  when  the  sun  is  shining  in  the  east, 
QuiPl  and  calm.     Behold  bim  —  in  the 

Oi  his  attainments?  no;  but  with  the  air 
Fanning  his  temples  under  heaven's  blue 

His  raiment,  whitened  o'er  with  cotlon- 

flakes 
Or  locks  of  wool,  announces  whence  he 


Creeping  his  gait  and  cowering,  his  lip 

His  respiration  quick  and  audible; 
And  scarcely  could  you  lancy  thai  a  gleam 
Could  break  from  out  those  languid  eyes, 

or  a  blush 
Mantle  upon  his  cheek.     Is  this  the  toim, 
Is   that  the  countenance,   and  such  the 

port. 
Of  no  mean  Bejng?    One  who  should  be 

clothed 
With  dignity  befitting  his  proud  hope; 
Who,  in  his  very  childhood,  should  ap- 

Sublime  from  present  parity  and  joy  '. 
The  limbs  increase;  but  liberty  ol  mind 
Is  gone  torever;  and  this  organic  frame, 
So  joyful  in  its  motions,  is  become 
Dull,  to  the  joy  of  herown  motions  dead; 
And  even  the  touch,  soexquisitely  poured 
Through  the  whole  body,  with  a  languid 

Performs  its  functions;  rarely  competent 
To  impress  a  virid  feeling  on  the  mind 
Of  whit  there  is  delightful  in  the  breeze, 
The  gentle  visitations  of  the  sun. 
Or  lapse  of  liquid  element — -by  hand. 
Or  fool,  or  lip,  in  summer's  warmth  — 

— Can  hope  look  forward  to  a  manhood 

On  such  foundations?" 

"  Hope  is  none  for  him  I  " 
The  pale  Recluse  indignantly  exclaimed, 


"  And  tens  of  thousands  suffer  wrong  as 

Vet  be  il  asked,  in  justice  to  our  age. 
If  there   were   not,   before    those    ails 

appeared. 
These  structures  rose,  commingling  old 

and  young. 
And  unripe  sex  with  sex,  for  mutual  tainl; 
I(  there  were  not,  ttin,  in  our  far-famed 

Isle, 
Midtitudes,     who     from    Infancy    had 

breathed 
Air  unimprisoned,  and  had  lived  at  large; 
Yet  walked  beneath  the  sun,  in  human 

As  abject,  as  d^aded?    At  this  day. 
Who  shall  enumerate  the  criuy  huts 
And   tottering  hovels,  whence  do  issue 

(orth 
A  ragged  Offspring,  with  their  upright 

Crowned  like  the  image  of  Fantastic  Fear ; 
Or  wearing,  (shall  we  say?)  in  thai  white 

An  ill-adjusted  turban,  lor  defence 

Or  fierceness,  wreathed  around  their  sun- 

burnl  brows. 
By  savage  Nature?     Shrivelled  are  their 

lips, 
Naked,  and  colored  like  the  soil,  the  feet 
On  which  they  stand;  as  if  thereby  they 

Some  nourishment,  as  trees  do  by  their 

From  earth,  (he  common  mother  of  us  all. 
Figure  and  mien,  complexion  and  attire. 
Are  leagued  to  strike  dismay;   but  out- 
stretched hand 
And  whining  voice  denote  them  suppli- 

For  the  least  boon  that  pity  can  bestow. 
Such  on  the  breast  of  darksome  heaths  are 

And  with  their  parents  occupy  the  skirls 
Of  lurie-clad  commons;    such  are   born 

and  reared 
Al  the  mine's  mouth  under  impending 

Or  dwell  in  chambers  of  some  natural 

Or  where  their  ancestors  erected  huts. 
For  the  convenience  of  unlawful  gain, 
In  forest  pnrlieus;  and  the  like  are  bred. 
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All  England  through,  where  nooks  and 

slips  qI  ground 
PurloJHed,  in  times  less  jealous  than  our 

From  the  green  margin. of  the  public  way, 
A  residence  afford  Chem,  'mid  the  bloom 
And  gayely  of  cultivated  fields. 
Such  (we  will  hope  the  lowest  in  the  scale) 
Do  I  remember  oft-llmes  to  have  seen 
'Mid  Buxton 'sdreaiy  heights.    In  earnest 

watch. 
Till   the  awiCt   vehicle    approach,   they 

Then,  following  closely  with  tlie  cloud  of 

dust, 
An  uncouth  feat  exhibit,  and  are  gone 
Heels  overhead,  like  tumblers  onastage. 
—  Up  from  (he  ground  they  snatch  the 

And,  on  the  freight  of  merry  passengers 
Fixing  a  steady  eye,  maintain  their  speed; 
And   spin — :3nd   pant  —  and  overhead 

Wild   pursuiiants!  until  their  breath  is 

lost, 
Or  bounty  tiies — and  every  face,  that 

smiled 
Encouragement,  hath  ceased  to  look  that 

— -  But,  like  the  vagrants  of  the  gypsy  tribe. 
These,  bred  to  little  pleasure  in  them' 

Are  profitless  to  others. 

Turn  we  then 
To  Britons  born  and  bred  within  the  pale 
Of  civil  polity,  and  early  trained 
To  earn,  by  wholesome  labor  in  the  field. 
The  bread  they  eat.     A  sample  should'  I 

give 
Of  what  this  stock  hatb  long  produced 

The  tender  age  of  life,  ye  would  exclaim, 
'Is  this  the  whistling  plough-boy  whose 

shrill  notes 
Impart  new  gladness  to  the  morning  air  I ' 
Forgive  me  if  I  venture  to  suspect 
That  many,  sweet  to  hear  of  in  soft  verse. 
Are  of  no  liner  frame.    Stiff  are  his  joints; 
Beneath  a  cumbrous  frock,  that  to  the 

knees 
Invests  the  thriving  churl,  his  legs  appear. 
Fellows  to  those  that  lustily  upheld 
The  wooden  stools  for  everlasting  use. 


Whereon   our  fathers  sate.     And  mark 

his  brow 
Under  whose  sba^y  canopy  are  set 
Two  eyes  —  not  dim,  but  of  a  healthy 

Wide,  sluggish,  blank,  and  ignorant,  and 


mge- 

Proclaiming  boldly  that  they  never 
A  look  or  motion  of  intelligence 
From  infant-conning  of  the  Christ- 


drew 


Or  puzzling   through  a 
Till  perfect  mastery  cri 


rimer,  line  by 
n  tfae  pains  at 


—  What  kindly  warmth   from  touch  !of 

fostering  hand. 
What  penetrating  power  of  sunor  breeze. 
Shall  e'er  dissolve  the  crust  wherein  his 

Sleeps,  like  a  caterpillar  sheathed  in  icef 

This  torpor  is  no  pitiable  work 

Of  modern  ingenuity;   no  town 

Nor  crowded  city  can  be  taxed  with  aught 

Of  sottish  vice  or  desperate  breach  of  law. 

To  which  (and  who  can  tell  where  or 

ho,  TO-P) 

He  may  be  roused-     Thb  Boy  the  fields 

produce : 
His  spade  and  hoe,  mattock  and  glitter- 
ing scythe, 
The  carter's  whip  that  on  his  shoulder  rests 
In  air  high- towering  with  a  boorish  pomp, 
The  sceptre  of   his  sway;  his  country's 

Hei  equal  rights,  her  churches  and  her 

schools  — 
What  have  they  done  for  him?    And, 


This  ardent  sally  pleased  the  mild  good 
To  whom  the  appeal  couched  in  its  clos- 

Was   pointedly  addressed:    and   to   the 

thoughts 
That,  in  assent  or  opposition,  rose 
Within  his  mind,  he  seemed  prepared  to 

give 
Prompt  utterance;  but  the  Vicar  inter- 
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With  invilalion  urgently  renewed. 

—  We  followed,  taking  as  he  led,  a  path 
Along  a  hedge  of  hollies  dark  and  tall, 
Whose  flexile  boughs  low  bending  with 

a  weight 
Of  leafy  spray,  concealed  the  stems  and 

Thai   gave  them   nourishmenl.      When 

(tosIv  winds 
Howl  fiomthenoilh,  what  kindly  warmth, 

melhought, 
Is  here  —  how  grateful  this  impervious 

—  Not  shaped  by  simple  wearing  of  the 

foot 
On  rural  business  passing  to  and  fro 
Was  the  commodious  walk :  a  careful  hand 
Had  marked  ihe  line,  and  strewn  its  sur- 


leights 


I   Ihe 


Fetched    by    a    neighboring    brook.  — 

Across  Ihe  vale 
The  stately  fence  accompanied  our  steps; 
And  thus  the  pathway,  by  perennial  green 
Guarded  and  graced,  seemed   fashioned 


prayer. 

Like  image  oi  solemnity,  conjoined 

Wilh  feminine  allurement  soft  and  fair. 

The  mansion's  self  displayed;  —a  rev- 
erend pile 

With  bold  projections  and  recesses  deep ; 

Shadowy,  yet  gay  and  lightsome  as  it  stood 

Fronting  the  noontide  sun.  We  paused 
to  admire 

The  pillared  porch,  el aborajely  embossed; 

The  low  wide  windows  with  their  mul- 
lions  old; 

The  cornice,  richly  (retled,  o(  gray  stone; 

And  that  smooth  slope  from  which  ihe 
dwelling  rose, 

By  beds  and  banks  Arcadian  ol  gay 
flowers 

And  flowerine  shrubs,  protected  and 
adorned: 

Profusion  bright  1   and  every  flower  as- 


Rose  the  slim  ash  and  massy  sycamore, 
Blending  their   diverse  foliage  with  ihe 

green 
Ol  ivy,  flourishing  and  thick,  thai  clasped 
The   huge   round   chimneys,   harbor   of 

delight 
For  wren  and  redbreast,- — where  they 

Their  slender  ditties  when  the  trees  are 

bare. 
Nor  musi  I  leave  untouched  (the  picture 

Were  incomplete)  a  relique  ol  old  times 
Happily  spared,  a  liltle  Gothic  niche 
Of  nicest  workmanship;   that  once  had 

held 
The  sculptured   image   ol   some  patron- 


Bul  lo  t  where  from  Ihe  rocky  garden- 
Crowned  by  its  antique  summer-house  — 

descends. 
Light  as  the  silver  fawn,  a  radiant  Girl; 
For   she   hath   recc^nized   her   honored 

The  Wanderer  ever  welcome  !    A  prompt 

The  gladsome  Child  bestows  at  his  re- 

And,  up  the  flowery  lawn  as  we  advance, 
Hangs  on  the  old  Man  with  a  happy  look, 
And  with  a  pretty  restless  hand  ol  love. 
—  We  enter  —  by  the  Lady  ol  the  place 
Cordially  greeted.  Graceful  washer  port: 
A  lofty  stature  undepressed  by  time. 
Whose  visitation  had  not  wholly  spared 
The  tiner  lineaments  of  form  and  face; 
To  that  compleiion  brought  which  pru- 

And  wisdom  loves.  ~  But  when  a  stately 

Sails  in  smooth  weather  by  the   placid 
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Oo  homeward   voyage,  what 


-i(  1 


And  hudship  undergone  in  various  climes, 
Have  caused  her  to  abale  the  virgin  pride, 
And  that  full  trim  of  inexperienced  hope 
With  which  she  left  her  haven  —  not  for 

this. 
Should  (he  sun  strike  her,  and  the  impar- 
tial breeze 
Play  on  her  streamers,  fails  she  to  assume 
Brightness  and  touching  beauty  of  her 

That  charm  all  eyes.     So  bright,  so  fair, 

appeared 
This  goodly  Matron,  shining  in  the  beams 
Of  unexpected  pleasure. — Soon  the  board 
Was   spread,    and    we    partook    a  plain 

Here,  resting  in  cool  shelter,  we  be- 

The  mid-day  hours  with  desultory  talk; 
From  trivial  themes  to  general  argument 
Passing,  as  accident  or  fancy  led, 
Or  courtesy  prescribed.     While  question 

And  answer  flowed,  the  fetters  of  reserve 
Dropping  from  every  mind,  the  Solitary 
Resumed  the  manners  of  his  happier  days; 
And  in  the  various  conversation  bore 
A  willing,  nay,  at  times,  a  forward  part; 
Vet  with  the  grace  of  one  who  in  the  world 
Had  learned  (he  art  of  pleasing,  and  had 

Occasion  given  him  to  display  his  skill. 
Upon    the  steadfast   'vantage-ground  of 

truth. 
He  gaied,  with  admiration  unsuppressed, 
Upon  the  landscape  of  the  sun -bright  vale. 
Seen,  from  the  shady  room  in  which  we  sale. 
In  softened  perspective;  and  more  than 

Praised  the  consummate  harmony  serene 
Of  gravity  and  elegance,  diffused 
Around  (he  mansion  and  its  whole  do- 


The  words  escaped  his  lip,  with  a  tender 

Breathed  over  them :  but  suddenly  the  door 
Flew  open,  and  a  pair  of  lusty  Boys 


Appeared,  confusion  checking  their  de- 
light. 

^Nol  brothers  they  m  fealureor  attire, 

Bui  fond  companions,  so  I  guessed,  in 
field, 

And  bythe  river's  margin  —  whence  they 

Keen  anglers  with  unusual  spoil  elated. 
One  bears  a  willow -pannier  on  his  back. 
The  boy  of  plainer  garb,  whose  blush 

More  deeply  (inged.     Twin  might  the 

other  be 
To  that  (air  girl  who  from  (he  garden- 


Ranged  side  by  side,  and  lessening  by 

Up  to  the  dwarf  that  tops  the  pinnacle. 
Upon  the  board  he  lays  the  sky-blue  stone 
With   its   rich  freight;  their  number  he 

Tells  from  what  pool  the  noblest  had  been 

draped ; 
And  wherethe  very  monarch  of  the  brook. 
After  long  stru^le,  had  escaped  at  lasl  — 
Stealing  al(erna(ely  a(  them  and  us 
(As  doth  his  comrade  too)  a  look  of  pride ; 
And,  verily,  the  silent  creatures  made 
A  splendid  sight,  together  thus  exposed; 
Dead  —  but  not  sullied  or  deformed  by 

That  seemed  to  pity  what  he  could  no( 

But  oh,  (he  animation  in  the  mien 
Of  those  two  boys !  yea  in  the  very  words 
With  which  (he  young   narrator  was  in- 

When,  as  our  questions  led,  he  told  at 

large 
Of  that  day's  prowess!     Him  might  I 

His  looks,   tones,   gestures,    eager  elo- 
quence. 
To  a  bold  biook  that  splits  for  better  speed. 
And  at  the  self-same  moment,  works  its 
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rlirougb  nuLDy  channels,  ever  und  anon 
Farled  and  re-united :  his  compeer 
To  Ihe  still  lake,  whose  stillness  is  to  sight 
As  beautiful — as  grateful  to  the  mind. 
—  But  to  whatohjecl  shall  the  lovely  Girl 
Be  likened  ?    She  whose  countenance  and 

Unite  the  giacelul  qualities  ot  both. 
Even  as  she  shares  the  pride  and  joy  of 
both. 

My  gray-haired  Friend  was  moved;  his 

Glistened  with  tenderness;   his  mind,  I 

Was  full;  and  had,  I  doubted  not,  re- 

Upon  this  impulse,  to  the  theme  —  ere- 

Abruptly  teoken  oH.     The  ruddy  boys 
Withdrew,   on  summons   to  their  well- 
earned  meal; 
And  He  —  to  whom  all  tongues  resigned 

their  r^hts 
Wilh  willingness,  to  whom  the  general  ear 
Listened  with  readier   patience  than  to 


Who  Irom  truth's  central  point  si 


clcuu  1^1— Truth  placid  wilhio  teach  of  llw 
tiumble&l  —  Eqiuljly  —  Happy  alale  of  th«  two 
Boys  again  adverted  to  —  Eameftl  wLah  expjcucd 
ioT  1  Sj'Btem  of  NitiDnal  liducatiiiii  established 
wivereally  by  CaveromeDl— Glorious  effects  of 
this  f arelold  —Walk  tolbeLake— Grand  ipcctad  t 
from  the  side  Ola  hill— Address  ot  West  to  the 
Suprenc  Being— Id  the  course  ol  which  hecoo- 
tiaslswith  ascicDt  Barbarism  the  piaem  appear- 
aoce  of  the  scene  beiore  him— The  diange  a>- 
oibed  10  ChhatiaDily — Apootroi^  to  his  Aodt, 
living  and  dead — Gratitude  to  the  Almightj — 
-  Faning  with  (he  Solitary 


-Uod 


whatci 


"  To  every  Form  ot  being  is  assigned," 
Thus  calmly  spalte  the  venerable  Sage, 
"  An  flfftW  Principle : — howe'er  removed 
From  sense  and  observation,  it  subsists 
In  all  things,  in  all  natures;  in  the  stars 
Of  azuie  heaven,  the  unenduring  clouds. 
In  flower  and  tree,  in  every  pebbly  stone 
That   paves  the   brooks,  the   stationary 

The  moving  waters,  and  the  invisible  air. 
Whate'erexistshath  properties  that  spread 
Beyond  itself,  commnnicaling  good, 
A  simple  blessing,  or  with  evil  mixed; 
Spirit  that  knows  no  insulated  spot. 
No  chasm,  no  solitude;  from  link  to  link 
It  circulates,  the  Soul  of  all  Ihe  worlds. 
This  is  the  freedom  of  the  universe ; 
Unfolded  still  the  more,  more  visible. 
The  moreweknow;  and  yet  is  reverenced 

And  least  respected  in  the  human  Mind, 
Its  most  apparent  home.    The  food  of 

Is  meditated  action;  robbed  of  this 
Her  sole  support,  she  languishes  and  dies. 
We  perish  also;  for  we  live  by  hope 
And  by  desire;  we  see  hy  the  glad  light 
An/t  Kr..4ttta  fKa  etHA^t  ^,..  qJ  fulurlty; 


And  breathe  the  st 


o  life. 


d  — How  lively  this  principle isinChildhood- 
nce  the  delight  in  old  Age  ol  looking  back 

es  ol  Age  asserted- These  not  lo  be  iDoked  for 


Hdeted  as  a  men  InstniDKUt  — 
multiludea  deplored— Former 
CBued  to,  and  the  Wwdenr'i 


Those  blooming  Boys,  whose  hearls  are 

almost  sick 
With  present  triumph,  will  be  sure  to  find 
A  field  before  them  freshened  with  the  dew 
Of  other  expectations;  —  in  which  course 
Their  happy  year    spins   round.      The 

youth  obeys 
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A  like  gild  impulse;  and  so  mov^s  the 

'Mid   all   his  apprehensions,  cares,  and 

Or  soheoughl  to  move.     Ah!  why  in  age 

Do  wc  reveit  so  fondly  to  the  walks 

0(  childhood  — but  thai  there  the  Soul 

discerns 
The  deal  memorial  footsteps  unimpaired 
Of  her  own  native  vigor;  thence  can  hear 
Reverberations;  and  a  choral  song, 
Commingling  with  the  incense  that  as- 

Undaunled,    toward     the    imperishable 

From  her  own  lonely  altar  P 

Do  not  think 
That  good  and  wise  ever  will  be  allowed. 
Though  strength  decay,  to  breathe  in  such 

As  shall  divide  them  wholly  from  the  stir 
Of  hopeful  nature.     Rightly  is  it  said 
That  Man  descends  into  the  Vale  of  years; 
Yet  have  I  thought  Ihat  we  might  also 

And  not  presumptuously,  I  trust,  of  Age, 
As  of  a  final  Eminence;  though  bare 
In  aspect  and  forbidding,  yet  a  point 
On  which  'I  is  not  impossible  to  sit 
In  awful  sovereignty;  a  place  ol  power, 
A  throne,  that  may  be  likened  unto  his. 
Who,  in  some  placid  day  of  summer,  looks 
Down  from  a  mountain -lop, — ^  say  one  of 

High   peaks,  that   bound  the  vale  where 

Faint,  and  diminished  to  the  gazing  eye. 
Forest  and  field,  and  hill  and  dale  appear. 
With  all   the  shapes  over  their  surface 

But,  while  the  gross  and  visible  frame  ol 

Relinquishes  its  hold  upon  the  sense. 
Yea  almost   on  the  Mind   herself,  and 

All   unsubstantialized,  —  how   loud   the 

Of  waters,  with  invigorated  peal 
From  the  full  river  in  the  vale  below, 
Ascending  1  For  on  that  superior  height 
Who  sits,  is  disencumbered  from  the  press 
Of  near  obstructions,  and  is  privileged 
To  breathe  in  solitude,  above  the  host 


01  ever-humming  insects,  'mid  thin  air 
That  suits  not  them.     The  murmur   ol 

the  leaves 
Many  and  idle,  visits  not  his  ear: 
This  he  is  freed  from,  and  from  thousand 

(Not  less  unceasing,  not  less  vain  than 

these, ) 
By  which  the  finer  passages  ol  sense 
Aie  occupied;  and  the  Soul,  that  would 

To  listen,  is  prevented  or  deterred. 

And  may  it  not  be  hoped,  (hat,  placed 
by  age 
In  like  removal,  tranquil  though  severe. 
We  are  not  so  removed  for  utter  loss; 
But  for  some  (avor,  suited  to  our  need? 
What  more  thanttmt  (he  severing  should 

Fresh   power  to  commune  with   the  in- 
visible world. 
And  hear  the  mighty  stream  of  tendency 
Uttering,  for  elevation  ol  our  thought, 
A  clear  sonorous  voice,  inaudible 

it  multitude;  whose  dooii 
e  giddy  round  of  vain  del  __ 
d  \ahoT  on  the  Plain  below. 

But,  if  (osuch  sublime  ascent  the  hopes 
0(  Man  may  rise,  as  to  a  welcome  close 
And  (ermi nation  of  his  mortal  course; 
Them  only  can  such  hope  inspire  whose 


Nor  bodies  crushed  by  unremitting  toil; 
To  whom  kind  Nature,  therefore,  may 

afford 
Prooi  of  the  sacred  love  she  bears  for  all; 
Whose  birthright  Reason,  therefore,  may 

For  me,  consulting  what  I  feel  within 
In  limes  when  most  existence  with  herself 
Is  satisfied,  I  cannot  but  believe. 
That,  far  as  kindly  Nature  hath  free  scope 
And  Reason's  sway  predominates;  even 

so  far. 
Country,  society,  and  lime  itself. 
Thai  saps  the  individual's  bodily  frame. 
And  lays  the  generations  low  in  dusi. 
Do,  by  the  almighty  Ruler's  grace,  pai- 
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Of  one  maternal  spirit,  bric^ng  lorth 
And  cherishing  with  ever-constant  love, 
That  tires  not,  nor  betrays.     Our  life  is 

Out  of  her  course,  wherever  man  is  made 
An  offering,  or  a  sacrifice,  a  tool 
Or  implement,  a  passive  thing  employed 
As  a  biute  mean,  without  acknowledg- 

Of  common  right  oi  interest  in  the  end; 
Used  or  abused,  as  selfishness  may  prompt. 
Say,  what  can  follow  for  a  rational  sou] 
Perverted  thus,  but  weakness  in  all  good, 
And  strength  in  evil?  Hence  an  after- 
call 
For  chastisement,  and  custody,  and  bonds, 
And  oft-times  Death,  avenger  ol  the  past. 
And  the  sole  guardian  in  whose  ham^  we 

Entrust  the  future.  —  Not  lor  these  sad 


And  'tis 

known 
Thai  when  we  stand  upon  our  native  soil, 
Unelbowed  by  such  objects  as  oppress 
Our  active  powers,  those  powers  them- 

selves  become 
Strong  to  subvert  our  noxious  qualities: 
They  sweep  distemper  from  the  busy  day, 
And  make  the  chaJice  of  the  big  round 

Run  o'er  with  gladness;  whence  (he  Being 

In  beauty  through  the  world;  and  all  who 

Bless  hiEiL,re)oidng  inhisneighborhood." 

"  Then,"  said  the  Solitary,  "  by  what 

Of  language  shall  a  feeling  heart  express 
Her  sorrow  lor  that  multitude  in  whom 
We  look  for  health  from  seeds  that  have 

In  sickness,  and  for  increase  in  a  power 
That  works  but  by  extinction  ?    On  them- 

They  cannot  lean,  nor  turn  to  Iheir  own 

To  know  what  they  must  do;  their  wis- 

To  look  into  the  eyes  of  others,  (hence 
fo  be  instructed  what  they  must  avoid : 


Or  rather,  let  us  say,  how  least  obsei  ved, 
How  with  most  quiet  and  most   silent 

death, 
With  the  least  taint  and  injury  (o  the  air 
The  oppressor  breathes,  ibejr  human  form 


Tte  Sage  rejoined,  "I  thank  you  — 

you  have  spared 
My  voice  the  utterance  of  a  keen  regret, 
A  wide   compassion   which   with  you  I 

When,  heretofore,  I  placed  before  your 

A  Little-one,  subjected  to  the  arts 
Of  modern  ingenuity,  and  made 
The  senseless  memberof  a  vast  machine, 
Serving  as  doth  a  spindle  or  a  wheel; 
Think  not,  tha(,  pitying  him,  I  could  for- 
get 
The  rustic  Boy,  who  walks  the  fields,  un- 
taught ; 
The  slave  of  ignorance,  and  oft  of  want, 
And  miserable  hunger.     Much,  too  much, 
01  this  unhappy  lot,  in  early  youth 
We  both  have  witnessed,  lot  which  1  my- 
self 
Shared,   though   in  mild    and   merciful 

degree ; 
Vet.was  the  mind  to  hindrances  exposed, 
Through  which  I  stru^led,  not  without 

distress 
And   sometimes  injury,  like  a  lamb  en- 
thralled 
'Mid  (horns  and  brambles;  or  a  bird  (hat 

Through  a  strong  net,  and  mounis  upon 

the  wind, 
Though  with  her  plumes  impaired.      If 

(hey,  whose  souls 
Should  open  while  they  range  the  richer 

fields 
Of  merry  England,  are  obstructed  less 
By  indigence,  Iheir  ignorance  is  not  less, 
Nor  less  to  he  deplored.      For  who  can 

That  lens  of  thousands  at  this  day  exist 
Such  as  the  boy  you  painted,  lineal  heiis 
Ofthosewhooncewere  vassals  of  her  soil, 
Following  its  fortunes  like  the  beasts  or 
trees 
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Which  it  susltdned.     But  no  one  takes 

delight 
In  this  oppression;  none  are  proud  of  it; 
Ilbearsao  sounding  name,  nor  ever  bore; 
A  standing  grievance,  an  indigeu 


0(  e 


itr^  uadei   lieaven.      My 


Were  turned  to  evils  that  are  new  and 

A     bondi^e    lutldng    under   shape    ol 

good,— 
Arls,  in  themselves  beneficent  and  kind. 
But  all  too  fondly  (ollowedand  too  (ar  J  — 
To  victims,  which  the  merciful  can  see 
Nor  think  that  Iheyare  victims  —  turned 

to  wrongs. 
By  women,  who  have  children  of  their 

Beheld  without   compassion,   yea   with 

I  spake  of  mischief  by  the  wise  diffused 
With  gladness,  thinking  that  the  more  it 

spreads 
TTie  healthier,  the  securer,  we  become: 
Delusion  which  a  moment  may  destroy! 
Lastly,  I  mourned  lor  (hose  whom  I  had 

Corrupted   and  cast   down,  on   favored 

ground, 
Where  circumstance  and  nature  had  com- 

To  shelter  innocence,  and  cherish  love; 
Who,  but  tor  this  intrusion,  would  have 

Possessed  of  health,  and  strength,  and 

peace  of  mind; 
Thus  would  have  lived,  or  never  have 


Alas!  what  differs m 


And  whence  that  difference?  whence  but 

from  himself? 
For  see  ihe  universal  Race  endowed 
Wilhlhesameupright  form  1  — The  sun 

is  fixed. 
And  the  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven 
Fined,  within  teach  of  every  human  eye; 
The  sleepless  ocean  murmurs  for  all  ears; 
The  vernal  field  infuses  fresh  delight 
Into  all  hearts.     Throughout  the  world  of 


Even  as  an  object  is  sublime  or  (air. 
That  object  is  laid  open  to  the  view 
Without  reserve  or  veil ;  and  as  a  power 
Is  salutary,  or  an  influence  sweet, 
Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 
That  power,  that  influence,  by  Impartial 


Foretasted,  immortality  conceived 

By  all,  —  a  blissful  immortality. 

To  them  whose  holiness  on  earth  shall 

The  Spirit  capable  of  heaven,  assured. 
Strange,  then,  nor  less  than  monstrous, 

might  be  deemed 
The  failure,  if  the  Almighty,  to  this  point 
Litieral  and  undistinguishing,  should  hide 
The  excellence  of  moral  qualities 
From    common    understanding;    leaving 

truth 
And  virtue,  difficult,  abstruse,  and  dark; 
Hard  to  be  won,  and  only  by  a  few; 
Strange,  should  He  deal  herein  with  nice 

And  frustrate  all  the  rest !  Believe  it  not : 
The  primal  duties  shine  aloft  —  like  stars; 
The  charities  that  soothe,  and  hea],  and 

Are  scattered  at  (he  feet  of  Man  —  like 

The  generous  inclination,  the  just  rule, 
Kind  wishes,  and  good  actions,  and  pure 

thoughts  — ■ 
No  mystery  is  here !     Here  is  no  boon 
For  high  —  yet  not  for  low;   for  proudly 

Vet  not  for  meek  of  heart.     The  smoke 

ascends 
To  heaven  as  lightly  from  the  cottage 

As   from   the  haughtiest   palace.      He, 

Ponders  this  (rue  equality,  may  walk 
The  fields  of   earth  with   gratilude  and 

Yet,  in  (hat  meditation,  will  he  And 
Motive  to  sadder  grief,  as  we  have  found; 
Lamenting  ancient  virtues  overthrown. 
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Through  all  ihe  a 


And  for  the  injustice  grieving,  ihal  hath 
So  wide  a  difference  between  man  and 

Then  let  us  rather  fix  our  gladdened 
thoughts 
Upon  the  brighter  scene.    How  blest  that 

Of  blooming  Boys  (whom  we  beheld  even 

BlesI  in  Iheit  several  and  Iheit  common 

A  few  shoit  hours  of  each  returning  day 
The   thriving   prisoners  ol   tbeii  village 

And  thence  let  loose,  to  seek  (heir  pleas- 

Or  range  the  grassy  lawn  in  vacancy; 
To  breathe  and  to  be  happy,  run  and  shout 
Idle,  —  but  no  delay,  no  harm,  no  loss : 
For  every  genial  power  oi  heaven  and 
earth, 

if  the  changeful 

Obsequiously  doth  lake  ufHjn  herself 
To  labor  for  them;  bringing  each  in  turn 
The  tribute   of  enjoyment,  knowledge, 

health, 
Beauty,  or  strength !     Such  privilege  is 

Iheiis, 
Granled  alike  in  Ihe  outset  of  their  course 
To  both;    and,  if  that  partnership  must 

I  grieve  not, "  to  the  Pastor  here  he  turned, 
"  Much  as  I  glory  in  that  child  of  yours. 
Repine  not  for  his  cottage-comrade,  whom 
Belike  no  higher  destiny  awaits 
Than  Ihe  old  hereditary  wish  fulfilled; 
The  wish  for  liberty  to  live  —  content 
With  what  Heaven  grants,  and  die  —  in 

peace  of  mind. 
Within  the  bosom  of  his  native  vale. 
At  least,  whatever  fate  the  noon  ot  life 
Reserves  for  either,  sure  it  is  (hat  both 
Have  been  permitted  lo  enjoy  the  dawn; 
Whether  regarded  as  a  jocund  time. 
That  in  itself  may  terminate,  or  lead 
In  course  of  nature  lo  a  sober  eve. 
Both  have  been  fairly  dealt  with;   look- 
ing back 
They  will  allow  that  justice  has  in  them 
Been  shown,  alike  tobody  and  tomind." 


And  an  impassioned  m 


eaUh 


And  best  protection,  this  imperial  Realm 
While  she  exacts  all^iance,  shall  admit 
An  obligation,  on  her  part,  to  leach. 
Them  who  are  born  lo  serve  her  and  obey; 
Binding  herself  by  statute  '  lo  secure 
For  all  the  children  whom  her  soil  main- 

The  rudiments  of  letters,  and  inform 
The  mind  with  moral  and  religious  truth. 
Both  understood  and  practised,  —  so  that 

However  destitute,  be  left  to  droop 
By  timely  culture  unsuslained;   or  run 
Into  a  wild  disorder;   or  be  forced 
To  drudge  through  a  weary  life  without 

the  help 
Of  intellectual  implements  and  tools; 
A  savage  horde  among  the  civiliied, 
A  servile  band  among  Ihe  lordly  free  \ 
This  sacred  right,  the  lisping  babe  pro- 

To  be  inherent  in  him,  by  Heaven's  will. 
For  the  protection  of  his  innocence; 
And  the  rude  boy  —  who,  having  overpast 
The  sinless  age,  by  conscience  is  enrolled. 
Yet  mutinously  knits  his  angry  brow, 
And  lifts  his  wilful  hand  on  mischief  bent. 
Or  turns  the  godlike  faculty  of  speech 
To  impious  use  —  by  process  indirect 
Declares  his  due,  while  he  makes  known 

— -  This   sacred   right   is   fruitlessly   an- 
nounced. 
This  universal  plea  in  vain  addressed. 
To  eyes  and  ears  of  parents  who  them- 

Did,  in  the  lime  ol  their  necessity. 
Urge  it  in  vain;  and,  therefore,  like  a 

That  from  the  humblest  floor  ascends  to 

lunlslo  m^t  the  State's  parental  ear; 
Who,  it  indeed  she  own  a  mother's  heart. 
And  be  not  most  unfeelingly  devoid 
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Of  graliludc  to  Providence,  will  grant 
The  unqueslionable  good '-which,  Eng- 
land, sate 
From  interference  of  external  force, 
May  grant  at  leisure ;  without  risk  incurred 
That  what  in  wisdom  for  herself  she  doth. 
Others  shall  e'er  be  able  to  undo. 

Look  !  and  behold,  from  Calpe's  sun- 
bur  tit  cliffs 
To  the  flat  margia  of  the  Baltic  sea, 
Long-reverenced    titles    cast    away    as 

Laws  overturned;   and  territory  split, 
Ijke  fields  ol  ice  rent  by  (he  polar  wind, 
And  forcedtojoin  in  less  obnoxious  shapes 
Which,  ere  they  gain  consistence,  by  a  gust 
Of  the  same  breath  are  shattered  and  de- 

l^eaDlime  the  sovereignty  of  these  fair 

Isles 
Remains  entire  and  indivisible: 
And,  it  that   ignorance  were  removed, 

which  breeds 
Within  the  compass  of  their  several  shores 
Dark  discontent,  or  loud  commotion,  each 
Might  still  preserve  the  beautiful  repose 
Of  heave  nly  bodies  shininginlheirspheres. 
—  The  discipline  of  slavery  is  unknown 
Among  us, — hence  the  more  do  we  require 
Th«djsctplioe  of  virtue;  order  else 
Cannot  subsist,  nor  confidence,  nor  peace. 
Thus,  duties  rising  out  ol  good  pos^est, 
And  prudent  caution  needful  to  avert 
Impending  evil,  equally  require 
That  the  whole  people  should  be  taught 

So  shall  licentiousness  and  black  resolve 
Be  rooted  out,  and  .virtuous  habits  take 
Their  place:  and  genuine  piely  descend, 
Like  an  inheritance,  from  age  to  age. 

With  such  foundations  laid,  avaunt  the 

Of  numbers  crowded  on  their  native  soil, 
To  the  prevention  of  all  healthful  growth 
Through  mutual  injury  t  Rather  in  the  law 
Of  increase  and  the  mandate  from  above 
Rejoice !  —  and  ye  have  special  cause  lor 
joy. 


Fraught  with  their  burthens;   and  a  way 

For  (hose  ordained  lo  take  their  sounding 

flight 
From  the  thronged  hive,  and  settle  where 

they  list 
In  fresh  abodes  —  their  labor  to  renew; 
So  the  wide  waters,  open  to  the  power. 
The  will,  the   instincts,  and   appointed 

Of  Britain,  do  invite  her  lo  cast  of! 

Her  swarms,  and  in  succession  send  them 

On  every  shore  whose  aspect  favors  hope 
Or  bold  adventure;  promising  to  skill 
And  perseverance  their  deserved  reward. 

"  Ves,"  he  continued,  kindling  as  he 

"  Change   wide,  and  deep,  and   silently 

performed, 
This  I^nd  shall   witness;    and   as   days 

roll  on. 
Earth's   universal   frame   shall   feel   the 

effect; 
Even  till  the  smallest  habitable  rocit, 
Bealen  by  lonely  billows,  hear  the  songs 
Of  humanized  society;   and  bloom 
With  civil  arts,  that  shall  breathe  forth 

their  fragrance, 
A  grateful  tribute  to  all-ruling  Heaven. 
From  culture,  unenclusively  bestowed 
On  Albion's  noble  Race  in  freedom  born. 
Expect  these  mighty  issues :  from  the  pains 
And  faithful  care  of  unambitious  schools 
Instructing  simple  childhood's  ready  ear : 
Thence  look  for  these  magnificent  results ! 
—  Vast   the    circumference  of    hope  — 

Are  at  its  centre,  British  Lawgivers;  ' 
Ah!    sleep  not   there  in  shame  1     Shall 

Wisdom's  voice  ' 

From  out  the  bosom  o(  these  troubled  | 

Repeat  the  dictates  of  her  calmer  mind,  | 

And  shall  the  venerable  halls  ye  fill  . 

Refuse  to  echo  the  sublime  decree?  I 

Trust  not  lo  partial  care  a  general  good; 
Transfer  not  to  futurity  a  work 
01   urgent  need.  —  Your  Country  must 

Her  glorious  destiny.     B^in  eveD  now. 
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Now,  when  oppression,  like  the  E^ptian 

plague 
Of  dailtness,  stretched  o'er  guilty  Europe, 

The  brightness   more   conspicuous  that 

The  happy  Island  where  ye  think  and  act; 
Now,  when  destiuclion  is  a  prime  pursuit, 
Show  to  the  wretched  nations  (or  what  end 
The  powers  of  civil  polity  were  given." 

Abruptly  here,  but  with  a  graceful  air, 
The  Sage  broke  off.     No  sooner  had  he 

Than,  looking  forth,  Ihe  gentle  Lady  said, 
"  Behold  the  shades  of  afternoon  have 

(alien 
Upon  (his  flowery  slope;  and  see  —  be. 

The  silvery  lake  is  streaked  with  placid 
blue; 


Breathes  invitation;   easy  is  the  walk 
To  (he  lake's  mai^n,  where  a  boat  lies 

moored 
Under  a  sheltering  tree."  —  Upon  this 


Wer< 


together;  all  w 


e  pleased;  but 


The   beauteous  girl,  whose   cheek  was 

flushed  with  joy. 
Light  as  a  sunbeam  glides  along  the  hills 
She    vanished  —  eager    (o    impart     the 

scheme 
To  her  loved  brother  and  his  shy  compeer. 
^Now  was  there  bustle  in  the  Vicar's 

And    earnest    preparation.  —  Forth    we 

And  down  the  vale  along  the  streamlet's 

edge 
Pursued  our  way,  a  broken  company, 
Mute  or  conversing,  single  ot  in  pairs. 
Thus  having  reached  a  bridge,  that  over- 
arched 
The  hasty  rivulet  where  it  lay  becalmed 
In  a  deep  pool,  by  happy  chance  we  saw 
A  twofold  image;   on  a  grassy  bank 
A   snow-white   ram,    and   in   Ihe  crystal 


On  the  green  turf,  with  his  imperial  front 
Shaggy    and   bold,  and  wreathed  horns 

The  breathing  creature  stood;   as  t)eau- 

Beneath  him,  showed  his  shadowy  coun- 

Each  had  his  glowing  mountains,  each 

his  sky. 
And  each  seemed  centre  of  his  own  fair 

Antipodes  unconscious  of  each  other. 
Vet,    in    partition,    with    their    several 

Blended  in  perfect  stillness,  to  our  sight  1 

"Ahl  what  a  pity  were  it  to  disperse. 
Or  to  disturb,  so  fair  a  spectacle. 
And  yet  a  breath  can  do  it !" 

These  few  words 
The  Lady  whispered,  while  we  stood  and 

Gathered  li^ether,  all  in  still  delight, 
Not  without  awe.     Thence   passing  on. 

In  like  low  voice  to  my  particular  ear, 
"  1  love  to  hear  that  eloquent  old  Man 
Pour  forth  his  meditations,  and  descant 
On  human  life  from  infancy  to  age. 
How  pure  his  spirit  1  in  what  vivid  hues 
His  mind  gives  back  the  various  forms  of 

Caught  in  their  fairest,  happiest,  attitude  \ 
While  he  is  speaking,  I  have  power  to  see 
Even  as  he  sees;   but  when  his  voice  hath 

Then,  with  a  < 


Aoother  and  the  si 


Most  beautiful, 


Thai  combinations  so  serene  and  bright 
Cannot  be  lasting  in  a  world  like  ours. 
Whose  highest  beauty,  beautiful  as  it  is. 
Like  (hat  reflected  in  yon  quiet  pool. 
Seems    but    a   fleeting   sunbeam's    gift, 

whose  peace. 
The  sufferance  only  of  a  breath  of  aii !  " 

More    had    she    said  —  but    sportive 
shouts  were  heard 
Sent  from  the  jocund  hearts  of  those  two 

Who,  bearing  each  a  basket  on  his  arm, 
Down  tbe  green  field  came  tripping  after 
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With  caution  we  embarked;  and  now  ihe 

For  prouder  service  were    addrest;    but 

Wishful  to  leave  an  opetiing  for  my  choice, 
Dropped  ihe  light  oar  his  eager  hand  had 

Thanks  given  for  Ihal  becoming  courtesy. 
Their  place  I  took  —  and  lor  a  grateful 

Pregnant  with  recollections  on  he  time 
When,  on  thy  bosom,  spacious  Winder- 

A  Youth,  I  practised  this  delightful  art; 
Tossed  on  Ihe  waves  alone,  or  'mid  a  crew 
Of  joyous  comrades.     Soon  as  (he  reedy 

Was  cleared,  I. dipped,  with  arms  accord- 
Fiee  from  obstruction;  and  the  boat  ad- 
Through   crystal   water,  smoothly   as   a 

That,  disentangled  from  ihe  shady  boughs 
Of  some  thick  wood,  her  place  o(  covcrl. 


With  birch-trees  fringed;  my  hand  shall 

guide  the  helm, 
While  thitherward  we  shape  our  course; 

or  while 
We  seek  that  other,  on  the  western  shore; 
Where  the  bare  columns  of  those  lolty  firs. 
Supporting  gracefully  a  massy  dome 
Of  sombre  foliage,  seem  to  imitate 
A  Grecian  temple  rising  from  the  Deep." 


-  Cultured 


In    this    delicious 

Wild  tracts  of  forest-ground,  and  scattered 

'    ■  "       ■     e,   or   clothed   with 


Surrounded  us;  and,  as  we  held  our  way 
Along  Ihe  level  of  the  glassy  flood, 
They  ceased  not  to  surround  us;  change 

of  place 
From   kindred   features  diversely  corn- 


Producing  change  of  beauty  ever  new. 
—  Ah!  Ihal  such  beauty,  varying  in  the 

lighl 
Of  living  nature,  cannot  be  portrayed 
By  words,  nor  by   the    pencil's    silent 

skill; 
But  is  Ihe  properly  of  him  alone 
Who  hath  beheld  it,  noted  it  wilh  care. 
And  in  his  mind  recorded  it  wilh  love  1 
Suffice  it.  therefore,  if  the  rural  Muse 
Vouchsafe    sweet    influence,   while   her 

Poet  speaks 
Of  trivial  occupations  well  devised. 
And  unsought  pleasures  springing  up  by 

chance ; 
As  if  some  Iriendly  Genius  had  ordained 
That,  as  the  day  thus  far  had  been  en- 

By  acquisition  of  sincere  delight. 

The  same  should  be  continued  to  its  close. 


One  spirit  animating  old  and  young, 
A  gypsy-fire  we  kindled  on  the  shore 
Of  the  fair  Isle  with  birch-trees  fringed 

—  and  there. 
Merrily  seated  in  a  ting,  partook 
A  choice  repast  ^served  by  our  young 

With  rival  earnestness  and  kindred  glee. 
launched  from   our  hands  (he  smooth 

stone  skimmed  the  lake; 
With  shouts  we   raised  ihe  echoes: — - 

Eli  Her  sounds 
The  lovely  Girl  supplied  —  a  simple  song, 
Whose  low  tones  reached  not  to  ibe  dis- 


Tobe  rf 


Rapaciously  we  galhered  flowery  spoils 
From    land    and    water;     lilies    of    each 

Golden  and  white,  that  float   upon  the 

And  court  the  wind;  and  leaves  of  thai 

shy  plant, 
(Her  flowers  were  shed)  the  lily  of  the 

vale. 
That  loves  the  ground,  and  from  ihe  sun 

withholds 
Her  pensive  beauty;  from  the  breeie  her 
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Such  product,  aod  such  pastime,  did 
the  place 
And  season  yield;  but,  as  we  re-embarked, 
Leaving,  inquest  of  other  scenes,  the  shore 
Of  that  wild  9pol,  the  Solilaiy  said 
In  H  low  voice.yel  careless  who  might  hear, 
"  The  liie,  that  burned  so  brightly  to  our 

Where   is   it   now?  — Deserted   on   the 

Dying,  or  dead!      Nor  shall  the  fanning 

Revive  its  ashes.    What  care  we  lor  (his. 
Whose  ends  are  gained?    Behold  an  em- 
blem here 
Of  one  day's  pleasure,  and  all  mortal  joys '. 
And,  in  this  unpremeditated  slight 
01  that  which  is  no  longer  needed,  see 
The  common  course  of  human  gratitude  t ' ' 


This  pi  ail 


e  disturbed  not  the 


Toshaggysteepson  which  the  careless  goal 
Browsed  by  the  side  of  dashing  waterfalls; 
And  thus  the  bark,  meandering  with  the 


Alert  to  follow  as  the  Pastor  led, 
We  clomb  a  green  hill's  side;  and,  as  we 

The  V^ley,  opening  out  her  bosom,  gave 
Fail  prospect,  intercepted  less  and  less. 
O'er  the  flat  meadows  and  indented  coast 
Of  the  smooth  lake,  in  compass  seen:  — 

far  off. 
And    yet    conspicuous,   stood    the    old 

Chuich- lower. 
In  majesty  presiding  over  fields 
And  habitations  seemingly  preserved 
From  all  intrusion  of  the  restless  world 
By  rocks  impassable  and  mountains  huge. 

Soft  heath  this  elevated  spot  supplied. 
And  choiceol  moss-clad  stones,  whereon 
we  couched 


Or  sate  reclined;  admiring  quietly 
The  general  aspect  of  the  scene;  but  each 
Not  seldom  over  anxious  to  make  known 
His  own  discoveries;  or  to  favorite  points 
Directing  notice,  merely  from  a  wish 
To  impart  a  joy,  imperfect  while  unshared. 
That  tapturousmoment  never  shall  Itorgel 
When    these    patliculat   interests    were 

From  every  mind!  —  Already  had  Ihe  sun. 
Sinking  with  less  than  ordinary  stale, 
Attained  his  western  bound;  but  rays  of 

light  — 
Now  suddenly  diverging  from  the  orb 
Retired  behind  the  mountain  tops  01  veiled 
By  ibe  dense  air  —  shot  upwards  to  the 

Of  Ihe  blue  firmament  —  aloft,  and  wide: 
And  multitudes  of  little  floating  clouds, 
Through  their  ethereal  texture  pierced  — 

Who  saw,  of  change  were  conscious  — 

had  become 
Vivid  as  fire;  clouds  separately  poised,  — 
Innumerable  multitude  of  forms 
Scattered  through  half  the  circle  of  the 

And  giving  back,  and  shedding  each  on 


lach. 

With  prodigal  communion,  the  bright  hues 
Which  (rom  (he  unapparent  fount  of  gloiy 
They   had    imbibed,  and   ceased   not   to 

That  which  the  heavens  displayed,  the 

liquid  deep 
Repeated;  but  with  unity  sublime  I 

While  from  the  grassy  mountain's  open 

We  gaied,  in  silence  hushed,  with  eyes 


The   Priest   in  holy  transport  thus  ex- 
claimed : 
"  Eternal  Spirit  I  universal  God! 
Power  inaccessible  to  human  thought. 
Save  by  degrees  and  steps  which  Ihou  hast 

deigned 
To  furnish;  for  (his  effluence  of  thyself. 
To  the  infirmity  of  mortal  sense 
Vouchsafed;  this  local  transitory' type 
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Of  thy  paternal  splendois,  and  the  pomp 
Of  those  who  flit  thy  courts  in  high«: ' 

heaven, 
The    radiant    Cherubim;  — ^  accept    the 

thanks 
Which  we,  thy  humble  Cieatutes,  here 

Presume  (o  offer;  we,  who  —  from  the 

Of  the  frail  earth,  permitted  to  behold 
The  taint  reflections  only  of  thy  (ace  — 
Are  yet  exalted,  and  in  soul  adore  1 
Nuchas  they  are  whoin  thy  presence  stand 
Uiisullied,  incorruptible,  and  drink 
Imperishable  majesty  streamed  forth 
From  thy  empyreal  throne,  the  elect  of 

Shall  be  —  divested  at  the  appointed  hour 
Of  all  dishonor,cleansed  from  mortal  stain. 
— -Accomplish,  then,  their  number;  and 

conclude 
Time's  weaty  course  1  Otif,  by  the  decree. 
The  consummation   that   will   come   by 

stealth 
Be  yet  far  distant,  lei  thy  Word  prevail. 
Oh  !  let  thy  Word  prevail,  to  take  away 
'{"he  sting  of  human  nature.     Spread  the 

law, 
As  it  is  written  in  thy  holy  book, 
Throughout  all  lands;let  every  nation  hear 
The  high  behest,  and  every  heart  obey; 
Both  for  the  love  of  purity,  and  hope 
Which  it  affords,  to  such  as  do  thy  will 
And  persevere  in  good,  that  they  shall  rise. 
To  have  a  nearer  view  of  ihee,  in  heaven. 
—  Father  of  good  1  this  prayer  in  bounty 

grant. 
In  mercy  grant  it,  to  thy  wretched  sons. 
Then,  not  till  then,  shall  persecution  cease. 
And  cruel  wars  expire,  llie  way  is  marked, 
Theguideappointed,  and  the  ransom  paid. 
Alas!  the  nations,  who  ol  yore  received 
These  tidings,  and  in  Christian  temples 

The  sacred  truth  lo  knowledge,  linger 

still; 
Preferring  bonds  and  darkness  lo  a  state 
Of  holy  freedom,  by  redeeming  love 
Proffered  to  all,  while  yet  on  earth  de- 

So  fare  the  many;  and  the  thoughtful 


And  (he  kind  never  perish?    Is  the  hope 
Fallacious,  or  shall  righteousness  obtain 
A  peaceable  dominion,  wide  as  earth. 
And  ne'er  lo  lail?     Shall  that  blest  day 

When  they,  whose  choice  or  lot  it  is  lo 

dwell 
In  crowded  cities,  wilhoul  lear  shall  live 
Studious  of  mutual  benefit;  and  he. 
Whom  Morn  awakens,  among  dews  and 

flowers 
Of  every  clime,  lo  till  the  lonely  field. 
Be  happy  in  himself?  —  The  law  of  faith 
Working  through   love,   such    conquest 

shall  it  gain, 
Such  triumph  over  sin  and  guilt  achieve? 
Almighty  Lord,  thy  further  grace  impart  I 
And  with  that  help  the  wonder  shall  be 

Fulfilled,  the  hope  accomplished;  and  (hy 

Be  sung  with  transport  and  unceasing  joy. 

Once,"  and  with  mild  demeanor,  as  he 

On  us  the  venerable  Pastor  turned 

His  beaming  eye  that  had  been  raised  to 

Heaven, 
'*  Once,  while  the  Name,  Jehovah,  was  a 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  sea-girt  isle 
Unheard,  the  savage  nations  bowed  the 

head 
To  Gods  delighting  in  remorseless  deeds; 
Gods  which  themselves  had  fashioned,  to 

promote 
111  purposes,  and  flatter  (oul  desires. 
Then,  in  the  bosom  of  yon  mountain -cove. 
To  those  inventions  of  corrupted  man 
Mysterious  riles  were  solemnized;    and 

there  — 
Amid     impending     rocks     and     gloomy 

woods  — 
Of  those  terrific  Idols  some  received 
Such  dismal  service,  that  the  loudest  voice 
Of  the   swoln  cataracts  (which  now  are 
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Soft  n 


■ting)  w 


Fhough  aided  by  wild  winds,  tbe  gioans 

Of  human  victims,  offeied  up  to  appease 
Or  to  piopiliate.     And,  if  living  eyes 
Had  visionary  faculties  lo  see 
The  thing  that  hath   been  as  the  Ihii^ 
that  is. 


Flung  from  the  body  of  devouring  fires, 
To  Taranis  erected  on  the  heights 
By  priestly  hands,  tor  saccilice  peitorined 
Exultic^ly,  in  view  of  open  day 
And  full  assemblage  o(  a  barbatous  host; 
Ot  to  Andates,  female  Power  1  who  gave 
(For  so  they  fancied)  glorious  victory. 
—  A  few  rude  monuments  of 


Survive;  all  else  is  swept  away.  — -How 

The  appeaiances  of  things !    From  such, 

how  changed 
The   existing   worship;   and  with  those 

The  worshippers  how  innocent  and  blest '. 
So  wide  the  difference,  a  willing  mind 
Might  almost  think,  at  this  affecting  hour. 
Thai  paradise,  the  lost  abode  of  man, 
Was  raised  again  ;  and  to  a  happy  few. 
In  its  original  beauty,  here  restored. 

Whence  Iml  from  thee,  (he  true  and 
only  God, 
And  from  the  faith  derived  through  Him 

who  bled 
Upon  the  cross,  this  marvellous  advance 
Of  good  from  evil;  as  if  one  extreme 
Were   left,   the  other   gained. ^O  ye, 

To  kneel  devoutly  in  yon  reverend  Pile, 
Called  to  such  office  by  the  peaceful  sound 
Of  sabbath  bells;  and  ye,  who  sleep  in 

All  cares  forgotten,  round   lis  hallowed 

walls! 
For  you,  in  presence  of  this  little  band 
Gathered  logelher  on  the  green  hill-side, 
Your  Paslot  is  emboldened  lo  prefer 
Vocal  thank^ivings  lo  tbe  eternal  King; 


Whose  love,  whose  counsel,  whose  com- 
mands, have  made 
Your  very  poorest  rich  in  peace  of  thought 
And  in  good  works;  and   bjm,  who  is 

endowed 
With  scantiest  knowledge,  master  of  all 

truth 
Which  the  salvation  of  his  soul  requites. 
Consciousof  [hat  abundant  favor  showered 
On  you,  the  children  ot  my  humble  care. 
And  this  dear  land,  our  country,  while 

We  sojonrn,  have  I  lifted  up  my  soul, 
Joy  giving  voice  lo  fervent  gralilude. 
These  barren  rocks,  your  stern  inherit- 

These  fertile  Relds,  that  recompense  your 

The  shadowy  vale,  (he  sunny  m 


Woods  waving  in  (he  wind  their  lofiy 

Or  hushed;  (be  roaring  waters  and  (he 

still  — 
They  see  the  offering  of  my  lifted  hands, 
They  hear  my  lips  present  their  sacrifice. 
They  know,  if  I  be  silent,  morn  or  even : 
For,  ihongh  in  whispers  speaking,  the 

full  heart 
Will  find  a  vent;  and  thought  is  praise 

Audible  praise,  lo  thee,  omniscient  Mind, 
From  whom  all  gifts  descend,  all  bless- 
ings flow !  ' ' 


111  is    vesper-service    closed,   without 
delay, 
From  that  exalted  station  to  the  plain 
Descending,  we  pursued  our  homeward 

In  mute  composure,  o'er  the  shadowy 

lake, 
Under  a  faded  sky.     No  trace  remained 
Ol    those  celestial    splendors;   gray    the 

Pure,  cloudless,  ether;  and  the  star  of  eve 
Was  wanting;  but  inferior  lights  appeared 
Faintly,  too  faint  almost  for  sight;  and 

Above  the  darkened   hills  stood  boldly 

forth 
In  twinkling  lustre,  ere  tbe  boat  attained 


:.bv  Google 


Her  mooring-place;  where,  to  (he  shel- 

Our  yonthlul  Voyagers  bound   (asl  her 

Wilt  prompt  yet  careful  hards.     This 

done,  we  paced 
The   dewy  fields;    but   ere  the  Vicar's 

Was  reached,  the  Solitary  checked  his 

Then,  intertningling  thanks,  on  each  be- 
stowed 
A  iaiewell  salutation;  and,  the  like 
Receiving,  took  (he   slender   path  that 

To  the  one  cottage  in  the  lonely  dell: 
But  turned  not  without  welcome  promise 

That  he  would  share  the  pleasures  and 

pursuits 
Of  yet  another  summer's  day,  not  loth 
To  wander  with  us  ihrougli   the  fertile 

Ando'er  the  mountain-wastes.    "Another 

Said  he,  "  shall  shine  upon  us,  ere  we 

Another  sun,  and  peradventure  more; 
H  lime, with  free  consent,  be  yours  to  give, 
And  season  favois." 

To  enfeebled  Power, 
From  this    communion  with    uninjured 

What  renovation  had  been  brought;  and 

Degree  of  healing  to  a  wounded  spirit. 
Dejected,  and  habitually  disposed 
To  seek,  in  degradation  of  the  Kind, 
Excuse  and  solace  for  her  own  delects; 
How  far  those  erring  notions  were  re- 
formed ; 
And  whether  aught,  of  tendency  as  good 
And     pure,    from     further    intercourse 

This  — if  delightful  hopes,  as  heretofore. 
Inspire    the    seiious   song,   and  gentle 

Hearts 
Cherish,  and  lofty  Minds   approve   the 

My  future  labors  may  not  leave  untold. 


LAODAMIA. 
Written  at  Kydal  MouDt.    The  incident  of  the 

it  a  loftier  laac  than,  »  far  as  I  knon,  has  been 
pyeo  to  il  by  an;  of  the  Ancients  wbo  have 
treated  ol  ll.  It  cost  me  more  trouble  than 
aliniut  anytbing  of  equal  length  1  have  cv«r 

"With  sacrifice  before  the  rising  morn 
Vows  have  I  made  by  fruitless  hope  in- 

And  from  the  infernal  God's  'mid  shades 

forlorn 
Of  night,  my  slaughteied  Lord  have  I 

Celestial  pily  I  again  implore;  — 
Restore   him  lo  my  sight  —  great  Jove, 


So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endowed 
With   faith,  the   Suppliant   heavenward 

lifts  her  hands; 
While,   like   the   sun  emerging  from   a 

Her  countenance  brightens  —  and  her  eye 

Her    bosom    heaves    and    spreads,    her 

And  she  expects  the  issue  in  repose. 

O  terror  1  what  hath  she  perceived  ?  — 

Ojoyl 
What  doth  she   look  on? — whom  dolh 

she  behold? 
Her  Hero  slain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy? 
His  vital  presence?  his  corporeal  mould? 
It  is  —  if  sense  deceive  her  not  —  'tis  He  ! 
And  a  God  leads  him,  winged  Mercury  1 

Mild  Hermes  spake  —  and  touched  her 

with  his  wand 
That  calms  all  fear;  "such  grace  hath 

crowned  thy  prayer, 
Laodamia  !  (hat  at  Jove's  command 
Thy  Husband  walks  the  paths  of  upper 

He  comes  to  tarry  with  thee  three  hours' 

Accept  tile  gift,  behold  him  face  lo  face  !  " 
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Forth  spiang  the  impassioned  Queen  her 

Lord  to  clssp; 
Again  thai  consummation  she  essayed; 
But  unsubstantial  Form  eludes  her  grasp 
As  often  as  that  eager  gtasp  was  made. 
The  Phantom  parts— but  parts  to  re-unile. 
And  re-assume  his  place  before  hersight. 

"  Protesilaus,  lo  !  thy  guide  is  cone  ! 
Confirm,  I  pray,  the  vision  with  ihy  voice ; 
This  is  our  palace, — yonder  is  thy  ihione; 
Speak,   and  the   tloot  Ihou  tread'sl  on 

will  rejoice. 
Not  to  appal  me  have  the  gods  bestowed 
This  precious   boon  ;   and   blest  a  sad 


be, 

I  am  not  sent  lo  scare  thee  or  deceive; 
But  in  reward  of  thy  fidelity. 
And  something  also  did  my  worth  obtain; 
For    fearless    virtue    bringelh    boundless 

"Tbou  knowest,  the  Delphic  oracle  fore- 
told 

That  the  first  Greek  who  touched  the 
Trojan  stand 

Should  die;  but  me  the  threat  could  not 
withhold : 

A  generous  cause  a  victim  did  demand; 

And  forth  1  leapt  upon  the  sandy  plain; 

A  sell-devoted  chief  —  by  Hector  slain." 


"  Suprei 


best! 


e  of  Her 


—  bravest,  noblest. 


Thy  matchless  courage  1  bewail  no  more, 
Which   then,   when   lens  of   thousands 

By  doubt,  propelled  thee  toihe  fatal  shore; 
Thou   found'al  —  and   I  forgive  thee  — 

here  thou  art  — 
A  nobler  counsellor  than  my  poor  heart. 

"But  thou,  though  capable  of  sternest 

Wert  kind  as  resolute,  and  good  as  brave; 
And  he,  whose  power  resloies  thee,  hath 


As  when  Iheit  breath  enriched  Thessalian 


"No  Spectre  greets  me, — no  vain  Shadow 
Come,  blooming  Hero,  place  thee  by  my 

Give,   OD   this   well-known   couch,   one 

nuplial  kiss 
Tome,  this  day,  a  second  time  thy  bride!  " 
Jove  frowned  in  heaven:  the  conscious 

Parca;  threw 
Upon  those  roseate  lips  a  St;^ian  hue. 

"This  visage  tells  (hee  (hat  my  doom  is 

Nor  should  the  change  be  mourned,  even 

if  (he  joys 
Of  sense  were  able  lo  return  aa  last 
And  autely  as  tbey  vanish.     Earth  de- 

Those  raptures  duly —  Etebus  disdains: 
Calm   pleasures    there  abide  —  majestic 

"  Be  taught,  O  (aithful  Consort,  toconlrol 
Rebellious  passion :  lor  the  Gods  approve 
The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the 

A  lervent,  not  ungovernable,  love. 

Thy  transports  moderate;    and   meekly 

When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn  —  " 

"Ah,  wherefore?  —  Did  not  Hercules  by 

WtesI  from  the  guardian  Monster  of  the 

Alcestis,  a  reanimated  corse. 

Given  back  to  dwell  on  earth  in  vernal 

bloom? 
Medea's  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of 

And  ,^on  stood  a  youth  'mid  youthful 


' '  The  Gods  to  us  are  metcilul  —  and  they 
Vet  further  may  relent:  for  mightier  far 
Than  strength  of  nerve  and  sinew,  or  the 
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"But    if    thou    goest,    I     follow  — " 

"  Peace!  "  he  said,  — ■ 
She  looked  upon  him  aod  was   cxlmed 

and  cheered; 
The  ghastly  color  fiom  his  lips  had  fled; 
In   his   deportment,   shape,   and   mien, 

appeared 
Ely^an  beauty,  melancholy  grace, 
Brought  from  a  pensire  thoi^h  a  happy 

He  spake  of  love,  such  love  as  Spirits  feel 
In  worlds  whose  course  is  equable  and 

No  (ears  to  beat  away — no  Strife  to  heal  — 
The  past  unsighed  lor,  and  the  future  sure; 
Spake  of  heroic  arts  in  graver  mood 
Revived,  with  finer  harmony  pursued; 


0(  all  that  is  most  beauteous  —  imaged 

there 
In     happier     beauty;     more     pellucid 


Climes  which  the  sun,  who  sheds  the 

brightest  day 
Earth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 

Yet  there  the  Soul  shall  enter  which  hath 

That  privilege  by  virtue. ^ — "  III,"  said  he, 
"The  end  of  man's  existence  I  discerned. 
Who  from  ignoble  games  and  revelry 
Could  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain 

delight. 
While  (ears  were  thy  best  pastime,  day 

and  night; 

"And  white  my  youthful  peers  before 

my  eyes 
(Each  hero  following  his  peculiar  bent) 
Prepared  themselves  lor  glorious  enter- 
By  martial  sports, — or,  seated  in   the 


Chieftains  and  kings  in  council  were  de- 

What  lime  the  fleet  at  Aulis  lay  enchained. 

"The  wished-for  wind  was  given;  —  I 

then  revolved 
The  oracle,  upon  the  silent  sea; 
And,  it  no  worthier  led  the  way,  resolved 
That,  o(  a  thousand  vessels,  mine  should  be 
The   foremost   prow  in   pressing  to  the 


"  Vet  bitter,  oft-times  bitter,  was  the  pang 
When  of   Ihy  loss  I   thought,   beloved 

Wife! 
On  thee  too  fondly  did  my  memory  hang. 
And  on  the  joys  wesharedin  mortal  life, — 
The   paths  which  we  had  trod  —  these 

fountains,  flowers. 
My  new-planned  cities,  and  unfinished 


"  But  should  suspense  permit  the  Foe  to 

cry, 
'Behold  they  tremble! — haughty  their 

Yet  of  their  number  no  one  dares  to  die?  ' 
In  soul  I  swept  the  indignity  away: 
Oid  frailties  then  recurred; — but  lofty 

thought. 
In  act  embodied,  my  deliverance  wrought. 

"And  Thou,  though  strong  in  love,  art 
all  too  weak 

In  reason,  in  self-government  too  slow; 

I  counsel  thee  by  fortitude  to  seek 

Our  blest  re-union  in  the  shades  below. 

The  invisible  world  with  thee  hath  sym- 
pathized ; 

Be  thy  affections  raised  and  solemnized. 

"  Learn,  by  a  mortal  yearning,  to  ascend — 
Seeking  a  higher  object.  Love  was  given. 
Encouraged,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that 

For thisthe passion  toexcesswaa driven — 
That  self  might  be  annulled:  her  bondage 


'llie   fetter 


of    i 


m,   opposed 
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Aloud   she    shrieked  1    for   Hennes  i 


)  brief  bad  they 


clung  — 
The  hours  are  p; 

And  him  no  mortal  efiort  can  detain  .- 
Switt,  toward  the  realms  that  ktiow  nol 

earthly  day, 
He  through  Ihe  portal  takes  his  silent  way, 
And  on  the  palace-floor  a  lifeless  corse 

She  lay. 

Thus,  all  in  vain  exhorted  and  reproved. 
She  perished;  and,  as  (or  a  wilful  crime, 
By  the  just  Gods   whom  no  weak  pity 

Was  doomed  to  wear  i5ul  her  appointed 

Apart  from  happy  Ghosts,  that  gather 

Of  blissful  quiet  'mid  unfading  bowers. 


—  Yet  tears  to  human  suffering  are  due; 
And  mortal   hopes   defeated   and   o'er- 

Ihrown 
Are  mourned  by  man,  and  not  by  man 

As  fondly  he  believes.  —  Upon  the  side 
Of    Hellespont   (such   failh  was  enter- 
tained) 
A  knot  of  spiry  trees  for  ages  grew 
From  out  the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  she 

died; 
And  ever,  when  such  stature  they  had 

That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  lo  their 


The  ti 


t'  tall  summits  withered  a 


the 


interchange  of  growth   and 


introduced  by  i  stania 
[Erred  10  Ihe  Noltt,  for 
I   1  onnot  comply  with 


attached  to  tlie  poem, 
u>  a  place  in  the  NoK 


Serene,  and  filted  to  embrace. 
Where'er  he  turned,  a  swan4ike  grace 
Of  haughtiness  without  pretence. 
And  to  unfold  a  still  magnificence. 
Was  princely  Dion,  in  the  nower 
And  beauty  of  his  happier 

.     pherr 
the  groveof  Academe, 
Softening  their  inbred  dignity  austere  — 
That  he,  not  loo  elate 
With  self-sufficing  solitude. 
But  with  majestic  lowliness  endued. 

Might  in  the  universal  liosom  leign. 
And  from  affectionate  observance  gain 
Help,  under  every  change  of  adverse  fate. 

II. 

Five  thousand  warriors — Othe  rapturous 

Each  crowned  with  flowers,  and  armed 

with  spear  and  shield, 
Or  ruder  weapon  which  their  course  might 

To  Syracuse  advance  in  bright  array. 
Who   leads    them    on?~The    anxious 

Long-exiled  Dion  marching  at  their  head, 
He  also  crowned  with  flowers  of  Sicily, 
And  in  a  white,  far-beaming,   corselet 

Pure  transport  undisturbed  by  doubt  or 

The  gazers  feel;  and,  rushing  to  Ihe  plain. 
Salute  those  strangers  as  a  holy  train 
Or   blest  procession  (to  the    Immortals 

<  See  Note. 
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That  brought  their  precious  liberty  again. 
Lo !  when  the  gates  ate  entered,  on  each 

Down  the  long  street,  rich  goblets  filled 
with  wine 

In  seemly  order  stand. 
On  tables  set,  as  it  lor  rites  divine;  — 
And.  as  the  gieat  Deliverer  marches  by, 
He  looks  on  festal  ground  with  truits 
bestrown; 
And  flowers  are  on  his  person  thrown 

In  boundless  prodigality; 
Nor  doth  the  general  voice  abstain  from 

Invoking  Dion's  tutelary  care, 
As  if  a  very  Deity  he  were  1 


Mourn,  hills  and  groves  ot  Attica!   and 

Ilissus,  bending  o'er  thy  classic  urn  ! 
Mourn,  and  lament  for  him  whose  spirit 

dreads 
Your  once  sweet  memory,  studious  walks 

and  shades '. 
For  him  who  to  divinity  aspired, 
Not  on  the  breath  of  popular  applause. 
But  through  dependence  on  the  sacred 

Framed  in  the  schools  where  Wisdom 
dwelt  retired, 

Intent  to  (race  the  ideal  path  of  right 

(More  lair  than  heaven's  broad  causeway 
paved  with  stars) 

Which  Dion  learned  to  measure  with  sub- 
lime delight; — 

But  He  hath  overleaped  the  eternal  bars; 

And,  following  guides  whose  craft  holds 

With   aught  that   breathes  the  ethereal 

element. 
Hath  stainedtherobesof  civil  power  with 

Uood, 
Unjustly  shed,  though  for  the  public  good. 
Whence  doubts  that  came  too  late,  and 

Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  p^n; 
And  oft  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 
As,  through  Ibe  abysses  of  a  joyless  heart, 
The  heaviest  plummet  of  despair  can  go  — 
But  whence  that  sudden  check  P  that  fear- 


He  hears  an  uncouth  sound  — 
Anon  his  lilted  eyes 
Saw,   at  a  long-drawn   gallery's   dusky 

A  Shape  ol  more  than  mortal  size 

And  hideous  aspect,  stalking  round  and 

A  woman's  garb  the  Phantom  wore. 
And    fiercely    swept     the     maible 

floor,  — 
Like  Auster  whirling  lo  and  Iro, 
His  iorce  on  Caspian  foam  to  (ry; 
Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  snow 
That  skins  the  plains  of  Thessaly, 
Or  when  aloft  on  Mcenalus  he  stops 
His  flight,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree  tops! 


So,  but  from  toil  less  sign  of  profit  reaping. 
The  sullen  Spectre  to  her  purpose  bowed. 
Sweeping  —  vehementlysweeping — 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avowed  ! 
"  AvaunI,        inexplicable       Guest!  — 

Bvaunt," 
Exclaimed     the     Chieftain  — "  let    me 

The  coronal  that  coiling  vipers  make; 
The  torch  that  flames  with  many  a  lurid 

flake. 
And  the  long  train  of  doleful  pageantry 
Which    they    behold,     whom   vengeful 

Furies  haunt; 
Who,    while    they    struggle    from    the 

scourge  to  flee. 
Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  unworn, 
And,  in  their  anguish,  bear  what  other 

minds  have  borne  t " 


But  Shapes  that  come  not  at  an  earthly 
call, 
depart  when  n: 


Ye  Gods,  thought  He,  that  servile  Imple- 

Oheys  a  mystical  intent ! 
Your  Minister  would  brush  away 
The  spots  that  to  my  soul  adhere; 
But  should  she  labor  night  and  day. 
They  will  not,  cannot  disappear; 
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Whence  angry  perlurbations,  —  and  that 

look 
Which  no  Philosophy  can  brook  ! 


Ill-faled  Chief!   there  are  whose  hopes 

are  built 
Upon  the  ruins  of  thy  glorious  name; 
Who,  through  the  portal  oi  one  moment's 

guilt, 
Pursue  thee  with  their  deadly  aim  I 
O  matchless  perfidy !  portentous  lust 
Of     monstrous     crime!  — that      horror- 

atriking  blade. 
Drawn  in  defiance  o(  the  Gods,  hath  laid 
The  noble  Syracusan  low  in  dust '. 
Shuddered   the  walls  —  the  marble  city 

And  sylvan  places  heaved  a  pensive  sigh; 
Bui  in  calm  peace  the  appointed  Victim 

slept, 
As  he  had  fallen  in  magnanimity; 
Of  spirit  too  capacious  to  require 
That  Destiny  her  course  should  change; 


o  desirf 


To  his  own  nalive  grealnt 

That  wielched  boon,  days  lengthened  by 

So  were  the  hopeless  troubles,  that  in- 
volved 

The  soul  of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved. 

Released  from  life  and  cares  of  princely 
state, 

He  left  this  moral  grafted  on  his  Fate; 

"  Him  only  pleasure  leads,  and  peace 
attends, 

Flim,  only  him,  the  shield  of  Jove  defends, 

Whose  means  aie  fair  and  spotless  as  his 


lillLc  ibmt  TartKrI,  a 
dI  rock,  l>y  the  side 
preactiiDg^  wCTCDlieD 
place  is  quite  a  ulii 


IS  HABITATION 


acquired  tha  name  of 
Thb  Brownie's  Cell. 


To  barren  heath,  bleak  r 


Or  depth  of  labyrinthine  glen; 

Or  into  trackless  forest  set 

With  trees,  whose  lofty  umbrage  met; 

World-wearied  Men  withdrew  of  yore; 

(Penance  their  trust,  and   prayer   their 

And  in  the  wilderness  were  bound 
To  such  apartments  as  they  found, 
Or  with  a  new  ambition  raised; 
That  God  might  suitably  be  praised. 


High  lodged  the  IVarrisr,  like  a  bird  of 

prey; 
Or  where  broad  waters  round  him  lay; 
But  this  wild  ruin  is  no  ghost 
Of  his  devices — buried,  lost! 
Within  this  little  lonely  isle 
There  stood  a  consecrated  Pile; 
Where  tapers  burned,  and  mass  was  sung. 
For  (hem  whose  timid  Spirits  clung 
To  mortal  succor,  though  the  tomb 
Had  fixed,  forever  fixed,  their  doom  I 


Upon  Ihoae  servants  of  another  world 
When  madding  Power  her  bolts  had  hurled. 
Their  habitation  shook;  —  it  fell. 
And  perished,  save  one  narrow  cell ; 
Whither,  at  length,  a  Wretch  retired 
Who  neither  grovelled  nor  aspired: 
He,  stiuggUog  in  the  net  of  pride. 
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The  luture  scorned,  the  past  delied; 
Sliil  tempering,  from  the  unguilty  fqi 


Proud  Remnant  was  he  o(  a  fearless  Race, 
Who  stood  and  flourished  lace  Co  face 
With  Ibeir  perennial  hills; — but  Crime, 
Hastening  the  stern  decrees  ol  Time, 
Brought  low  a  Power,  which  from  its  home 
Burst,  when  repose  grew  wearisome; 
And,  talcing  impulse  from  the  sword. 
And,  mocking  its  own  pl^bted  word. 
Had  found,  in  ravage  widely  dealt, 
Its  warfare's  bourn,  its  travel's  beltl 


All,  all  were  dispossessed,  save  him  whose 

Shot  lightning  through  this  lonely  Isle ! 
No  right  had  ne  but  what  he  made 
To  this  small  spot,  bis  leafy  shade; 
But  the  ground  Jay  within  that  ring 
To  which  he  only  dared  to  cling; 
Renouncing  here,  as  worse  than  dead, 
The  craven  (ew  who  bowed  the  head 
Beneath  the  change;  who  heard  a  claim 
How  loud  '.  yet  lived  in  peace  with  shame. 


From  year  to  year  this  shaggy  Mortal  went 
(So  seemed  it) down  a  strange  descent: 
Till  they,  who  saw  his  outward  frame. 
Fixed  on  him  an  unhallowed  name; 
Him,  free  from  all  malicious  taint. 
And  guiding,  like  the  Patmos  Saint, 
A  pen  unwearied — to  indite. 
In  his  lone  Isle,  the  dreams  of  night; 
Impassioned  dreams,  that  strove  to  span 
The  faded  glories  of  his  Clan  I 


Suns  Chat  through   blood  their  western 

harbor  sought, 
And  stars  that  in  their  courses  fought; 
Towers  rent,  winds  combating  with  woods, 
Lands  deluged  by  unbridled  floods; 
And  beast  and  bird  that  from  the  spell 
Of  sleep  took  import  terrible; — 
These  types  mysterious  (it  the  show 
Of  battle  and  the  routed  foe 
Had  failed)  would  furnish  an  array 
Of  mattet  for  the  dawning  day ! 


How  disappeared  He?  —  ask  the   newt 

and  toad. 
Inheritors  of  his  abode; 
The  otter  crouching  undisturbed. 
In  her  dank  cleft; — but  be  thoa  curbedi 
O  froward  Fancy  I  'mid  a  scene 
Of  aspect  winning  and  serene; 
For  those  offensive  creatures  shun 
The  inquisition  of  the  sun  ! 
And  in  this  region  flowers  delight. 
And  all  is  lovely  to  the  sight. 

Spring  finds  not  here  a  melancholy  breast. 
When  she  applies  her  annual  test 
To  dead  and  living;  when  her  breath 
Quickens,  as  now,  the  withered  heath;  — 
Nor  flaunting  Summer  —  when  he  throws 
His  soul  into  the  briar-rose; 
Or  calls  the  lily  from  her  sleep 
Prolonged  beneath  the  bordering  deep; 
Nor  Autumn,  when  the  viewless  wren 
Is  warbling  near  the  Brownie's  Den. 

Wild  Relique  1  beauteous  as  the  chosen 

In  Nysa's  isle,  the  embellished  grot; 
Whither,  by  care  of  Libyan  Jove, 
(High  Servant  of  paternal  Love) 
Voung  Bacchus  was  conveyed  — to  lie 
Safe  from  his  step-dame  Rhea's  eye; 
Where   bud,   and  bloom,  and   fruitage, 

glowed, 
Qose-crowding  round  the  infant-god; 
All  colors, — and  the  liveliest  streak 
A  toil  to  bis  celestial  cheek  ! 


Composed  at  Cora  Likn, 
IN  SIGHT  OF  Wallace's  tower. 

I  had  Ken  thii  cdebratcd  Walcilall  Iwicx  be 
fore;  but  the  feelings,  lo  which  it  had  giver 
t^nh,  were  act  expressed  till  they  recumd  ir 
preieDcc  of  the  obiecL  on  this  occaiioD. 
"— How  Wallau  fought  for  ScDl1»id,lel>  the  naiDi 
Of  Wallace  id  be  fduad,  Hke  a  wild  flower. 
All  over  hit  dear  Cauntiy ;  left  the  deeds 
Of  Wjillace,  like  a  family  of  ghosts, 
To  p«4iLe  the  Keep  rocks  and  river  banks, 
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Of  iiid?peqdemx  and  slern  liberty.^* —  See  p.  171 

Lord  of  the  vale  t  asloundtng  Flood; 
The  dullest  leaf  in  this  thick  wood 
Quakes  —  conscious  ol  thy  power; 
The  caves  reply  wilh  hollow  moan ; 
And  vibtatesi  lo  its  cential  stone,. 
Von  time-cemented  Tower ! 

And  yeX  how  fair  the  rural  1 

For  Ihou,  O  Qyde,  hast  evt 

Beneficent  as  strong; 

Pleased  in  refreshing  dews  to  steep 

The  little  trembling  flowers  that  peep 

Thy  shelving  rocks  among. 

Hence  a]l  who  love  Iheir  country,  love 
To  look  on  thee  —  delight  to  rove 
Where  Ihey  thy  voice  can  hear; 
And,  lo  the  patriot -warrior's  Shade, 
Lord  of  the  vale!  to  Heroes  laid 
In  dust,  thai  voice  is  dear  I 

Along  thy  banks,  al  dead  of  night 
Sweeps  visibly  the  Wallace  Wight; 
Oi  stands,  in  warlike  vest. 
Aloft,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
A  Champion  worthy  of  the  stream. 
Yon  gray  tower's  living  crest! 

But  clouds  and  envious  darkness  hide 
A  Form  not  doubtfully  descried : — 
Theit  tranwenl  mission  o'er, 
O  say  to  wha.t  blind  region  flee 
These  Shapes  ol  awful  phantasy? 
To  what  untrodden  shore? 

Less  than  divine  command  they  spurn; 
But  this  we  from  the  mountains  learn, 
And  this  the  valleys  show; 
That  never  will  they  deign  to  hold 
Communion  where  the  heart  is  cold 
To  human  weal  and  woe. 

The  man  ol  abject  soul  in  vain 
Shall  walk  the  Marathonian  plain; 
Or  tbrid  the  shadowy  gloom. 
That  still  invests  the  guardian  Pass, 
Where  stood,  sublime,  Leonidas 
Devoted  to  the  tomb. 


And  let  no  Slave  his  head  incline. 
Or  kneel,  before  the  votive  shrine 
By  Uri's  lake,  where  Tell 
Leapt,  from  hisstorm-vext  boat,lo  land, 
Heaven's  Instrument,  lor  by  his  hand 
That  day  the  Tyrant  fell. 


HB  BRAN,  NKAR  DUNKBLD. 

Een  by  the  owner  of  Ihe  place.  Hi 
jiaposed  10  pay  little  allendoa  10  it 
u>  prove  othermie  I  ihould  be  glad 
ite  eEhibidon  1b  diBtreulogly  puerile, 
'aterfal],  by  a  loud  raaring,  warned  ui 


Llerfalls,  Ihal  tumbJE 


What    He  —  who,   'mid    Ihe    kindred 

throng 
Of  Heroes  that  inspired  his  song. 
Doth  yet  frequent  the  hill  of  storms. 
The   stars  dim-lwinkling   through   iheir 

What !  Ossian  here  —  a  painted  Thrall, 
Mule  fixture  on  a  stuccoed  wall; 
To  serve  — an  unsuspected  screen 
For  show  that  must  not:  yet  be  seen; 
And,  when  the  moment  comes,  to  part 
And  vanish  by  mysterious  art ; 
Head,  harp,  and  body,  split  asunder. 
For  ingress  to  a  world  of  wonder; 
A  gay  saloon,  with  waters  dancing 
Upon  the  sight  wherever  glancing; 
One  loud  cascade  in  front,  and  lo  I 
A  thousand  like  it,  white  as  snow  — 
Streams  on  the  walls,  and  torrent -foam 
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As  active  lound  the  hollow  dome, 
Illusive  cataracts  1  of  (heir  lertora 
Not  stripped,  nor  voiceless  in  Che  mirrors. 
That  catch  the  pageant  from  the  flood 
Thundering  adown  a  rocky  wood. 
What  pains  lo  dazzle  and  contound  1 
What  strife  of  color,  shape  and  sound 
In  this  quaint  medley,  that  might  seem 
Devised  out  of  a  sick  man's  dream  ! 
Strange  scene,  fantastic  and  uneasy   ' 
As  ever  made  a  maniac  dilzy. 
When  disenchanted  from  the  mood 
That  loves  on  sullen  thoughts  to  brood ! 
O  Nature  —  in  thy  changeful  visions. 
Through  all  thy  most  abrupt  transitions 
Smooth,  graceful,  tender,  or  sublime  — 
Ever  averse  to  pantomime. 
Thee  neither  do  they  know  nor  us 
Thy  servants,  who  can  trifle  thus; 
Else  verily  the  sober  powers 
Of   rock   that   frowns,  and  stream  that 

Esalted  by  congenial  sway 
Of  Spirits,  and  the  undying  Lay, 
And  Names  that  moulder  not  away, 
Had  wakened  some  redeeming  thought 
Mote  worthy  of  this  favored  Spot; 
Recalled  some  feeling  —  lo  set  free 
The  Bard  from  such  indignity  1 

■  The  Efligies  of  a  valiant  Wight 
I  once  beheld,  a  Templar  Knight) 
Not  prostrate,  not  like  those  that  rest 
On  tombs,  with  palms  together  presl. 
But  sculptured  out  of  living  stone, 
And  standing  upright  and  alone. 
Both  hands  with  rival  enei^ 
Employed  in  setting  his  sword  free 
From  its  dull  sheath  —  stern  sentinel 
Intent  to  guard  St.  Robert's  cell; 
As  if  with  memory  of  the  affray 
Far  distant,  when,  as  legends  say. 
The  Monks  of   Fountain's  thronged  to 

force 
From  its  dear  home  the  Hermit's  corse, 
TTiat  in  their  keeping  it  might  lie, 
To  crown  their  abbey's  sanctity. 
So  had  (hey  rushed  into  the  grot 
Of  sense  despised,  a  world  forgot. 
And  torn  him  from  his  loved  retreat. 
Where  attar'Stone  and  rock-hewn  seat 
Still  hint  that  quiet  best  is  found, 

'  On  the  binks  of  tbc  River  Nid,  utM  Kn>re>- 


Even  by  the  Living,  under  ground; 
But  a  bold  Knight,  the  selfish  aim 
Defeating,  put  the  monks  to  shame. 
There  where  you  see  his  Image  stand 
Bare  to  the  sky,  with  threatening  brand 
Which  lingering  NiD  is  proud  to  show 
Reflected  in  the  pool  below. 

Thus,  like  the  men  of  earliest  days. 
Our  sires  set  forth  their  grateful  praise: 
Uncouth  the  workmanship,  and  rude  I 
But,  nursed  in  mountain  solitude. 
Might  some  aspiring  artist  dare 
To  seize  whate'er,  through  misty  air, 
A  ghost,  by  glimpses,  may  present 
Of  imitable  lineament. 
And  give  the  phantom  an  array 
That  less  should   scorn   the   abandoned 

Then  let  him  hew  with  patient  stroke 
An  Ossian  out  of  mural  rock, 
And  leave  the  figurative  Man  — 
Upon  thy  margin,  roaring  Bran  1  — 
Fixed,  like  the  Templar  of  the  steep. 
An  everlasting  watch  to  keep; 
With  local  sanctities  in  trust. 
More  precious  than  a  hermit's  dust; 
And  virtues  through  tbc  mass  infused. 
Which  old  idolatry  abused. 

What  though  the  Granite  would  deny 
All  fervor  to  the  sightless  eye; 
And  touch  from  rising  suns  in  vain 
Solicit  a  Memnonian  strain; 
Yet,  in  some  fit  of  anger  sharp, 
The  wind  might  force  the  deep-grooved 

To  utter  melancholy  moans 
Not  unconnected  with  the  tones 
Of  soul-sick  flesh  and  weary  bones; 
While  giove  and  river  notes  would  lend, 
Less  deeply  sad,  with  these  to  blend  I 

Vain  pleasures  of  luxurious  life. 
Forever  with  yourselves  at  strife; 
Through  town  and  country  both  deranged 
By  affectations  interchanged. 
And  all  the  perishable  gauds 
That  heaven -deserted  man  applauds; 
When  will  your  hapless  patrons  learn 
To  watch  and  ponder  —  lo  discern 
The  freshness,  the  everlasting  youth. 
Of  admiration  sprung  from  truth; 
From  beauty  infinitely  growing 
Upon  a  mind  with  love  o'erflowinf  — 
To  sound  the  depths  ot  «very  Art 
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That  seeks  its  wisdom  through  the  heart? 
Thus   (where   the  intrusive   Pile,   ill- 

Wilh  baubles  of  Ihcalric  lasle, 
O'ertooks  (he  torrent  breafhing  showers 
Od  motley  bands  of  alien  flowers 
In  stiK  contusion  set  or  sown, 
Till  Nature  cannot  find  her  own, 
Or  keep  a  remnant  of  the  sod 
Which  Caledonian  Heroes  trod) 
I  mused;   and,  thirsting  for  ledress, 
Recoiled  into  the  wilderness. 


Yarrow  Visitrd. 
1814. 
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ANDis  this  — Yarrow?—  7"*ij  the  Stream 

Of  which  my  fancy  cherished. 

So  faithfully,  a  waking  dream? 

An  image  that  hath  perished  ! 

O  that  some  Minstrel's  harp  were  neat. 

To  utter  notes  of  gladness. 

And  chase  this  silence  from  (he  air. 

That  fills  my  heart  with  sadness  1 

Yet  why?  — a  silvery  current  flows 
With  uncontrolled  meanderings; 
Nor  have  these  eyes  by  greener  hills 
Been  soothed,  in  all  my  wanderings. 
And,  through  her  depths.  Saint  Mary's 

Is  visibly  delighted; 

For  not  a  feature  of  those  hills 

Is  in  the  mirror  slighted. 

A  blue  sky  bends  o'er  Yarrow  vale. 

Save  where  that  peaily  whiteness 

Is  round  the  rising  sun  diffused, 

A  tender  haiy  brightness; 

Mild  dawn  of  promise  !  that  excludes 

All  profitless  dejection-, 

Though  not  unwilling  here  to  admit 

A  pensive  recollection. 

Where  was  i(  that  the  famous  Flower 

Oi  Yarrow  Vale  lay  bleeding? 

His  bed  perchance  was  yon  smooth  mound 

On  which  (he  herd  is  feeding; 

And  haply  from  this  crystal  pool, 

Now  peaceful  as  the  morning. 

The  Water-wrailh  ascended  thrice  — 

And  gave  his  doleful  warning. 

Delicious  is  Ihe  Lay  that  sings 
The  haunts  of  happy  Lovers, 
The  path  that  leads  ihem  to  the  grove, 
The  leafy  grove  that  covets : 
And  Pity  sanctifies  the  Verse 
That  paints,  f)y  strength  of  sorrow. 
The  unconquerable  strength  of  love; 
Bear  witness,  rueful  Vatrow! 

But  thou,  that  didst  appear  so  fair 

To  fond  imagination. 

Dost  rival  in  the  light  of  day 

Her  delicate  creation; 

Meek  loveliness  is  round  thee  spread, 

A  softness  still  and  holy; 
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That  region  left,  the  vale  unfolds 

Rich  groves  ot  lofty  stature. 

With  Varrow  winding  through  the  pomp 

Of  cultivated  nature; 

And,  rising  from  Ihose  lofty  groves, 

Behold  a  Ruin  hoary  > 

The  shallered  front  of  Newark's  Towers, 

Renowned  in  Border  story. 

Fair    scenes    for    childhood's    opening 

For  sportive  youth  to  stiay  in; 

For  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength; 

And  age  to  wear  away  in ! 

Yon  cottage  seems  a  tiower  of  bliss, 

A  covert  lor  piolection 

Of  lender  thoughts,  that  nestle  there  — 

The  brood  of  chaste  affection. 


How  sweet,  on  this  autumnal  day, 

The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gather, 

And  on  my  True-love's  forehead  plant 

A  crest  of  blooming  heather  1 

And  what  if  I  enwreathed  my  own! 

'T  were  no  offence  to  reason; 

The  sober  Hills  thus  deck  their  brows 

To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  see  —  but  not  by  sight  alone, 

Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  thee; 

A  ray  of  fancy  still  survives  — 

Her  sunshine  plays  upon  thee  ! 

Thy  ever-youthful  waters  keep 

A  course  of  lively  pleasure; 

And  gladsome  notes  my  lips  can  breathe. 

Accordant  to  the  measure. 

The  vapors  linger  round  the  Heights, 
They  melt,  and  soon  must  vanish; 
One  hour  is  theirs,  nor  more  is  mine  — 
Sad  thought,  which  I  would  banish. 
But  that  1  know,  where  'er  I  go. 
Thy  genuine  image,  Varrow  ! 
Will  dwell  with  me  — to  heighten  joy, 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow. 


From  the  dark    chambers    of    dejection 

Spurning  the  unprofitable  yoke  of  care. 
Rise,  GiLUEs,  rise;   the  gales  of  youth 

shall  bear 
Thy  genius  forward  like  a  winged  steed. 
Though  bold   Bellerophon  (so  Jove   de- 


In« 


creed 
ath)  fell  headlong  from  the  fields  of 

linds  that 


Vet  a  rich  guerdon  v 

If  aught  be  in  them  of  immortal  seed. 
And  reason  govern  that  audacious  flight 
Which  heavenward  they  direct. — Then 

droop  not  thou. 
Erroneously  renewing  a  sad  vow 
]n  the  low  dell  'mid  Roslin's  faded  grove : 
A  cheerful  life  is  what  the  Muses  love, 
A  soiling  spirit  is  their  prime  delight. 


N  HEARING  OF  THE  DEATH 


To  public  notice,  with  reluctance  strong. 
Did  I  deliver  this  unfinished  Song; 
Vet  for  one  happy  issue;  —  and  I  look 
With  sel (-congratulation  on  the  Book 
Which  pious,  iearnfcd,  Murfitt  saw  and 
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Upon  my  thoughts  his  saintly  Spirit  led; 

He  conned  the  new'bom  Lay  with  grate- 
ful heart  — 

Foreboding  not  how  soon  he  must  depart; 

Unweeting  that  to  him  the  joy  was  given 

Which  good  men  lake  with  them  (rom 
earth  to  heaven. 


TO   B.   E.   HAYDON. 


(  Whether  Iheinslrumenl  of  words  she  use, 
Or  pencil  pregnant  with  ethereal  hues,) 
E)emands  the  serviced  a  mind  and  heart, 
Though  sensitive,  yet,  in  theft  weakest 

Heroically  fashioned  —  to  infuse 

Faith  in  the  whispers  o(  the  lonely  Muse, 

While  ihe  whole  world  seems  adverse  (o 

And,  oh !  when  Nature  sinks,  as  oft  she 

may, 
Through  long-lived  pressure  o(  obscure 


Still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward. 
And  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay, 

e  of  weak-minded- 


>r  the  strife  is  hard  ! 


ARTEGAL  AND  ELIDURE. 


MONMOUTH    I 


U  Rydal  Mount ,  u  ii 


over  even  of  thoe  reputed  lales,  be  il  for  nothing 
elK  but  in  favorof  our  English  Poeli  and  Rheto- 

(hem  pudidoualy." 

Whbrb  be  the  temples  which,  in  Brit- 
ain's Isle, 
For  bis  paternal  Gods,  the  Trojan  raised? 
Gone  like  a  morning  dream,  or  like  a  pile 
Of  clouds  that  in  cerulcao  ether  blazed  1 


Ere  Julius  landed   on  her  white-cliffed 

They  sank,  delivered  o'er 
To  fatal  dissolution;  and,  I  ween. 
No  vestige  then  was  left  that  such  had  ever 

Nalhless,  a  British  record  (long concealed 
In  old  Armorlca,  whose  secret  springs 
No  Gothic  conqueror  ever  drank  )  revealed 
The   marvellous    current    of    forgotten 

How  Brutus  came,  by  oracles  impelled. 

And  Albion's  giants  quelled, 
A  brood  whom  no  civility  could  melt, 
"  Who  never  tasted  grace,  and  goodness 
ne'er  had  felt." 

By  brave  Corineus  aided,  he  subdued. 
And  rooted  out  the  intolerable  kind; 
And  this  too-long -polluted  land  imbued 
With  goodly  arts  and  usages  refined; 
Whence  golden  harvests,  cities,  warlike 

And  pleasure's  sumptuous  bowers; 
Whence  all  the  fined  delights  of  hrmse 

and  home. 
Friendships  thai  will  not  break,  and  love 

that  cannot  roam. 

O,  happy  Britain  1  region  all  loo  fair 
For  self -de  lighting  fancy  to  endure 
Thai  silence  only  should  inliabit  there, 
Wild  beasts,  or  uncouth  savages  impure  ! 
Bui,  intermingled  with  the  generous  seed. 

Grew  many  a  poisonous  weed; 
Thus  fares  it  still  with  all  that  takes  its 

birth 
Prom  human  care,  or  grows  upon   the 

breast  of  earth. 

Hence,  and  how  soon  !  thai  war  of  ven- 
geance waged 

By  Guendolen  against  her  faithless  lord; 

Till  she,  in  jealous  fury  unassuaged 

Had   slain   his   paramour   with  ruthless 
sword : 

Then,  into  Severn  hideously  defiled, 
She  flung  her  blameless  child, 

Sabrina,  — vowing  that  the  stream  should 
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So  speaks  the  Chronicle,  and  lells  ol  Lear 
By  his  ungrateiul  daughters  turned  adrift. 
Ye  lightnings,   hear   his   voice!  —  they 

Nor  can  the  winds  restore  his  simple  gift. 
But  One  (here  is,  a  Child  of  nature  meek, 

Who  comes  her  Sire  to  seek; 
And  he,  recovering  sense,  upon  her  breast 
Leans  smilingly,  and  sinks  into  a  perfect 


There  loo  we   read   of   Spenser's   fairy 

themes, 
'  And  those  (hat  Milton  loved  in  youthful 

years; 
The     sage    enchanter     Merlin's    subtle 

schemes; 
The   feats  of   Arthur  and  his   knightly 

Of  Arthur,  — who,  to  upper  light  restored. 

With  thai  terrific  sword 
Which  yet  he  brandishes  for  future  war, 
Shall  lift  his  country's  fame  above  ttie 
polar  star ! 

What  wonder,  then,  if  in  such  ample  field 
Of  old  tradition,  one  particular  flower 
Doth  seemingly  in  vain  its  fragrance  yield. 
And   bloom   unnoticed  even  to  this  lale 

Now,  gentle  Muses,  your  assistance  grant. 

While  I  this  flower  transplant 
Into  a  garden  stored  with  Poesy; 
Where  flowers  and  hetlis  unite,  and  haply 

some  weeds  be, 
That,  wanting  not  wild  grace,  are  from 

all  mischief  free! 


TOrthy  of  respect  and 

Than  wise  Gorbonian  ruled  not  in  his  day; 
And  grateful  Britain  prospered  far  above 
All    neighboring   countries    through    his 

righteous  sway; 
He  poured  rewards  and  honors  on  the 


He  died,  whom  Artegal  succeeds  —  his 

But  how  unworthy  of  that  sire  was  he '. 
A  hopeful  reign,  auspiciously  begun, 
Was  darkened  soon  by  foul  iniquity. 
From  crime  to  crime  he  mounted,  till  at 

The  nobles  leagued  their  strength 
With  a  vexed   people,  and   the   tyrant 

chased; 
And,  on  the  vacant  throne,  his  worthier 
Brother  placed. 


From  realm  l(. 


n  the  humbled  Exile 


Suppliant  for  aid  his  kingdom  to  regain; 
Inmanyacourt,and  many  a  warrior's  tent. 
He  urged  his  persevering  suit  in  vain. 
Him,  in  whose  wretched  heart  ambition 

failed. 
Dire  poverty  assailed; 
And,  tired  with  slights  his  pride  no  more 

could  brook. 
He   towards   his   native  country  cast  a 

longing  look. 

Fair   blew   the  wished-for    wind  —  the 

voyage  sped; 
He  landed;  and,  bymany  dangersscared, 
"  Poorly  provided,  poorly  followid," 
To  Calaterium's  forest  be  repaired. 
How  changed  frpm    him  who,  born   to 

highest  place. 
Had  swayed  the  royal  mace. 
Flattered  and  feared,  despised  yet  deified. 
In  Troynovant,  his  seat  by  silver  Thames 's 

From  that  wild  region  where  the  crown- 
less  King 
Layin  concealment  with  his  scanty  train. 
Supporting  life  by  water  from  the  spring. 
And  such  chance   food  as  outlaws  can 

Unto  the  few  whom  he  esteems  his  triends 

A  messenger  he  sends; 
And  from  their  secret  loyally  requires 
Shelter  and  daily  bread,  — the   sum  of 

his  desires. 
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A  startling  outcry  made  by  hound  and 

From  which  the  luslty  wild  boar  flies  in 

And,  scouring  toward  him  o'er  Che  grassy 
plain. 
Behold  the  hunter  train  1 
He  bids  his  liltle  company  advance 
With  seeming  unconcern  and  steady  coun- 


And  stripped  ol 


?,  feeble,  desti 


To  me  a  kingdom  '.  spare  the  bitter  scorn ; 
li  justice  ruled  [he  breast  of  foreign  kings. 

Then,  on  the  wide-spread  wings 
Of  war,  had  I  returned  to  claim  my  right; 
This  will  I  here  avow,  not  dreading  ihy 


Melhinkslhal  I  should  tecogniie  thai  lace, 
Though  much  disguised  by  long  adversity  t 
He  gazed  lejoicing,  and  again  he  gazed. 

Confounded  and  amazed  — 
"It  is  the  king,  my  brother  I  "  and,  by 

Of   his  own  voice  confirmed,  he  leaps 
upon  the  ground. 


Long,  5t 


t,  and  tender  was  the  embrace 


Feebly  returned  by  daunted  Aitegal; 
Whose  natural  affection  doubts  enslave. 
And  apprehensions  dark  and  criminal. 
Loth  to  restrain  the  movlnp-  interview. 

The  attendant  lords  withdrew; 
And,  while   they  stood  upon   the  plaii 


"  By  heavenly  Powers  conducted,  we  have 

—  O  Brother!  to  my  knowledge  lost  so 

long. 
But  neilhei  lost  to  love,  nor  to  regret, 
Nor   to    my  wishes  lost; — (oigive    the 

wrong, 
(Such  it  may  seem)  if  I  thy  crown  have 

Thy  royal  mantle  worn; 
1  was  their  natural  guardian :  and  't  is  just 
That  now  I  should  restore  what  hath  been 
held  in  trust. " 

A  while  the  astonished  Arlegal  stood  mute. 
Then  thus  exclaimed:  "To  me,  of  titles 


And  thou  from  all  disquietude  be  free. 
May  the  unsullied  Goddess  of  the  chase. 

Who  to  this  blessed  place 
Al  this  blest  moment  led  me,  if  I  speak 
With  insincere   intent,  on  me  her  ven- 
geance wreak  I 

"Were  this  same  spear,  which  in  my  hand 

I  grasp. 
The  British  sceptre,  here  would  I  to  thee 
The  symbol  yield;  and  would  undo  this 

If  it  confined  the  robe  of  sovereignty. 
Odious  to  me  the  pomp  of  regal  court. 

And  joyless  sylvan  sport. 
While  Ihou  art  roving,  wretched  and  for- 


Then    Artegal   thus    spake:    "  I    only 

sought. 
Within  this  realm  a  place  of  safe  retreat; 
Beware  of  rousing  an  ambitious  thought; 
Beware  of  kindling  hopes,  (or  me  unmeet ! 
Thou  art  reputed  wise,  but  in  my  mind 
Art  pitiably  blind: 
1    soon   this   generous    purpose    thou 


"  Who,  when  a  crown  is  fixed  upon  his 

Would   balance   claim  with   claim,  and 

right  with  right  P 
But  thou  — I  know  not   how  inspired, 

flow  led  — 
Wouldsl  change  the  course  of  things  in 

all  men's  sight  i 
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And  ihis  lor  one  wlio  cannot  imitate 

Thy  virtue,  who  may  hate: 
For,  if,  by  Euch  strange  sacrilke  restored, 
He  reign,  thou  still  must  b«  his  king. 


"  Litled  in  magnanimity  above 

Aught  that  tny  feeble  nature  could  per' 

Or  even  conceive;  surpassing  me  in  love 
Far  as  in  power  the  eagle  doth  the  worm. 
I,  Brother !  only  should  be  king  in  name. 

And  govern  to  my  shame; 
A  shadow  in  a  hated  land,  while  all 
Of  glad  or  willing  service  to  thy  share 
would  fall." 


"  said  Elidure;  "respect 
JUS  life,  and  ever  most 
ivith    dominion 


Attends    on    goodness 

Which    stands    the    universal    empire's 

This  can  Ihy  own  experience  testify: 

Nor  shall  thy  Iocs  deny 
That,  in  the  gracious  opening  of  thy  reign, 
Our  father's  spirit   seemed   in   Ihee   to 

breathe  again. 
"  And  what  if  o'er  thy  bright  unbosoming 
Clouds  of  disgrace  and  envious  fortune 

Have  we  not  seen  the  glories  of  the  spring 
By  veil  ol  noontide  darkness  overcast? 
The  frith  that  glittered  like  a  warrior's 

shield. 
The  sky,  the  gay  green  field, 
Are   vanished;    gladness  ceases  in  the 

groves, 
And   trepidation   strikes   the   blackened 

"  But  is  that  gloom  dissolved?  how  pass- 
ing clear 
Seems  the  wide  world,  lar  brighter  than 

Even  so  thy  latent  worth  will  re-appear, 
Gladdening  the  people's  heart  from  shore 

Foryoufhful  faults  ripe  virtues  shall  atone; 

Re-sealed  on  thy  throne, 
Proof  shalt  thou  furnish  that  misfortune, 


>  overlook  what  thou  may'st 
are  neither  weak  n 


ir  course,  and 


And  s 


Thy  ei 

And  circumspect  ir 

Or  from  my  purpose  ruin  may  ensue. 
Dismiss  thy  (ollowers;  —  let  them  calmly 

Such  change  in  thy  estate 
Ae  I  already  have  in  thought  devised; 
And  which,  with  caution  due,  may  soon 
be  realiied." 

The  Story  tells  what  courses  were  pursued. 
Until  king  Elidure.  with  full  consent 
Of  all  his  peers,  before  the  multitude. 
Rose,  —  and,  to  consummate  this  jusi  in- 

Did  place  upon  his  brother's  head  the 
"Receive  your 


The  people  answered  with  a  loud  acclaim : 
Yet  more;  — hearl-smitlen  by  the  heroic 

deed. 
The  reinstated  Artegal  became 
Earth's  noblest  penitent;   from  bondage 

freed 
Of  vice  —  thencetorth  unable  to  subvert 

Or  shake  his  high  desert. 
Long  did  he  reign;    and,  when  he  died, 

the  tear 
Ol  universal  grief  bedewed  his  honored 


Discord  in  hearts  of  men  till  they  have 

Their  nearest  kin  wilhdeadly  purpose  met) 
'Gainst  duty  weighed,  and  faithful  love, 
did  seem 
A  thing  of  no  esteem; 
And,  trom  this  triumph  of  afiection  pure, 
" :   bore   the  lasting   name   of   "pious 
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hcallhwith  thu  stale  of  ro 

prompled  me  to  lejoitt  in  1  season  ol  froil  jnd 

•now  as  DIOR  fa<n>rable  10  Ihe  MuHt  than  anm- 

m«r  ilstlf. 

Whilb  not  B  leaf  sceras  laded;  while  (be 

fields, 
Wilh  ripening  harvesi  prodigally  fair. 
In  brightest  sunshine  bask;   this  nipping 

Sent  from  some  distant  clime  where  Win- 
ter wields 
His  icy  scimitar,  a  loretasle  yields 
Of  bitter  change,  and  bids  the  flowers 

And  whispers  to  the  silent  birds,  "  Prepare 
Against  the  threatening  foe  your  trustiest 

For  me,  who  under  kindlier  laws  belong 
To  Nature's  tuneful  quire,  this  rustling  dry 
Through  leaves  yet  green,  and  yon  crystal- 
Announce  a  season  potent  to  renew, 
'Mid  frost  and  snow,  the  ii 

of  song, 
And  nobler  cares  than  listless 


NOVEMBER, 


same  observaliDa  applies  to  the  neit. 

How  clear,  how  keen,  how  marvellously 

The  effluence  from  yon  distant  mountain's 

head, 
Which,  strewn  with  snow  smooth  as  the 

sky  can  shed. 
Shines  like  another  sun  —  on  mortal  sight 
Uprisen,  as  if  tocheck  approaching  Night, 
And  all  her  twinkling  stars.     Who  now 

would  tread. 


If  so  he  might,  yon  mountain's  glittering 

Terrestrial,  but  a  surface,  by  the  flight 
01  sad  mortality's  earth -sullying  wing, 
Unswept,  unstained?   Nor  shall  the  aerial 

Powers 

Dissolve  that  beauty,  destined  to  endure, 
White,  radiant,  spotless,  exquisitely  pure, 
Through  all  vicissitudes,  till  genial  Spring 
Has  filled  the  laughing  vales  with  wel- 


Suggested  at  Hackel.  which  is  on  the  cnggy 
ridge  that  ttki  between  the  two  Langdales  and 
looks  towards  Windermere.  The  Couage  oi 
Hackel  was  often  visited  by  us,  and  it  the  lime 


Iwelling  wilh  a  light  10  guid 
It  night.  The  same  collage 
'  Epistle  to  Sir  Geoim  Beai 
vhich  the  female  peuani  hi 


Tub  fairest,  brightest  hues  of  ether  fade; 


The  s' 


die; 


O  Friend  I  thy  flute  has  breathed  a  har- 

Sof  tly  resounded  through  (his  rocky  glade ; 
Such  strains  of  rapture  as^  the  Genius 

played 
In   his  still  haunt  on   Bagdad's  summit 

high; 
He  who  stood  visible  to  Miria's  eye, 
Never  before  to  human  sight  betrayed. 
Lo,  in  the  vale,  the  mists  of  evening 

spread  1 
The  visionary  Arches  are  not  there, 
Nor  the  green  Islands,  nor  the  shining 

Seas: 


This  and  the 

Dllowing  eight  sonnets  •> 

See  the  Visioo 

f  Mimin  the  SftOaiir. 
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"WEAK  IS  THE  WILL  OF  MAN." 


Vet  saaed  is  1o  me  this  Mountain's  head. 
Whence  I  have  risen,  uplifted,  oti  the 

Of  hitmony,  above  all  earthly  care. 


"WEAK  IS  THE  WILL  OF  MAN, 
HIS  JUDGMENT  BLIND." 

"  Weak  is  the  will  of  Man,  his  judgment 
blind; 

Remembrance  persecules,  and  Hope  be- 
trays; 

Heavy  is  woe;  — and  joy,  lor  human- 
kind, 

A  mournful   thing,  so  tian^ent   is  the 

Thus  might  it  paint  our  lot  of  mortel  days 
Who  wants  the  glorious  faculty  assigned 
To  elevate  the  more-lhan-reasoning  Mind, 
And  color  life's  dark  cloud  with  orient 

Imagination  is  that  sacred  power. 
Imagination  lofty  and  refined; 
'Tis  hers  to  pluck  the  amaranthine  flower 
Of  Faith,  and  round  the  Sufferer's  temples 

bind 
Wreaths  that  endure  affliction's  heaviest 

shower. 
And  do  not  shrink  from  sorrow's  keenest 


eign  of  one  peaceful 


Hail,  Twilight,  so 

Not  dull  art  Thou 
But  studious  only 
Day's     mutable   i 

Power  1 
Thus  did  the  watei 

To  the  rude  Briton,  wh^n,  in  wolf-skin 

Here  roving  wild,  hetaid  him  down  to  test 
On  the  bare  rock,  or  through  a  lea ty  bower 
Looked  ere  his  eyes  were  closed.     Byhim 


At  thy  meek  bidding,  shadowy  Power ! 

brought  forth 
These  mighty  barriers,  and  the  gulf  be- 


The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  softly 

"Bright  is  thy  veil,  O  Moon,  as  thou  art 

bright ! " 
Forthwith,    that   little   cloud,   in   ether 

And  penetrated  all  with  lender  light, 
She  cast  away,  and  showed  her  fulgent 

Uncovered;  daziling  the  Beholder's  sight 
As  it  to  vindicate  her  beauty's  right 
Her  beauty  thoughtlessly  disparaged. 
Meanwhile  thai  veil,  removed  or  thrown 

Went  floating  from  her,  darkening  as  it 

And  a  huge  mass,  lo  bury  or  to  hide. 
Approached  this  glory  of  the  firmament; 
Who  meekly  yields,  and  is   obscured  — 

With  onectdm  triumph  of  a  modest  pride. 


a  dragon's  eye  that  feels   the 


So  burns  yon  Taper  'mid  a  black  recess 
Of  mountains,  silent,  dreary,  motionless: 
The  lake  below  reflects  it  not;  the  sky, 
Muffled  in  clouds,  affords  no-company 
To  mitigate  and  cheer  its  loneliness. 
Yet,  round  the  body  of  that  joyless  Thing 
Which  sends  so  far  its  melancholy  light. 
Perhaps  are  seated  in  domestic  ring 
A  gay  society  with  faces  bright. 
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"BROOK!  WHOSE   SOCIETY  THE   POET  SEEKS." 


Conversing,  leading,  laughing;  — or  they 
■While  hearts  and  voices  in  the  song  unite. 


Suggotcd  io  the  wild  huel  vood  at  the  foot  o[ 
slm-cT^,  when  the  atone  tlill  lie>,  with  alhen 
like  lorm  and  chancier,  though  much  of  the 


;«tifylng  to 


bliged><.p 
ceoCaJ 


change  of  fortune,  the> 
offend  their  acMixs  to  Mn.  FLelcher,  the  hu>. 
band  a>  an  <mt-dooi  laborer,  and  the  wife  na  a 
doiueiticKrvanl.  1  have  wilneased  the  pride  and 
pleaauce  with  which  the  man  wttriied  i 


evprcBsed  those  feeli 
noted  feelings  of  the  9 


Indeed,  he 
lit,  and  the 


verlialim  from  the  language  of  the  speaker  herself. 

Mask  the  concentred  hazels  thai  enclose 
Yon  old  gray  Slone,  protected  from  the  ray 
Of  noontide  suns ;  —  and  even  the  beams 

that  play 
And  glance,  while   wantonly  ihe  rough 

wind  blows, 
Are  seldom  free  to  touch  the  moss  that 

Upon  that  roof,  amid  embowering  gloom. 

The  very  image  framing  of  a  Tomb, 

In  which  some  ancient  Chieftain  finds  le- 

Among  the  lonely  mountains.  —  Live,  ye 

And  thou,  gray  Stone,  the  pensive  likeness 

Of  a  dark   chamber  where  the   Mighty 

For   more  than   Fancy  lo  the  influence 


TO  THE  POET.  JOHN  DYER. 
Bard  of  the  Fleece,  whose  skilful  genius 

That  work   a   living  landscape  fair  and 

bright: 
Nor  hallowed  less  with  musical  delight 
Than  those  soft  scenes  through  which  thy 
I  childhood  strayed. 

Those  southern  tracts  of  Cambria,  "  deep 

embayed. 
With  green  hills  fenced,   with   ocean's 

murmur  lulled;" 
Though  hasty  Fame  hath  many  a  chaplet 

culled 
For  worthless  brows,  while  in  the  pensive 

Of  cold  neglect  she  leaves  thy  head  un- 

graced. 
Yet   pure   and   powerful   minds,   hearts 

meek  and  still, 
A  grateful  few,  shall  love  ihy  modest  Lay, 
Long  as  the  shepherd's  bleating   flock 

shall  stray 
O'er  naked  Snowdon's  wide  aerial  waste: 
Long  as  the  thrush  shall  pipe  on  Grongar 

Hill! 


Brook!  whose  society  the  Poet  seeks. 

Intent  his  wasted  spirits  to  renew; 

And  whom  the  curious  Fainter  doth  pur- 

T^rough   rocky  passes,   among   flowery 

And  tracks  ihee  dancing  down  thy  water- 

li  wish  were  mine  some  type  oi  thee  lo 

Thee,  and  not  thee  thyself,  I  would  not 

do 
Like  Grecian  Artists,  give  thee  human 

Channels  lot  tears;   no  Naiad  should'st 
thou  be,  — 
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"SURPRISED   BY   JOY —  IMPATIENT  AS  THE  WIND." 


Have  neither  limbs,  feet,  feathers,  joints 

It  seems  Ibe  Eleroal  Soal  is  dolhed  in 

thee 
With  purer  robes  than  those  of  flesh  and 

blood. 
And  halh  ticstowed  on  thee  a  safer  good ; 
Unwearied  foj,  and  lite  withoui  its  cares. 


Thli  HU  in  fact  luggMtcd  b;  my  daughter 
CuhulDe  long  iftei  hei  death. 

SuKFRlSBD   by  joy  —  impatient   as   the 

Wind 
I   turned  to  share  the  transport  —  Oh! 

with  whom 
But  Thee,  deep  buried  in  the  silent  tomb. 
Thai  spot  which  no  vicissitude  can  find? 
Love,  faithful  love,  recalled  thee  to  my 

mind  — 
But  how  could  I  forget  thee?      Through 

what  power, 
Even  for  the  least  division  of  an  hour. 
Have  I  been  so  beguiled  as  to  be  blind 
To    my    most     grievous    loss?  —  That 

thought's  return 
Wastheworst  pang  that  sorrow  ever  bore. 
Save  one,  one  only,  when  I  stood  forlorn. 
Knowing  my  heart's  best  treasure  was  no 

That  neither  present  time,  nor  years  un- 

Could   to  my  sight  that  heavenly  face 


JANUARY  i8,  1816.' 

The  Snt  ituia  ol  Ih»  Ode 


THANKSGIVING. 


here  detcribed.  The  view  taken  of  Napoleon's 
chuncfervand  prDceedings  is  Utile  in  accordance 
with  thai  taken  b^  somt  hlttorians  and  critical 
philoaophen,  f  am  glad  and  proud  of  thedifter- 
ence,  Eind  inutthallhiBuiieaof  poems,  infinitely 
'See  Note. 


below  the  lubject  a>  Ihey  are,  »il]  survive  tc 
counteract,  in  unaophLsticated  minds,  the  perni- 
cious and  degrading  tendency  ol  those  views  and 
doclrlnei  that  lead  to  the  idolatry  of  power,  a> 
power,  and,  in  that  false  splendor  to  lose  lighl 


T  the 


withou 


hai  chaiacteriied  men  of  all  ages,  clutes,  and 
employments,  since  Nimrod  became  a  mighty 
hunter  before  (be  Lord. 

Hail,  orient  G>nqueror  of  gloomy  Night  1 
Thou  thai  canst  shed  the  bliss  of  gratitude 
On  hearts  howe'er  insensible  or  rude: 
Whether  thy  punctual  visitations  smite 
The    haughty   towers   where    monarch  s 

dwell; 
Or  thou,  impatlial  Sun,  with  presence 

Cheer's!  the  low  threshold  of  the  peas- 
ant's cell  1 
Not  unrejoiced  I  see  thee  climb  the  sky 
In   naked  splendor,  clear  fiom  misl  or 

Or  cloud  approaching  to  diver!  (he  rays, 
Which  even  in  deepest  winter  testify 

Thy  power  and  majesty. 
Dazzling thevisLon.that  presumes  togaie. 
— Well  does  thine  aspect  usher  in  this  Day; 
As  aptly  suits  therewith  that  modest  pace 

Submitted  to  the  chains 
That   bind  thee  to  the  path  which  God 

That  Ihou  shalt  trace. 
Till,  with  the  heavens  and  earth,  thou 

pass  away ! 
Nor  less,   the   stillness  of   these   frosty 

plains, 
Their  utler  stillness,  and  the  silent  grace 
Of  yonethereal  summits  white  with  snow, 
(Whose  tranquil  pomp  and  spotless  purity 
Report  of  storms  gone  by 
To  us  who  tread  below) 
Do  with  the  service  of  this  Day  accoid. 
—  Divinest  Object  which  the  uplifted  eye 
Of  mortal  man  is  suffered  to  behold; 
Thou,  who  upon  those  snow-clad  Heights 

has  poured 
Meek  lualte,   nor  forget'st   the  humble 

Vale; 
Thou  who  tlost  warm  Earth's  universal 

mould. 
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609 


And  for  thy  bounty  werl  not  unadored 

By  pioua  men  of  old; 
Once   more,  heart -cheering  Sun,   I  bid 

thee  hail  I 
Bright  be  thy  course  to-day,  let  not  this 

promise  fail  I 


'Mid  (be  deep  quiet  of  this  morning 

All  nature  seems  lo  hear  tne  while  I  speak, 
By  feelings  urged  that  do  not  vainly  seek 
Apt  language,  ready  as  the  tuneful  notes 
That  stream  in  blithe  succession  from  the 

Of  birds,  in  lealy  bower. 
Warbling  a  farewell  to  a  vernal  shower. 
—  There  is  a  radiant  though  a  short-lived 

flame. 
That  burns  for  Poets  in  the  dawning  east; 
And  oft  my  soul  bath  kindledal  the  same. 
When  the  captivity  of  sleep  had  ceased; 
But  He  who  fixed  immovably  the  frame 
Ot  the  round  world,  and  built,  by  laws 

A  solid  refuge  for  distress  — 
The  towers  of  righteousness; 
He  knows  that  Irom  a  holier  altar  came 
The  quickening  spark  ot  this  day's  sacri- 
fice; 
Knows  that  the  source  is  nobler  whence 
doth  rise 
The  current  of  this  matin  song; 
That  deeper  far  it  lies 
Than  aught  dependent  on  the  fickle  slues. 


Have   we    not   conquered?  —  by  the 

vengeful  sword? 
Ah  no,  by  dint  of  Magnanimity; 
That  curbed  the  baser  passions,  and  left 

free 
A  loyal  band  to  follow  their  li^e  Lord 
Clear-sighted  Honor,  and  his  staid  Com- 

Atong  a  track  of  most  unnatural  years; 

In  execution  o(  heroic  deeds 

Whose  memory,  spotless  as  the  crystal 

Of    morning  dew   upon  the  untrodden 


He,  who  in  concert  with  an  earthly  string 
Of  Britain's  acts  would  sing. 
He  with  enraptured  voice  will  tell 

Of  One  whose  spirit  no  reverse   could 

Ot  One  that  'mid  the  tailing  never  tailed  — 
Who  paints  how  Britain  struggled  and 

prevailed 
Shall  represent  her  laboring  with  an  eye 

Of  circumspect  humanity; 
Shall  show  her  clothed  with  strength  and 
skill. 

All  martial  duties  to  fulfil; 
Firm  as  a  rock  in  stationary  fight; 
In  motion  rapid  as  the  lightning's  gleam; 
Fierce  as  a  flood-gate  bursting  at  midnight 
To   rouse  the  wicked  from  their  giddy 


And  thus  is  missid  the  sole  true  glory 
That  can  belong  to  human  story  1 
At  which  they  only  shall  arrive 
Who  through  the  abyss  of  weakness 
dive. 
The  very  humblest  are  too  proud  of  heart; 
And  one  briet  day  is  rightly  set  apart 
For  Him  who  lilteth  up  and  layeth  low; 
For  that  Almighty  God  to  whom  we  owe. 
Say  not  that  we  have  vanquished  —  but 
that  we  survive. 


How  dieadlul   the   dominion   of   the 
impure ! 
Why  should  the  Song  be  tardy  to  proclaim 
That  less  than  power  unbounded  could 

That  soul  of  Evil  — which,  from  hell  let 

Had  filled  the  astonished  world  with  such 

As  boundless  patience  only  could  endure? 
—  Wide-wasted  regions — -cities  wrapt  in 

Who  sees,  may  lift  a  streaming  eye 

To  Heaven;  —  who  never  saw,  may  heave 

a  sigh; 
But  the  foundation  of  our  nature"  shakes. 
And  with  an  infinite  pain  the  spirit  aches. 
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When  desolated  countries,  (owns  on  fire. 

Are  but  the  avowed  atlire 
Of  warfare  waged  with  desperate  mind 
Against  the  life  of  virtue  in  mankind; 

Assaulting  without  ruih 

The  citadels  of  truth; 
While  the  fair  gardens  of  civility, 

By  ignorance  defaced. 

By  violence  laid  waste. 
Perish  without  repiieve  for  tlowei  oi  tree  ! 


A   crouching    purpose  —  a   distracted 

will  — 
Opposed  to  hopes  that  battened  upon 


Opposed  to  dark,  deep  plots  ol  patient 

skill, 
And  to  celerities  of  lawless  force; 
Which,  spurning  God.  had  flung   away 

What  could  Ihey  gain  but  shadows   oI 
redress? 

—  So  bad  proceeded  propagating  worse ; 
And  discipline  was  passion's  dire  excess. ' 
Widens  the  fatal  web,  its  lines  extend, 
And  deadlier  poisons  in  the  chalice  blend. 
When  will  your  trials  leach  you  to  be  wise  ? 

—  O     prostrate     Lands,    consult     youi 

agonies  ] 


No  more  —  (he  guilt  is  banished, 

And,  with  the  guilt,  the  shame  is  fled; 

And,  with  the  guilt  and  shame,  the  Woe 

hath  vanished. 
Shaking  the  dust  and  ashes  (rotn  ber  head ! 
—  No  more  —  these  lingerings  of  distress 
Sully  the  limpid  stieam  ol  thankfulness. 
What  robe  can  Gratitude  employ 
So  seemly  as  the  radiant  vest  of  Joy? 
What  steps  so  suitable  as  those  tW  move 
In    prompt   obedience    to    spontaneous 


Of  glory,  and  felicity,  ajid  love. 
Surrendering  the  whole  heart  lo  sacred 


O  Britain !  dearer  far  than  life  is  dear. 

If  one  there  be 

0(  all  thy  prt^eny 
Who  can  forget  thy  prowess,  never  more 
Be  thai  ungrateful  Son  allowed  to  hear 
Thy  green  leaves  rustle  or  thy  torrents 

As  springs  the  lion  (lom  his  den. 
As  from  a  forest-brake 
Upstarts  a  glistering  snake, 

The   hold  Arch-despol   le-appeaied;  — 

Wide  Europe  heaves,  impatient  to  be  cast. 
With  all  her  armid  Powers, 
On   (hat   offensive  soil,  like  waves 
upon  a  thousand  shores. 
The  trumpet  blew  a  universal  blast ! 
But  Thou  art  foremost  in  the  field :  — 

there  stand : 
Receive  the  triumph  destined  lo  thy  hand  ! 
All  States  have  glorified  themselves;  — 

Are  weighed  by  Providence,  in  balance 


Andn 


o  the  mightie< 


ToTheetheexterminating  sword  is  given. 
Dread  mark  of  approbation,  justly  gained  ! 
Exalted  othce,  worthily  sustained  t 


Preserve,  O  Lord!  within  our  hearts 

The  memory  of  thy  favor. 

That  else  insensibly  departs. 

And  loses  its  sweet  savor  1 
Lodge  it  within  us !  —  as  the  power  ot 

light 
Lives  inexhaustibly  in  precious  gems. 
Fixed  on  the  front  of  Eastern  diadems. 
So  shine  our  thankfulness  forever  bright ! 
What  offering,  what  transcendent  monu- 

Shall  our  sincerity  to  Thee  present  ? 

—  Not  work  of  hands;   but  trophies  that 

may  reach 
To  highest  heaven  —  the  labor  of  the  Soul ; 
That  builds,   as   thy  unerring   precepts 

Upon  the  internal  conquests  made  by  each. 
Her  hope  of  lasting  glory  for  the  whole. 
Vet  will  not  heaven  disown  nor  earth 
gainsay 
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The  oulward  secvict  of  ibis  day; 
Whether  the  worshippers  entreat 
Forgiveness  (lom  God's  mercy-seat; 
Ot  ihanks  and  praises  to  His  throne  as- 
Thai  He  has  brought  our  warfare  to  an 

And  that  we  need  no  second  victory  !  — 
Ha  !  what  a  ghastly  sight  for  man  (o  see; 
And  to  the  heavenly  saints  in  peace  who 

dwell, 

For  a  brief  moment,  terrible; 

But,  to  thy  sovereign  penetration,  fair. 

Before  whom  all  things  are,  that  were, 

All  judgments  (hat  have  been,  or  e'er 

shall  be; 
Ijnka  in  the  chain  of  thy  tranquillity  ! 
Along  the  bosom  ol  this  favored  Nation, 
Breathe  Thou,  this  day,  a  vital  undula^ 

Let  all  who  do  this  land  inherit 

Be  conscious  of  thy  moving  spirit! 

Oh,  't  is  a  goodly  Ordinance,  —  the  sight. 

Though  sprung  from  bleeding  war,  is  one 

of  pure  delight; 
Bless  Thou  the  hour,  or  ere  the  hour 


And, 


With  lip  and  heart  to  tell  their  gratitude 

For  thy  protecting  care, 
Their  solemn  joy  —  praising  the  Eternal 

For  tyranny  subdued. 
And  for  the  sway  of  equity  renewed. 
For  liberty  confirmed,  and  peace  restored  ! 


—  down  the 
placid  lake 

Floats  the  soft  cadence  of  the  church- 
tower  bells; 

Bright  shines  the  Sun,  as  if  bis  beams 
would  wake 

The  tender  insects  sleeping  in  their  cells; 

Blight  shines  the  Sun  —  and  not  a  breeze 

The  drops  that  tip  the  melting  idcles. 

O,  enter  now  his  temple  gate  ! 
Inviting  words  —  perchance  already  flung 


(As  ihe  crowd  press  devoutly  down  the 

Ol  some  old  Minster's  venerable  pile) 
From  voices  into  zealous  passion  stung. 
While  the  tubed  engine  feels  the  inspir- 
ing blast. 
And  has  begun  —  its  clouds  of  sound  to 

Forth  towards  empyreal  Heaven, 
As  if  the  fretted  roof  were  riven. 
Us,  humbler  ceremonies  now  await; 
But  in  the  bosom,  with  devout  respect 
The  banner  of  our  joy  we  will  erect. 
And  strength  oi  love  our  souls  shall  ele- 

For  to  a  lew  collected  in  his  name. 
Their  heavenly  Father  will  incline  an  ear 
Gracious  to  service  hallowed  by  its  aim ;  — 
Awake  I  Ihe  majesty  of  God  revere  1 

Go  —  and   with   foreheads    meekly 

Present  your  prayers  —  go  —  and  rejoice 

The  Holy  One  will  hear  1 
And  what,  'mid  silence  deep,  with  tailh 

Ye,  in  your  low  and  undisturbed  estate. 
Shall  simply  feel  and  purely  meditate  — 
Ol   warnings  —  Irom  tne  miprecedented 

Which,  in  our  lime,  the  impious  have  dis- 

And  of  more  arduous  duties  thence  im- 

Upon  the  future  advocates  of  right; 
Of  mysteries  revealed. 
And  judgments  unrepealed. 
Of  earthly  revolution, 
And  tinat  retribution,  — 
To  his  omniscience  will  appear 
An  offering  not  unworthy  to  nnd  place, 
On  this  high  Day  of  Thanks,  before  the 
Throne  of  Grace  1 


Imagination  —  ne'er  before  content. 
But  aye  ascending,  restless  in  her  pride 
From  all  that  martial  feats  could  yield 
To  her  desires,  or  to  her  hopes  present — 
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Stooped  lo  the  Victory,  on  thai  Belgic 

field. 
Achieved,  this  closing  deed  magniliceiit, 
And  with  the  embrace  wati  satisfied, 
—  Fly,  ministers  of  Faaic, 
With  every  help  that  ye  from  earth  and 

heaven  may  claim ! 
Bear  (hrough  (he  woiid  these  tidings  of 

delight! 
—  Hours,  Days,  and  Monttis,  have  borne 

them  in  the  sight 
Of  moilals,  hurrying  like  a  sudden  shower 
That  landward  Eiretches  from  the  sea, 
The  morning's  splendors  to  devour; 
Bui  this  swift  travel  scorns  the  company 
Of  irksome  change,  or  threats  from  sad- 
dening power. 
—  Tht  ihock  is  given  —  the  Adversa- 

rits  bUtd— 
Lo,     yttstice   triianphs !     Earth    is 
jr«d! 
Joyful  annunciation  !  —  It  went  forth  — 
It   pierced   the  caverns  ot   the  sluggish 
North  — 

It  found  no  barrier  on  (he  ridge 
Of   Andes  —  froien   gulphs  became    its 

The    vast     Pacific    gladdens    with    the 

Upon  the  Lakes  of  Asia  'I  is  bestowed  — ■ 
The  Arabian  desert  shapes  a  willing  road 

Across  hei  burning  breasi. 
For   this    refreshing    incense   from    the 

Westi  — 


The  upturned  soil  receives  the  hopeful 

While  the  Sun  rules,  and  cross  the  shades 

of  night  — 
The   unwearied  arrow  hath  pursued  its 

flight  1 
The  eyes  of  good  men  thankfully  give 

heed. 
And  in  its  sparkling  prepress  read 
Of  virtue  crowned  with  glory's  deathless 

Tyrants  exult  lo  hear  of  kingdoms  won, 
And  slaves    are   pleased  to  learn  ihat 
mighty  feats  are  done; 


Even  Ihe  proud  Realm,  from  whose  dis- 
tracted borders 
This  messenger  of  good  was  launched  in 

France,  humbled  France,  amid  her  wild 
disorders, 

Feels,  and  hereader  shall  the  truth  de- 
clare. 

That  she  loo  lacks  not  reason  to  rejoice, 

And   ulter  England's  name  with  sadly- 


Inlo  whose  bosom  earth's  best  treasures 

flow. 
To  whom  all  persecuted  men  retreat; 
If  a  new  Temple  lifl  her  volive  brow 
High  on  the  shore  of  silver  Thames  —  to 

greet 
The  peaceful  guest  advancing  from  afar 
Bright  be  the  Fabric,  as  a  star 
Fresh  risen,  and  beautiful  within  !  —  Ihere 

Dependence  infinite,  proportion  just; 
A  File  that  Grace  approves,  and  Time 

With  his  most  sacred  wealth,  heroic  dusl. 


I  if  the  valiant  of  this  land 
itial  modesty  demand. 
That  all  observance,  due  to  (hem,  be  paid 


Where  Iheir  si 


E  progenilc 


e  laid; 


Kings,  warriors,  h^h-souled  poets,  saint- 
like sages, 
England's  illustrious  sons  of  long,  loi% 

ages; 
Be  il  not  unordained  that  solemn  rites, 
Within  the  circuit  of  those  Gothic  walls. 
Shall  be  performed  at  pregnant  intervals; 
Commemoration  holy  that  unites 
The  living  generations  with  the  dead; 
By  Ihe  deep  soul-moving  sense 
Of  religious  eloquence, — 
By  visual  pomp,  and  l:^  the  tie 
'^'         land  threatening  harmony; 


Soft  n 


IS  the  oi 


Of  destructive  tempests  coming. 
And  escaping  from  that  sadness 
Into  elevated  gladness; 


• 
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While  the  while-robed  choir  attend- 
Under  mouldering  banners  pendant, 

Provoke  all  poleni  symphonies  to  raise 
Songs  of  victorji  and  praise, 

For  ihem  who  bravely  stood  unhurt,  or 
bled 

With  medicable  wounds,  01  found  their 

Upon  the  battle  field,  or  under  ocean's 

Or  were  conducted  home  in  single  stale, 
And  long  procession  —  there  to  lie. 
Where  (heir  sons'  sons,  and  all  posterily, 
Unheard  by  them,  their  deeds  shall  cele- 


Nor  will  the  God  of  peace  and  love 
Such  martial  service  disapprove. 
He   guides  the   Pestilence  —  the 

Of  locusts  travels  on  his  breath; 
The  region  that  in  hope  was  ploughed 
His  drought  consumes,  his  mildew  taints 

He  springs  the   hushed   Volcano's 

He  puts  the  Earthquake  on  her  still  design, 
Darkens  the  sun,  hath  bade  the  forest  sink. 
And,  drinking  towns  and  cities,  still  can 

drink 
Cities  and  towns  —  't  is  Thou  —  the  work 

is  Thine!  — 
The    fierce   Tornado    sleeps    within    thy 

He  hears  the  word  —  he  flies  — 
And  navies  perish  in  their  ports; 
For  Thou  art  angry  with  thine  enemies  I 
For   these,  and  mourning   for  our 


And  magnify  thy  name,  Almighty  God ! 
But  Manis  thy  most  awful  instrument. 
In  working  out  a  pure  intent; 

Thou  clolh'st  the  wicked  in  their  dazzling 

And  for  thy  righteous  purpose  they  pre- 


Of  ihem  who  in  thy  laws  del^t: 
Thy  presence  turns  the  scale  of  doubtful 

fight. 
Tremendous   God   of  battles,   Lord    ol 

Hosts! 


Forbear;  —to  Thee  — 
Father  and  Judge  of  all,  with   fervent 
tongue 

But  in  a  gentler  strain 
Of  contemplation,  by  no  sense  of  wrong, 
(Too  quick  and  keen}  Incited  to  disdain 
Of  pily  pleading  from  the  heart  in  vain  — 

ToThbb  — ToTHEE- 
Just  God  of  christianiied  Humanity 
Shall  praises  be  poured  forth,  and  thanks 

That  thou  hast  brought  our  warfare  to  an 

And  (hat  we  need  no  second  victory ! 

Blest,  above  measure  blest, 

If  on  thy  love  our  Land  her  hopes  shall 

And  all  (he  Nations  labor  (o  fulfil 
Thy  law,  and  live  henceforth  in  peace,  in 
pure  good  will. 


INVOCATION   TO  THE   EARTH. 
1816. 


"  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  Earth ! 
O  rest,  (hou  doleful  Mother  of  Man- 
kind !  " 
A  Spirit  sang  in  (ones  more  plaintive  than 

the  wind: 
"  From  regions  where  no  evil  thing  has 

I  come  —  (by  stains  (o  wash  away. 

Thy  cherished  fetters  to  unbind. 

And  open  thy  sad  eyes  upon  a  mjider 

The  Heavens  are  thronged  wi(h  martyrs 
that  have  risen 

From  out  thy  noisome  prison; 
The  peijaJ  caverns  groan 
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With  tc 


It  bom  off  the 


Of  hopeful  life,  —  by  battle's  whirlwind 

blown 
Into  the  deserts  of  Eternity. 
Unpilied  havoc  1     Victims  unlamentedl 
But  not  on  high,  where  madness  is  re- 

And  muidet   causes  some   sad  tears  to 

flow, 
Though,  Irom  the  widely  sweeping  blow. 
The  dioirs  of  Angels  spread,  triumphantly 

augmented. 


"  False  Parent  of  Mankind  1 
Obdurate,  proud,  and  blind, 

I  sprinkle  thee  with  soft  celestial  dews. 

Thy  lost,  maternal  itCNt  to  re-infuse  ! 

Scattering  this  far -fetched  awktuie  from 
my  wings, 

Upon  ihe  act  a  blessing  I  implore,  '     . 


Of  which  the  rive 
Theri 


n  their: 


:t  springs. 


May  Discord  —  for  a  Seraph's  care 
Shall  be  attended  with  a  bolder  prayer  — 
May  she,  who  once  disturbed  the  seats  of 
bliss 
These  mortal  spheres  above, 
Be  chained  forever  to  the  black  abyss. 
And  thou,  O  rescued  Earth,  by  peace  and 

And  merciful  desires,  thy   sanctity  ap- 
provi  '  ■■ 
ie  Sp 


When  the  soft  hand  of  sleep  had  closed 

the  lalch 
On  the  tired  household  of  corporeal  sense, 
And  Fancy,  keeping  unteluclani  watch. 
Was  free  her  choicest  favors  to  dispense ; 
I  saw,  in  wondrous  perspective  displayed, 
A  landscape  moie  august  than  happiest 

skill 
Of  pencil  ever  clothed  with  light   and 

nlertningled  pomp  of  vale  and  hill, 
City,  and  naval  stream,  suburban  grove. 
And  stately  forest  where  the  wild  deer 

Nor  wanted  lurking  hamlet,  dusky  towns, 
And  scattered  rural  farms  of  aspect  bright; 
And,  here  and  (here,  between  the  pas- 
toral downs, 
The  azure  sea  upswelled  upon  the  sight. 
Fair  prospect,  such  as  Britain  only  shows  ! 
But  not  a  living  creature  could  be  seen 
Through  its  wide  circuit,  that,  in  deep 

And,  even  1o  sadness,  lonely  and  serene, 
Lily  hushed;    till  —  through  a  portal  in 

the  sky 
Brigf;ler  than  brightest  loop-hole,  in  a 


.    triumphant 


Opening  before   the    ! 
eye  — 

ed,  lopdden  view,  a  glorious  Form  ! 

Earthward  it  glided  with  a  swift  descent : 
Saint  Georgia  himself  this  Visitant  n 

And,  ei 

He  sought  ihe  regiaps  of  Hun 

A  thrilling  voice  wa^e^rd,  thai  vivified 

City  and  field  and  fioodV-  alo"d  it  cried— 

"Though  from 

"Like  a  Champion,  ^ 

"On  my  helm  the  draSf 

"  And  the  red  cross  on  IPX  breast; 

"  I,  the  Guardian  of  this* 

"Speak  not  now 

"Welt  obeyed  was  tftat  CO 

"Whence   brighl   days    i 

"Haste,   Virgins,   haste! — tl 
which  summer  gave 
"  Have  perished  in  the  field; 
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"  But  the  green  ihickels  plenleously  shall 

"  Fit  garlands  for  the  brave, 
"  That  will  be  welcome,  if  by  you  en- 
twined; 
"Haale,   Virgins,   haste;    and   you,   ye 

Matrons  grave, 
"Go   forth   with  rival    youthfulneas  of 

"  And  gather  whal  ye  find 
"Of  hardy  laurel  and  wild  holly  boughs— 
"To  deck  your  slern  Defenders'  modest 


meed; 

"  And  in  due  lime  shall  share 
"Those  palms  and  amaranthine  wreaths 
"Unto  their  martyred  Countrymen  de- 

"  In  realms  where  everlasting  freshness 
breathes ! ' ' 


banners  proudly 
moeently  gleam- 


And  lo  '.  with  ciimsor 

streaming. 

And  upright  weapons  i 

ing. 

Along  the  surface  of  a  spacious  plain 
Advance  in  order  the  redoubted  Bands, 
And  there  receive  green  chaplels  from 
ihe  hands 
Of  a  fair  female  train  — 
Maids  and  Matrons,  dight 
In  robes  of  daiiling  white; 
While  from  [he  crowd  bursts  forth  a  rap- 
By  the  cloud-capl  hills  retorted; 
And  a  throng  of  rosy  boys 
In  loose  fashion  tell  their  joys; 
And  gray-haired  sires,  on  staffs  supported. 
Look  round,  and  by  their  smiling  seem  lo 
say. 


Anon  before  my  sight  a  palace  rose 
Built  of  all  precious  substances,  —  so  pure 
And  exquisite,  that  sleep  alone  bestows 
Ability  like  splendor  to  endure : 
Entered,     with     streaming     thousands, 
through  the  gale, 


I  saw   the   banquet   spread    beneath   a 

A  lofty  Dome,  that  dared  to  emulate 
The  heaven  of  sable  night 
With  starry  lustre;  yel  had  power  to  throw 
Solemn  effulgence,  clear  as  solar  light. 
Upon  a  princely  company  below. 
While  the  vault  rang  with  choral  harmony. 
Like  some  Nymph-haunted  grot  beneath 
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then 


rings. 
^r  ceased  that   peal,  than  o 


That  kindled  recollections 
Of  agoniied  affections; 
And,   though  some   tears  (he  strain  at- 

The  mournful  passion  ended 
In  peace  of  spirit,  and  sublime  content  1 

But    garlands    wither ;    festal    shows 
Like  dreams   themselves;  and  sweetest 

(Albeit  of  effect  profound) 

It  was  —  and  it  is  gone  ! 
Victorious  England!  bid  the  silent  Art 
Reflect,in  glowing  huesthatshall  not  fade. 
Those  high  achievements;   even  as  she 

arrayed 
With  second  life  the  deed  of  Marathon 

Upon  Athenian  walls; 
So  may  she  labor  for  thy  civic  halls : 

And  be  the  guardian  spaces 

Of  consecrated  places. 
As  nobly  graced  by  Sculpture's  patient 

toil; 
And  let  imperishable  Columns  rise 
Fixed  in  the  depths  of  this  courageous  soil ; 
Enpressive  signals  of  a  glorious  strife. 
And  competent  to  shed  a  spark  divine 
Into  the  torpid  breast  of  daily  life;  — 
Records  on  which,  for  pleasure  of  all  eyes. 

The  morning  sun  may  shine 
With  gtatulalion  thoroughly  benign  t 


And  ye,  Pierian  Sisters, 

Jo.,! 

\nd  sage  Mnemosyne,  — 


sprung  from 
lull   long  de- 
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From  yout  first 


exiled  all  too 

From  manyatiallowed  stream  and  grove, 
Dear  native  legions  where  ye  wont  to  rove. 
Chanting  for  patriot  heroes  the  reward 

Of  never-dying  song ! 
Now  (lor,  though  Truth  descending  from 

The    Olympian    summit    hath    destroyed 

Your  kindred  Deities,  Ye  live  and  move. 
Spared  for  obeisance  from  perpetual  love 
For  privilege  redeemed  of  godlike  sway) 
Now,   on  the  margin   of  some  spotless 

loiintain. 
Or  top  serene  of  unmolested  mountain. 
Strike  audibly  the  noblest  of  your  lyres. 
And  lor  a  moment  meet  the  soul's  de- 
Thai  I,  or  some  more  favored  Bard,  may 


And   give  the  treasure 


age; 
And,  in  the  desert  places  of  Che  earth, 
When  they  to  future  empires  have  given 

birth, 
So  shall  the  people  gather  and  believe 
The   bold  report,   transferred   to   every 

And  the  whole  world,  not  envious  but 

admiring. 
And  to  the  like  aspiring, 
Own  — that  the  progeny  of  this  fair  Isle 
Had  power  as  lofty  actions  to  achieve 
As  were  performed  in  man's  heroic  prime; 
Nor  wanted,  when  their  fortitude  had  held 
Its  even  tenor,  and  the  foe  was  quelled, 
A  corresponding  virtue  to  beguile 
The    hostile    purpose    of    wide- wasting 

Time  — 
That  not  in  vain  they  labored  to  secure. 
For  their  great  deeds,  perpetual  memory. 
And  fame  as  largely  spread  as  land  and 


ODE. 

Who  rises  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 
And   binds   her   temples  with  the  civic 

wreath? 
What  joy  to  read  the  promise  of  her  mien  1 
How  sweet  to  rest  her  wide-spread  wings 
beneath 

But  they  are  ever  playing. 
And  twinkling  in  the  light. 
And,  if  a  breeze  be  straying. 
That  breeze  she  will  invite; 
And  stands  on  tiptoe,  conscious  she  is  fait. 
And  calls  a  look  of  love  into  her  (ace, 
And  spreads  her  arms,  as  if  the  general  air 
Alone  could  satisfy  her  wide  embrace. 
—  Melt,  WncifHlities,  before  her  melt ! 
Her  love  ye  hailed —  her  wrath  have  (elt ! 
But  She  through  many  a  change  of  form 

hath  gone, 
And  stands  amidst  you  now  an    armid 

Whose  panoply  is  not  a  thing  put  on, 
But  the  live  scajes  of  a  portentous  nature ; 
That,  having  forced  its  way  from  birth 

lo  birth. 
Stalks  round  —  abhorred  by  Heaven,  a 

terror  to  the  Earth  < 


I  marked  the  breathings  of  her  dragon 

My  Soul,  a  sorrowful  interpreter, 
In  many  a  midnight  vision  bowed 
Before  the  ominous  aspect  of  her  spear; 
Whether  (he  mighty  beam,  in  scorn  up- 
held. 
Threatened   her   foes,  — or,   pompously 

Seemed  to  bisect  her  orbf^d  shield. 
As  stretches  a  blue  bar  ol  solid  cloud 
Across  the  setting  sun  and  all  the  fier; 

III. 
So  did  she  daunt  the  Earth,  and  God 

And,  wheresoe'er  she  spread  her  sove- 
reignty. 

Pollution  tainted  all  that  was  most  pure. 

—  Have  we  not  known  —  and  live  we 
not  to  tell  — 
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Thai    Justice    seemed    to  hear   hei  final 

knelt  P 
Faith  buried  deeper  in  het  own  deep  breast 
Her  stores,  and  sighed  to  find  them  in- 

And  Hope  was  maddened  by  the  drops 

that  fell 
Frnm  shades,  her  chosen  place  oi  short- 
Shame  followed   shame,  and  woe   sup- 
Elanted  woe — - 
e  only  change  thai  time  can  shon  ? 
How  long  shall  vengeance  sleep?     Ye 

patient  Heavens,  how  long? 
—  Infiim  ejaculation!  from  the  tongue 
Of  Nations  wanting  virtue  to  be  strong 
Up  to  the  measure  ol  accorded  might. 
And   daring  not  to  feel   the  majesty  of 

right! 


Weak  Spirit 
ask, 


e  there  —  who  would 


Upon  the  pressure  of  a  painful  thing. 

The  lion's  sinews,  or  the  eagle's  wing; 

Or  let  their  wishes  loose,  in  forest -glade, 
Among  the  lurking  powers 
Of  herbs  and  lowly  flowers, 

Oi  seek,  from  saints  above,  miraculous 

Thai  Man  may  be  accomplished  for  a  task 
Which  his  own  nature  hath. enjoined;  — 

and  why  P 
If,  when  that  interference  hath  relieved 

He  must  sink  down  to  languish 
In  worse  than  former  helplessness  — and 
lie 
Till  the  caves  roar,  — and,  im- 
becility 
Again  engendering  anguish. 
The  same  weak  wish  returns,  that  had 
before  deceived  him. 


But  Hiou,  supreme  Disposer!  may'st 

The  course  of  things,  and  change  the  creed 
Which  hath  been  held  aloft  before  men's 

Since  the  first  framing  of  societies. 
Whether,  as  baids  have  told  in  ancient 
song. 


Built  up  by  soft  seducing  harmonies 

Or  prest  together  by  the  appetite, 

And  by  the  power,  ot  wro 


THE  FRENCH  ARMY  IN  RUSSIA. 

1812-13. 

Humanity,  delighting  to  behold 
A  tond  reflection  of  her  own  decay. 
Hath  painted  Winter  like  a  traveller  old. 
Propped  on  a  staff,  and,  through  the  sullen 

In  hooded  mantle,  limping  o'er  the  plain. 
As  though  his  weakness  were   disturbed 

by  pain : 
Or,  if  a  )uster  fancy  should  allow 
An  undisputed  symbol  of  command. 
The  chosen  sceptre  is  a  withered  bough, 
Infirmly  grasped  within  a  palsied  hand. 
These  emblems  suit  the  helpless  and  tor- 


But  mighty  Winter  the  d> 


:e  shall  SI 


Thai  host,  when  from  (he  regions  of  the 

Pole 
They  shrunk,  insane  ambition's  barren 

seandslronc  as  e'er  defied 
n  human 
pride! 
As  fathers  persecute  rebellious  sons, 
He  smote  the  blossoms  ol  their  warrior 

He  called  on  Frost's  inexorable  tooth 
LifeloconsumeinManhood'sflrmeslhold; 
Nor  spared  the  reverend  blood  that  feeWy 

For  why  —  unless  for  liberty  enrolled 
And  sacred  home  —  ah  1  why  should  hoary 
Age  be  bold? 

Fleet  the  Tartar's  reinless  steed, 
Bui  fleeter  far  the  pinions  of  the  Wind, 
Which  from  Siberian  caves  the  Monarch 

freed. 
And  sent  him  forth,  with  squadrons  of 

his  kind, 
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And  bade  the  Snow  theii  ample  backs 
beslride, 

And  lo  the  battle  ride. 
No  pitying  voice  commands  a  halt, 
No  courage  can  repel  ihe  dire  assault; 
Di3lracted,5pirille5S,benumbed,andblind, 
Whole  legions  sink  —  and,  in  one  inst"~" 


find 


Burial  and  death :   look  for  Ihei 

When  tnorn  returns,  beneath   the  clear 

blue  sky, 
A  soundless  waste,  a  trackless  vacancy ! 


For  what  she  did  and  suffered.     Pledges 

Of  a  deliverance  absolute  and  pure 

She  gave,  if  Faith  tnight  tread  the  beaten 

Of  Providence.      But  now  did  the  Most 

High 
Exalt  hisstill  small  voice;  —  to  quell  that 

Host 
Gathered  his  power,  a  manifest  ally; 
He,  whose  heaped  waves  confounded  the 

proud  boast 
Of  Pharaoh,  said  to  Famine,  Snow,  and 

Frost, 
"  Finish  the  strife  by  deadliest  victory  1  " 


ON   THE   SAME   OCCASION. 

Ye  Storms,  resound  the  praises  of  your 

And  ye  mild  Seasons  — in  a  sunny  clime, 
Midway  on  some  high  hill,  while  father 

Time 
Looks  on  delighted  —  meet  in  festal  ring. 
And  loud  and  long  of  Winter's  triumph 

Sing   ye,   with   blossoms   crowned,  and 

fruits,  and  flowers. 
Of  Winter's  breath  surcharged  with  sleety 

And  the  dire  flapping  of  his  hoary  wing! 
Knit  the  blithe  dance  upon  the  soft  green 

With  feet,  hands,  eyes,  looks,  lips,  report 

your  gain; 
Whisper  it  to  the  billows  of  the  main. 
And  to  the  aerial  zephyrs  as  they  pass, 
That  old  decrepit  Winter  — //^  hath  slain 
That  Host,  which  rendered  all  your  boun- 


Abruptly  paused  the  strife; — the  field 

throughout 
Resting  upon  his  arms  each  warrior  stood. 
Checked  in  the  very  act  and  deed  of  blood, 
With  breath  suspended,  like  a  listening 

O  Silence  '.  thou  wcrt  mother  of  a  shout 
That  through  the  texture  of  yon aiu re  dome 
Cleavesits  glad  way,  a  cry  of  harvest  home 
Uttered  lo  Heaven  in  ecstasy  devout  1 
The  barrier  Rhine  hath  flashed,  through 

battle-smoke. 
On  men  who  gaze  heart-smitten  by  the 

As  if  all  Germany  had  felt  the  shock ! 
—  Fly,   wretched  Gauls!   ere   they   the 

Who  have  seen  —  (hemselres  now  casting 

off  the  yoke^ 
The  unconquerable  Stream  his  course  pur- 


Bv  Moscow  seli-devoled  to  a  blaze 
Ol  dreadful  sacrifice;  by  Russian  blood 
Lavished  in  fight  with  desperate  hardi- 

The  unfeeling  Elements  no  claim  shall 


■Hun 


:e  of  just  praise 


SIEGE  OF  VIENNA   RAISED   BY 
JOHN   SOBIESKI. 


Oh,  tor  a  kindling  touch  from  thai  pure 

Which  ministered,  erewhile,  to  a  sacrifice 
Of  gratitude,  beneath  Italian  skies. 
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FEELINGS  OF  A   FRENCH   ROYALIST. 


In  woida  like  these;  "Up,  Voice  o(  song  ! 

"  Thy  sainlly  rapture  wilh  celestial  aim : 

"  Forlo  !  llie  Imperial  Ci(y  stands  celeased 

"From  bondage  threatened  by  the  em- 
battled East, 

"And  Christendom  lespiies;  trom  guilt 
and  shame 

"  Redeemed,  from  miserable  (ear  set  free 

"  By  one  day's  leal,  one  mighty  victory. 

"  —  Chant  the  Deliverer's  praise  in  every 
tongue '. 

' '  The  cross  shall  spread,  the  crescent  hath 
waxed  dim; 

"  He  conquering,  as  in  joyful  Heaven  is 
sung, 

"  Hb  conquering  through  God,  and 
God  BY  HIM."  ' 


OCCASIONED   BV   THE   BATTLE 
OF  WATERLOO. 

FBBRUAIir,  1816. 

Intrepid  sons  of  Albion  I  not  by  you 
Is  lite  despised;  ah  no,  the  spacious  earth 
Ne'er  saw  a  race  who  held,  by  right  of 

biilb. 
So  many  objects  to  which  love  is  due: 
Ve  slight  not  life  — to  God  and  Nature 

But  death,  becoming  death,  is  dearer  far. 
When  duty  bids  you  bleed  in  open  wati 
Hence  halh  your  prowess  quelled  thai  im- 

Heroesl^lor  instant  sacrifice  prepared; 
Yet  filled  with  ardor  and  on  triumph  bent 
'Mid  diresi  shocks  of  mortal  accident  — 
To  you  who  fell,  and  you  whom  slaughter 

To  guard  the  (alien,  and  1 


Your  Country  rearstbis  sacred  Monument ! 

OCCASIONED   BY   THE   BATTLE 

OF  WATERLOO. 

FEBRUARV  1816. 

Thk  Bard  — whose  soul  is  meek  as  dawn- 
ing day, 
Yet   tiained   to   judgments    righteously 


As  reecenii 
He  — wTios 


Fervid,  yet  conversint  with  holy  fear, 
'  :ing  one  .Almighty  sway: 
e  eipeiienced  eye  can  pierce 
the  array 

Of  past  events;  to  whom,  in  vision  clear. 
The  aspiring  heads  of  future  things  appear, 
Like   mountain-tops   whose   mists   have 

rolled  away  — 
Assoiled   (rom   all   encumbrance  of  our 

He  only,  if  such  breathe,  in  strains  devout 
Shall  comprehend  this  victory  sublime; 
Shall  worthily  rehearse  the  hideous  rout. 
The  triumph  hail,  which  from  (heir  peace- 
ful clime 
Angels   might   welcome   with   a   choral 


"EMPERORS    AND   KINGS,    HOW 

OFT   HAVE  TEMPLES   RUNG." 
Emperors   and   Kings,   how   oft    have 

temples  rung 
With  impious  thank^iving,  the  Almigh- 


ty's ; 


Triumphant  wrong,  battle  of  battle  born. 
And  sorrow  thai  to  IruillesssorrowclungI 
Now,   from    Heaven-sanctioned    victory. 

Peace  is  sprung; 
In  this  firm  hour  Salvation  lifts  her  horn- 
Glory  to  armsl     But,  conscious  ihat  Ihe 


Be  just,  be  grateful;  nor,  the  oppressor's 


FEELINGS  OF  A  FRENCH  ROYAL- 
IST,  ON   THE   DISINTERMENT 
OF    THE     REMAINS    OF    THE 
DUKE   D'ENGHIEN. 
Dbar  Reliques  !  from  a  pit  o(  vilest  mould 
Uprisen — to  lodge  among  ancestral  kings; 
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In  a  blind  worship;  men  perversely  bold 
Even  to  this  hour,  —  yet,  some  shall  now 

forsake 
Their  monstrous  Idol  if  the  dead   e'er 


To  warn  the  living;  if  iruth  were  ever  told 
By  aught  redeemed  out  of  the  hollow 

0  murdered  Prince  !  meek,  loyal,  pious. 

The  power  of  retribution  once  was  given ; 
But 't  is  a  rueful  thought  that  willow  l>and£ 
So  often  tie  the  thunder- wielding  hands 

01  justice  sent   to  earth   from   highest 


VourlfEtei,  reminding  me  pf  an  evpedalion  ] 
ime  lime  since  held  out  to  you  of  allowing  wm^ 

rinledinihe  Philological  Museum,  was  not  ver 
:ceptable;  lor  I  had  abandoned  Ihe  thought  o 


of  that  [aull,  by  adding  nothing  :  but  I  berame 
be  accDQiplifihed  lu  ihe  English  laoguHge  wiih- 


BuT  Cytherea,  studious  ti 


Arts  yet  untried,  upon  new  counsels  bent, 
Resolves  that  Cupid,  changed  in  form  and 

should  assume  his 

g  gifts,  and  kindle 


o  young  Ascanius,  should  t 
p].tt! 
;nt  the  maddenin, 
heat 


And  oft-timi 
thini 


Of  passion  at  the  liosom's  inmost  seat. 
She  dreads  the  treacherous  house,   the 

double  tongue; 
She  burns,  she  frets  —  by  Juno's  rancour 

The  calm  oi  night  is  powerless  to  remove 
These    cares,    and    thus   she    speaks    to 
wingid  Love: 

"  O  son,  my  strength,  my  power  I  who 

dost  despise 
(What,  save  thyself,  none  dares  through 

earth  and  skies) 
The  giant-quelling  bolts  of  Jove,  I  Hee, 
O  son,  a  suppliant  to  thy  deilyl 
What  perils  meet  ^neas  in  his  course. 
How  Juno's  hate  with  unrelenting  force 
Pursues   thy   brother  —  this   to    thee    is 

known; 

.1  thou  made  my  griefs 

the  generous  Dido  by  soft  chains 
Of  bland  entreaty  at  her  court  detains; 
Junonian  hospitalities  prepare 
Such  apt  occasion  Ihat  I  dread  a  snare- 
Hence,  ere  some  hostile  God  can  inter- 
Would  I,  by  previous  wiles,  inflame  the 


Hear,  and  assist; —  the  father's  mandate 
calls 

His  young  Ascanius  to  the  Tyrian  walls; 

He  comes,  my  dear  delight,  —  and  costli- 
est things 

Preserved  (rom  fire  and  flood  tor  presents 

Him  will  I  take,  and  in  close  covert  keep, 
'Mid  groves  Idalian,  lulled  to  gentle  sleep, 
Ot  on  Cylhera's  (ar-sequestcred  sleep, 
Tliat  he  may  neither  know  what  hope  is 

Nor  by  his  presence  traverse  the  design. 
Do  thou,  but  for  a  single  night's  brief 

Dissemble;  be  that  boy  in  form  and  face  ! 
And  when  enraptured  Dido  shall  receive 
Thee  to  her  arms,  and  kisses  interweave 
With  many  a  fond  embrace,  while  joy 

runs  high, 
And  goblets  crown  the  proud  festivity. 
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Inslil  thy  subtle  poison,  and  Inspire, 
At  every  loucli,  an  unsuspected  fire." 


Love,  at  the  word,  before  his  mother's 

sight 
Puts  ofi  his  wings,  and  walks,  with  proud 

delight. 
Like  young  lulus;  but  the  gentlest  dews 
Of  slumber  Venus  sheds,  (a  ciicumfuse 
The  true  Ascanius  steeped  in  placid  rest; 
Then  wafts  him,  cheri^ed  on  hei  careful 

Through  upper  aii  to  an  Idalian  glade. 
Where  he  on  soft  atnaracus  is  laid, 
With  breathing  flowers  embraced,   and 

But  Cupid,  following  cheerily  his  guide 
Achates,  with  the  gifts  I0  Carthage  hied; 
And,  asihe  hall  he  entered,  there,  between 
The  sharers  of  her  golden  couch,   was 

Reclined  in  festal  pomp  the  Tyrian  queen. 
The  Trojans,  too  (vEneas  at  their  head). 
On  couijies  lie,  with  purple  overspread. 
Meantime  in  canisters  is  heaped  the  bread, 
Pellucid  water  for  the  hands  is  borne. 
And  napkins  of  smooth  texture,  finely 

Within  are  fifty  handmaids,  who  prepare, 
As  ihey  in  order  stand,  the  dainty  fare; 
And  fume  the  household  deities  with  store 
Of  odorous  incense;  while  a  hundred  more 
Matched  with  an  equal  number  of  like 
age, 


grace 

I'o  cup  or  viand  its  appointed  place. 
The  Tyrians  rushing  in,  an  eager  band. 
Their  painted  couches  seek,  obedient  lo 

command. 
They  look  with  wonder  on  Ihe  gifts  — 

ihey  gaze 
Upon  lulus,  dauled  with  Ihe  rays 
That  from  his  ardent  countenance   are 

And    charmed    lo    hear    his    simulating 

tongue; 
Nor  pass  unpraised  the  robe  and   veil 


to  fill; 
She  views  the  giflsi  Upon  Ihe  child  then 

Insatiable  looks,  and  gazing  burns. 
To  ease  a  father's  cheated  love  he  hung 
Upon  jEneas,  and  around  him  clung; 
Then  seeks  the  queen;  with  her  his  arts 

he  tries; 
She  fastens  on  the  boy  enamoured  eyes, 
Oasps  in  her  arms,  nor  weens  (O  lot  un. 

blest  !) 
How  great  a  God,  incumbent  o'er  her 

Wouldlill  it  with  his  spirit.    He,loplease 
His  Acidalian  mother,  by  degrees, 
Blots  out  Sichaeus,  studious  to  remove 
The  dead,  by  influx  of  a  living  love. 
By  stealthy  entrance  of  a  perilous  guest. 
Troubling  a  heart  that  had  been  long  at 


Now  when  the  viands  were  withdrawn, 
and  ceased 
The  first  division  of  the  splendid  feast, 
While  round  a  vacant  board  the  chiefs 


Huge  g 


nthew 


:    brought   forth;    they 


Voices  ol  gladness  roll  the  walls  around; 
Those  gladsome  voices  from  the  courts 

rebound; 
From  gilded  rafters  many  a  blazing  light 
Depends,  and  torches  overcome  the  niglit. 
The  minutes  fly  — till,   at   the   queen's 

A  bowl  of  state  is  offered  lo  her  hand : 
Then  she,  as  Belus  wont,  and  all  the  line 
From  Bel  us,  filled  it  tothebrim  whh  wine; 
Silence  ensued.  "O  Jupiter,  whose  care 
I  Is  hospitable  dealing,  grant  my  prayer  ! 
Productive  day  be  this  ol  lasting  joy 
To  Tyrians,  and  these  exiles  driven  from 

A  day  to  future  generations  dear! 

Let  Bacchus,  donor  of   soul-quick'ning 

Be  present;  kindly  Juno,  be  thou  near  1 
And,  Tyrians,  may  your  choicest  favors 

Upon  this  hour,  the  bond  lo  celebrate  !  " 
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She  spake  and  shed  an  offering  on  ihe 

board; 
Then  sipped  ihe  bowl  whence  she  the 

wine  had  pouted 
And  gave  lo  Bilias,  urging  the  prompt 

lord; 
He  raised  the  bowl,  and  look  a  long  deep 

Then   every  chief  in  turn  the  beverage 
quafled. 

Graced  with  redundant  hair,  lopas  sings 
The  lore  of  Atlas,  lo  resounding  strings, 
The  labors  of  the  Sun,  the  lunar  wander- 
ings; 
When    human  kind,   and   brute;    what 

natural  powers 
Engender  lightning,  whence  are  falling 


»ith  r: 

—  Whysuns  in  winter,  shunning  heaven's 

sleep  heights 
Post  seaward,  —  what  impedes  the  tardy 

The    learnid  song   from  Tyrian  hearers 

draws 
Loud    shouts,  —  the   Trojans  echo    the 

applause. 

—  But,  lengthening  out  the  night  with 

Large  draughts  of  love  unhappy  Dido 
0(  Priam  asked,  of  Hector  —  o'er  and 
What  arms  the  son  of  bright  Aurora 
r  of   Diomed   could 


A  FACT,  AND  AN  IMAGINATION; 


What  steeds  the  c 

Among  the  leaders  of  the  Grei 


Hd 


nhost. 


looked  Achilles,  their  dri 

■ut  nay  —  the  fatal  wiles,  O   guest, 

race   the  Grecian   cunning  from   its 

ir  own  grief  and  your  friends?  —  your 

now,  till  Ibis  seventh  summer  have 
ye  ranged 
:    sea,   or   trod    the    earth,    to    peace 
estranged." 


ThE  fint  and  last  foutteea  lioei  of  lhi>  poem 
:ach  makca  sonnet,  and  were  compoxd  as  such ; 
>ut  I  thought  ihat  by  Lulerinftdtate  Jines  tticy 
might  tw  connected  eet  aa  to  make  a  whale.  One 
oeipresMoni  are  liken  from  Milton's  //u- 
t/rty  of  Englsnd- 

The  Danish  Conqueror,  on  his  royal  chair. 
Mustering  a  face  of  haughty  sovereignly. 
To  aid  a  covert  purpose,  cried  —  "O  ye 
Approaching  Waters  of   the  deep,  thai 


Your   Master's   throne   is  set."  — Deaf 

was  Ihe  Sea; 
Her  waves  rolled  on,  respecting  his  decree 
Less  than  they  heed  a  breath  of  wanton 

—  Then  Canute,  rising  from  ihe  invaded 

Said  to  his   servile   Courtiers, — ^  "  Poor 

the  reach, 
The  undi^uised  extent,"of  mortal  sway  ! 
He  only  is  a  King,  and  he  alone 
Deserves  the  name  (this  truth  the  billows 

preach ) 
Whose  everlasting  laws,  sea,  earlh,  and 

heaven,  obey," 
This  just  reproof  the  prosperous  Dane 
Drew,  from  the  influx  of  the  main. 
For  some  whose  rugged  northern  mouths 

would  strain 
At  oriental  flattery; 
And   Canute  (fact  more  worthy  lo   be 

known) 
From  Ihat  time  forth  did  for  his  brows 

disown 
The  ostentatious  symbol  of  a  crown; 
Esteeming  earthly  royalty 
Contemptible  as  vain. 

Now  hear  what  one  of  elder  days. 
Rich  theme  of  England's  fondest  praise. 
Her  darling  Alfred,  tnighl  have  spoken; 
To  cheer  the  remnant  of  his  host 
When  he  was  driven  from  coast  lo  coast. 
Distressed  and  harassed,  bul  with  mind 

unbroken : 
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"My  failhlul  tollowers,  1o!  the  tide  is 

That  rose,  a.ii(l  steadily  advanced  to  Ull 
The     ahoies     and     channels,     working 

Nature's  will 
Among  the  mazy  streams  that  backward 

And  in  the  sluggish  pools  where  ships 

are  pent : 
And  now,  his  task  perfoimed,  the  flood 

slands  still, 
Al  (he  green  base  of  many  an  inland  hill. 
In  placid  beauty  and  sublime  content ! 
Such  the  repose  that  sage  and  hero  find; 
Such  measured  rest  the  sedulous  and  good 
Ol  humbler  name;   whose  souls  do,  like 

the  flood 
Ot  Ocean,  press  right  on ;  or  gently  wind, 
Neither  to  be  diverted  nor  withstood, 
Until  they  reach  the  bounds  by  Heaven 

as^gned." 


.Leaving  my  eyes  i 

enied  my  readings 

bearing  without  iniuiy 

lroi«  light  by  day 

« night.     Myacquaid, 

»ith  booki  has  ihc 

refon:  been  far  short  o 

»irt«^andonthi» 

«n.i«>  dally  and 

<™rly  dmt  me  by  my 

—  What  trick  of  memory  to  my  voice 

hath  brought 
This    mournful   iteration?     For   though 

The  Conqueror,  crowns  the  Conquered, 

on  this  brow 
Planting  his  favorite  silver  diadem. 
Nor  he,  nor  minister  o(  his  —intent 
To  run  before  him  —  hath  enrolled  me  yet. 
Though  not  unmenaced,  among  those  who 

Upon  a  living  staff,  with  borrowed  sight. 


—  O  my  own  Dora,  my  belovid  child  ! 
Should  that  day  come  — but  hark!  the 

birds  salute 
The  cheerful  dawn,  brightening  for  me 

For  me,  thy  natural  leader,  once  again 
Impatient  to  conduct  thee,  not  as  erst 
A  tottering  infant,  with  compliant  stoop 
Fromflower  to  flower  supported;    but  to 

Thy  nymph-like  step  swift-bounding  o'er 

the  lawn, 
Alonglheloose  rocks,  or  the  slippery  verge 
Of  foaming  torrents.  —  From  thy  orisons 
Come  forth;   and,  while  the  morning  air 

is  yet 


x  precede  Ihee,  winding  to   a 


Kindles  intense  desire  for  powers  withheld 
From  this  corporeal  frame;  whereon  who 

Is  seized  with  strong  incitement  to  push 

His  arms,  as  swimmers  use,  and  plunge 

—  dread  thought. 
For  pastime  plunge  —  into  the  "abrupt 

Where  ravens  spread  their  plumy  vans,  at 
And  yet  more  gladly  thee  would  I  con- 
Through  woods  and  spacious  forests, — to 

behold 
There,  how  the  Original  of  human  art, 
Heaven -prompted  Nature,  measures  and 

Her  lemples,  fearless  tor  the  stately  work, 
Though  waves,  to  every  breeie,  its  high- 

And  storms  the  pillars  rock.   But  we  such 

schools 
Of  reverential  awe  will  chiefly  seek 
In  the  still  summer  noon,  while  beams  of 

light, 
Repo^ng  here,  and  in  the  aisles  beyond 
Traceably  gliding  through  the  dusk,  recall 
To  mind  the  living  presences  of  nuns; 
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OI  those  lerrestiial  fabrics,  where  they 

To  ChrisI,  the  Sun  of  righteousness,  es- 

Now  also  shall  the  page  of  classic  lore. 
To  these  glad  eyes  from  bondage  freed, 

again 
Lie  open;  and  the  book  of  Holy  Writ, 
Again  unfolded,  passage  clear  shall  yield 
To  heights  moie  glorious  still,  and  into 

More  awlul,  where,  advancing  hand  in 

We  may  be  taught,  O  Darling  of  my  care  ! 
To  calm  the  affections,  elevate  the  soul, 
ivestottuthandlove. 


OF   HBLVELLVN. 

Wrilten  al  Rydal  Mount.  The  lady  was  Misi 
Blacketl,  then  reading  with  Mr.  Monl^u  Bui 
goyne  al  Fox-Ghyll.  We  were  templed  to  remaii 


wilh  much  s^HT^I  and  courage. 

Inmate  of  a  mountain-dwelling, 
Thou  hast  domb  alofl,  and  gazed 
From  tfie  watch-towers  of  tlelvellyn; 
Awed,  delighted,  and  amazed! 

Potent  was  ihe  spell  that  bound  Ihee 
Not  unwilling  to  obey; 
For  blue  Ether's  arms,  flung  round  thee. 
Stilled  the  pantings  of  dismay. 

Lol  the  dwindled  woods  and  meadows; 
What  a  vast  abyss  is  there ! 
Lo  !  the  clouds,  the  solemn  shadows. 
And  the  glistenjngs  —  heavenly  lair ! 

And  a  record  of  commotion 
Which  a  thousand  ridges  yield; 
Ridge,  and  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
Gleaming  like  a  silver  shield! 


Maiden  I  now  lake  flight; — inherit 
Alps  or  Andes  —  they  are  thine! 
With  the  morning's  roseate  Spirit, 
Sweep  their  length  of  snowy  line; 

Or  survey  iheir  bright  dominions 
In  the  gorgeous  colors  drest 
Flung  from  off  the  purple  pinions. 
Evening  spreads  throughout  the  west ! 

Thine  are  all  the  coral  founlcuns 
Waibling  in  each  sparry  vault 
Of  the  untrodden  lunar  mountains; 
Uslen  to  their  songs !  — or  halt. 

To  Niphales'  top  invited. 
Whither  spiteful  Satan  steered; 
Or  descend  where  the  ark  alighted. 
When  Ihe  green  earth  re-appeared; 

For  Ihe  power  of  hills  is  on  thee. 
As  was  witnessed  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  Helvellyn  won  thee 
To  confess  iheir  majesty! 


VERNAL  ODE. 
Composed  at  Ryda]  Mounl,  lo  p] 


is.-PLIK.  JVb/.  ^u(. 


Beneath  the  concave  of  an  April  sky. 
When  all  the  fields  with  freshest  green 

were  dight. 
Appeared,  in  presence  of  the  spiritual  eye 
TTiat  aids  or  supersedes  our  grosser  sight. 
The  form  and  rich  habiliments  of  One 
Whose  countenance  bore  resemblance  to 


the  sun. 

When  it  reveals,  in  evening  majesty, 
Features  halt  lost  amid  iheir  own  pure 

light. 
Poised  like  a  weary  cloud,  in  middle  air 
He  hung, —  then  floated  with  angelic  ease 
(Softening  thai  bright  effulgence  by  de-  ■ 

grees) 
Till  he  had  reached  a  summit  sharp  and 
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Where  oft  the  venturous  heilet  diinks  the 

noontide  tneeie. 
Upon  the  apex  of  that  lofly  cone 
Alighted,  there  the  Stranger  stood  alone  ; 
Fair  as  a  gorgeous  Fabric  of  the  east 
Suddenly    raised    by   some   enchanter's 

Where  nothing  was;  and  lirm  as  some  old 

Tower 
Of  Kitain's  realm,  whose  leafy  crest 
Waves  high,  embellished  by  a  gleaming 

shower ! 


Beneath  the  shadow  oi  his  purple  wings 
Rested  a  golden  harp;  —  he  touched  the 

And,  after  prelude  of  unearthly  sound 
Poured  through  the  echoing  hills  around. 
He  sang  — 

"No  wintry  desolations. 
Scorching  blight  or  noxious  dew, 
Affect  my  native  habitations; 
Buried  in  glory,  [ar  beyond  the  scope 
Of  man's  inquiring  gaze,  but  to  his  hope 
Imaged,  though  faintly,  in  the  hue 
Profound  of  night's  ethereal  blue; 
And  in  the  aspect  of  each  radiant  orb; — 
Some  fixed,  some  wandering  with  no  timid 

But  wanderir^  star  and  fixed,  to  mortal 

eye. 
Blended  in  absolute  serenity. 
And  free  from  semblance  of  decline; — 
Fresh  as  if  Evening  brought  their  natal 

Her  darkness  splendor  gave,  her  silence 

To  testify  of  Love  and  Grace  divine. 


Renewed  throughout  the  bounds  of  earth 

The  melancholy  gates  o(  Death 
Respond  with  sympathetic  motion; 
Though  all  that  feeds  on  nether  air, 
Howe'er  magnificent  or  fair. 
Grows  but  to  perish,  and  entrust 
Its  ruins  to  their  kindred  dusl; 
Vet,  by  the  Almighty's  ever-during  care, 
iler  procreant  vigils  Nature  keeps 
Amid  the  unfathomable  deeps; 
And  saves  the  peopled  fields  of  earth 
From  dread  of  emptiness  or  dearth. 
Thus,  in  their  stations,  lifting  tow'rd  (he 

The  foliaged  head  in  cloud -like  majesty. 
The  shadow-casting  race  of  trees  survive : 
Thus,  in  the  train  ol  Spring,  arrive 
Sweet   flowers;  — what   living  eye  halh 

viewed 
Hieir  myriads? — endlessly  renewed. 
Wherever  strikes  the  sun's  glad  ray; 
Where'er  the  subtle  waters  stray; 
Wherever  sportive  breezes  bend 
Their  course,  or  genial  showers descendl. 
Morlals,  rejoice  !  the  very  Angels  quit 
Their  mansions  unsusceptible  of  change, 
Amid  your  pleasant  bowers  to  sit. 
And  through  your  sweet  vicissitudes  to 

IV. 

Oh,  nursed  at  happy  distance  from  the 
Of  a  too*anilous  world,  mild  pasloial 
That,   to  the  sparkling    crown    Urania 


"  What  if  those  bright  fires 

Shine  subject  to  decay. 

Sons  haply  of  extinguished  sires. 

Themselves  to  lose  their  light, or  pass  away 

Like  clouds  before  the  wind. 

Be  thanks  poured  out  to  Him  whose  hand 

bestows. 
Nightly,  on  human  kind 
TTiat  vision  of  endurance  and  repose. 
—  And  thot^h  to  every  draught  of  vital 

breath 


Was  such  bright  Spectacle  vouchsafed  to 

me? 
And  was  it  granted  to  the  simpler  ear 
01  thy  contented  Votary 
Such  melody  to  hear  t 
Him  rather  suits  it,  side  by  side  with  thee. 
Wrapped  in  a  fit  of  pleasing  indolence. 
While  thy  tired  lute  hangs  on  the  haw- 
To  lie  and  listen  —  till  o'er-dtowsid  sense 
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Sinks,  hardly  conscious  of  the  influence  — 
To  the  soft  murmur  of  the  vagrant  Bee. 
— ■  A  slender  sound  I  yet  hoary  Time 
Doth  to  the  Seid  exalt  it  with  the  chime 
Of  all  his  yearsi  —  a  company 
Of  ages  coming,  ages  gone; 
(Nations  from  before  them  sweeping, 
Regions  in  destruction  sleeping,) 
But  every  awful  note  in  unison 
With  that  faint  utterance,  which  lells 
Of  treasure  sucked  from  buds  and  bells. 
For  the  pure  keeping  of  those  waxen  cells; 
Where  She  —  a  statist  prudent  to  confer 
Upon  the  common  weal;  a  warrior  bold, 
Radiant  all  over  with  unburnished  gold. 
And  armed  with  living  speai  for  mortal 
fight; 

A  cunning  forager 
That  spreads  no  waste;  a  social  builder; 

In  whom  all  busy  offices  unite 
WTth  all   tine  functions  that  aflord  de- 
light- 
Safe  through  the  winter  slorm  in  quiet 


And  is  She  brought  within  the  power 
Of  vision? — o'er  this  templing  flower 
Hoveling  until  the  petals  stay 
Her  flight,  and  take  its  voice  away  !  — 
Observe  each  wing  1  —  a  tiny  van  ! 
The  structure  of  her  laden  th^h. 
How  fragile  !  yet  of  ancestry 
Mysteriously  remote  and  high; 
High  as  the  imperial  front  of  man; 
The  roseate  bloom  on  woman's  cheek; 
The  soaring  eagle's  curved  beak; 
The  white  plumes  of  the'floatingswan; 
Old  as  the  tiger's  paw,  the  lion's  mane 
Ere  shaken  by  that  mood  of  sterndisdain 
At  which  Ihe  desert  trembles.  —  Hum- 
ming Bee ! 
Thy  sling  was  needless  then,  perchance 


The  seeds  of  malice  w 


All 


1  peace,  from  lieri 


And  no  pride  blended  with  their  dignity. 
— Tears  had  nol  broken  from  their  source ; 
Nor  Anguish  strayed  from  her  Tartarean 

den; 
The  golden  years  maintained  a  course 


Not   nndiversified    though    smooth   and 

We  were  not  mocked  with  glimpse  and 

shadow  then, 
BrightSeraphs  mixed  familiarly  with  men; 
And  earth  and  stars  composed  a  universal 
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poen  of  Ellen  trwia 

*>.  desitoui  <rf  ihrawi,^ 

th«r«id«ata>.ceau 

of  theoidbaUad,«.aa.iI 

|««riWe,<opr«lude 

mode  oUealing  willi 

.heiubieclandlhemodel 

nieanltt,  adopt -a« 

here  peihaps  perceive  Itial 

this  poem  originated 

n  the  four  last  lines  of  tiw 

first  liana.    Tho« 

Ihe  lake  and  30  inn 

lerred,  as  it  were,  to  the 

the  fancy  ai  the  anciei 

car  nl  Venn.,    Hence 

Ihe  lenorof  tiie  whole  first 

aUnia,  and  the  name 

ofLycori.,  which -with 

some  readers  who  thi 

k  my  theology  and  classical 

allusion  too  Car-felche 

unnaluialandafBecttd 

—  will  tend  tounrealiie  Ihe 

nentthati 

one  who  has  written  so  much  in  vetse  aa  I  haye 
done  may  be  allowed  lotetracf  his  ilepsin  the 
legiona  of  fancy  which  del^hted  him  in  his  boy- 
hood, when  he  firat  became  acquainted  with  Ihe 
Greek  and  Roman  Poeta.  Before  I  read  Virjil 
I  was  BO  alrongly  aitached  10  Ovid,  whose  Mela- 
moTptioses  1  read  ar  school,  that  1  was  quite  in  a 

cism,  placed  below  Virgil.    Aa  to  Homer,  I  was 

which  he  led  me.    CiiMiisi  lileratnre  affecled  me 

Ihe  Reformation,  aa  impoctance  and  a  sanctity 
were  at  that  peiiod  attached  to  classical  literature 
that  eilended,  as  la  obvious  in  Millou's  Lycidas, 
for  example,  both  to  its  spiill  and  form  in  a 
degree  that  can  never  be  revived.  No  doubt  the 
hackneyed  and  lifeless  use  into  which  mythology 
fell  towards  the  close  of  Ihe  i7lh  cenluir,  and 
which  continued  through  the  iBlh,  disgusted  the 

and  also  in  a  measure  partidpating  in  ii.  I  ab- 
stained in  my  earlier  writings  from  all  introduction 

it  may  ally  itullf  with  real  aentlnient,  aa   1  can 
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An  age  hath  been  when  Earth  was  proud 

Of  lustre  too  intense 

To  be  sustained;   and  Mortals  bowed 

The  Iront  in  self-deience. 

Who  //lea,  if  Dian's  crescent  gleamed, 

Or  Cupid's  sparkling  arrow  streamed 

While  on  the  wing  the  Urchin  played, 

Could  fearlessly  approach  the  shade? 

—  Enough  tor  one  soft  vernal  day, 

II  I,  a  bard  of  ebbing  lime. 

And  nurtured  in  a  tidile  clime, 

May  haunt  this  horned  bay; 

Whose  amorous  water  multiplies 

The  flitting  halcyon's  vivid  dyes; 

And  smooths  her  liquid  breasi  —  to  show 

These  swan-like  specks  of  mountain  snow. 

While  as  the  pair  that  slid  along  the  plains 

Of  heaven,  when  Venus  held  the  reins  ! 


In  youth  we  love  the  darksome  lawn 

Brushed  by  [he  owlet's  wing; 

Then,  Twilight  is  preferred  to  Dawn, 

And  Autumn  lo  the  Spring. 

Sad  fancies  do  we  then  affect. 

In  luxury  of  disrespect 

To  our  own  prodigal  excess 

Of  too  familiar  happiness. 

Lycoris  (if  such  name  befit 

Thee,  ihee  my  life's  celestial  sign  I ) 

When  Nature  marks  the  year's  decline 

Be  ours  to  welcome  it; 

Pleased  with  the  harvest  hope  that  run^ 

Before  the  path  ot  milder  suns; 

Pleased  while  the  sylvan  world  displays 

Its  ripeness  to  the  feeding  gaie; 

Pleased  when  the  sullen  winds  resour 

the  knell 
Of  Ihe  resplendent  miracle. 


But  something  whispers  to  my  heart 
That,  as  we  downward  tend, 
Lycoris !  life  requires  an  arl 
To  which  out  souls  must  bend; 
A  skill  —  to  balance  and  supply; 
And,  ere  the  flowing  fount  be  dry. 

Or  drink,  with  no  fastidious  lip- 
Then  welcome,  above  all,  the  Guest 
Whose  smiles,  diffused  o'er  land  and  se 
Seem  to  recall  the  Deity 


Of  youth  into  the  breast: 

May  pensive  Autumn  ne'er  present 

A  claim  to  her  disparagement! 

While  blossoms  and  the  budding  spray 

Inspire  us  in  our  own  decay; 

Still,  as  we  nearer  draw  to  life's  dark  goal. 

Be  hopeful  Spring  the  favorite  of  the  Soul ! 


TO  THE  SAME. 


as  already  appeared  in  pri 
set  having  walked  round  1 
Is  of  Rydal  Mount  allied  o 

loMthei  master's  itudy. 


t  a  formy  Fajnlliar  hietids, 


oed  wiiti  ii  i 


Jam 


doubtless  much  pleased  with  (he  information. 
Enough   of   climbing  toil!  —  Ambition 

,  as  'mid  bu^er  scenes,  ground  steep 
and  rough. 
Or  slippery  even  to  peril !  and  each  step. 

Mount  toward  the  empire  ot  the  flckle 

Each   weary  step,   dwarfing  the  world 

Induces,  for  its  old  familiar  sights, 

'could 

IS  bondage,  to  such  nice  array 
And  formal  fellowship  of  petly  things! 
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THE   LONGEST  DAY. 


—  Oh  I  't  is  ihe  Atartt'hut  magnifies  ihis 

life. 
Making  a  Irnth  and  beauty  of  her  own; 
And  moss-grown   alleys,  circumscribing 

And  gurgling  rills,  assist  her  in  Ihe  work 
More  efficaciously  than  realms  outspread, 
As  in    a   map,  before    the    adventurer's 

Ocean  and  Earth  contending  tor  regard. 
The  umbrageous  woods  are  left  —  how 

fat  beneath  t 
Bui  lo '.  where  darkness  seems  to  guard 

the  mouth 
01  yon  wild  cave,  whose  ja^id  brows 

are  fringed 
With  flaccid  threads  of  ivy,  in  the  still 
And  sultry  air,  depending  motionless. 
Vet  coot  the  space  within,  and  not  un- 

cheered 
(As  whoso  enters  shall  ete  long  perceive) 
By  stealthy  influx  ol  the  timid  day 
Mingling  with   night,  such   twilight   to 

compose 
As  Numa  loved;   when,  in  the   Egetian 

From  the  sage  Nymph  appearing  at  his 

wish, 
He  gained  whate'er  a  regal  mind  might 

Or  need,  oi  counsel   breathed   through 
lips  divine. 
Long  as  the  heat  shall  rage,  let  that 

Protect    us,    there    deciphering   as   we 

Dituvian  records;  or  ihe  sighs  of  Earth 
Interpreting;  or  counting  (or  old  Time 
His  minutes,  by  reiterated  drops, 
Audible  tears,  from  some  invisible  source 
That  deepens  upon   fancy  —  more   and 

Drawn  toward  the  centre  whence  those 

sighs  creep  forth 
To  awe  the  lightness  of  humanily: 
Or,  shutting  up  (hyself  within  Ihyself, 
There  let  me  see  thee  sink  into  a  mood 
Of  gentler  thought,  protracted  till  thine 

eye 
Be  calm  a 


er  when  the  winds  a 
1  tell  whither.     Dean 


We  two  have  known  such  happy  hours 

That,   were   power  granted  to   replace 

them  ( fetched 
From    out    the    pensive   shadows  where 

they  lie) 
In   the   flrst   warmth   of   their   original 

Loth  should  I  t>e  to  use  it :  passing  sweet 
Are  the  domains  o(  tender  memory  1 


THE   LONGEST  DAY. 


Let  us  quit  the  lealy  arbor. 
And  the  torrent  mutmuring  by; 
For  the  suD  is  in  his  harbor. 
Weary  oi  the  open  sky. 

Evening  now  unbinds  the  letters 
Fashioned  by  the  glowing  light; 
All  that  breathe  are  thankful  debtors 
To  the  harbinger  ot  night. 

Yet  by  some  grave  thoughts  attended 
Eve  renews  her  calm  career: 
For  the  day  that  now  is  ended. 
Is  the  longest  o(  (he  year. 

Dora!  sport,  as  now  thou  sporlesl. 
On  this  platform,  light  and  free; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  shortesl. 
Are  indifferent  to  thee  ! 

Who  would  check  the  happy  feeling 
That  inspires  the  linnet's  song? 
Who  would  stop  the  swallow,  wheeling 
On  her  pinions  swift  and  strong? 

Vet  at  this  impressive  season. 
Words  which  tenderness  can  speak 
From  the  truths  o(  homely  reason, 
M^hl  exalt  the  loveliest  dieek; 
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And,  while  shades  to  shades  succeeding 
Steal  the  landscape  from  the  sight, 
I  would  urge  this  moial  pleading, 
LasI  lorerunner  of  "  Good  night ! " 

Summer  ebbs;  — each  day  that  follows 
Is  a  reflux  from  on  high, 
Tending  to  the  daiksome  hollows 
Where  the  frosts  of  winter  lie. 

He  who  governs  the  creation. 
In  his  providence,  as^ned 
Such  a  gradual  declination 
To  the  life  of  human  kind. 

Yet  we  mark  il  not; —  fruits  redden. 
Fresh    flowers    blow,   as   flowers    have 

blown , 
And  the  heart  is  loth  to  deaden 
Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

Be  ihou  wiser,  youthful  Maiden ! 
And  when  Ihy  decline  shall  come. 
Let  not  flowers,  or  boughs  fruit-laden. 
Hide  the  knowledge  of  thy  doom. 

Now,  even  now,  ere  wrapped  in  slumber. 
Fin  thine  eyes  upon  the  sea 
That  absorbs  time,  space,  and  number; 
Look  thou  to  Eternity  '. 

Follow  (hou  the  flowing  river 
On  whose  breast  are  (hither  borne 
All  deceived,  and  each  deceiver. 
Through  the  gales  of  night  and  morn; 

Through  the  year's  successive  portals; 
Through  the  bounds  which  many  a  star 
Marks,  not  mindless  of  frail  mortals 
When  his  light  returns  from  far. 

Thus  when  thou  with  Time  hast  travelled 
Toward  Ibe  mighty  gulf  o(  things, 
And  the  maiy  stream  unravelled 
With  thy  best  imaginings; 


Charms  superior  to  decay. 


Grasp  il,  —  if  thou  shrink  and  tremble, 
Fairest  damsel  of  the  green, 
Thou  wilt  lack  the  only  symlKil 
That  proclaims  a  genuine  queen; 

And  ensures  those  palms  of  honor 
Which  setecled  spirits  wear, 
Bending  low  before  (he  Donor, 
Lord  of  heaven's  unchanging  year  I 


HINT  FROM   THE   MOUNTAINS. 


Bunchu  o[  ftm  nay  oflcD  I 


il  lor  all  Ui 


"Who  but  hails  the  sight  with  pleas 
When  the  wings  of  genius  rise. 
Their  ability  to  measure 

With  great  enterprise; 
But  in  man  was  ne'er  such  daring 
As  yon  Hawk  exhilnts,  pairing 
His  brave  spirit  with  the  war  in 

The  stormy  skies! 

"  Mark  him,  how  his  power  he  uses. 
Lays  it  by,  at  will  resumes! 
Mark,  ere  for  his  hauni  he  chooses 

Clouds  and  utter  glooms  I 
There,  he  wheels  in  downward  maiei 
Sunward  now  his  flight  he  raises. 
Catches  lire,  as  seems,  and  blaies 

With  uninjured  plumes!  "  — 


"  Stranger,  '( is  no  ac(  of  courage 
Which  aloft  thou  dost  discern; 
No  bold  bird  ffine  forth  lo  forage 

'Mid  the  (empest  stern; 
But  such  mockery  as  (he  nations 
See,  when  public  perturbations 
Idft  men  from  their  native  stations 

Like  yon  Tuft  of  FERN; 
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"  Such  il  is;    the  aspiring  creature 
Soaring  on  undaunted  wing, 
(So  you  fancied)  is  by  nature 

A  dull  helpless  Ining, 
Ehy  and  withered,  light  and  yellow;  — 
That  to  be  the  tempest's  fellow  ! 
Wail  — and  you  shall  see  how  hollow 

Its  endeavoring ! " 


THE   PASS  OF   KIRKSTONE. 

Written   at    Ryda]    Mount.    Thougtiu   an 

and  night,  over  this  Pais,  alone  and  with  bclove 
Iricndi. 

Within  the  mind  strong  fancies  work. 
A  deep  delight  the  bosom  thrills 
Oft  as  I  pass  along  the  fork 
Of  theae  Iraternalliills; 
Where,  save  the  ru^ed  road,  we  find 
No  appanage  of  human  kind. 
Noi  hmt  of  man;   if  stone  or  rock 
Seem  not  his  handiwork  to  mock 
By  something  cogniiably  shaped; 
Mockery  —  or  mode!  roughly  hewn. 
And  left  as  if  by  earthquake  strewn, 
Or  from  the  Flood  escaped; 
Altars  for  Druid 


(B 


rr  lit, 


is  the  glow-worm  to  the  skies 
Thence  offer  nightly  sacrifice) 
Wrinkled  Efe'plian  monumeni; 
Green  moss-grown  tower;  othoarytent; 
Tenls   of   a   camp    that    never  shall    be 

On  which  four  thousand  years  have  gazed  ! 


Ve  plough -shares  sparkling  on  the  slopes  t 

Ye  snow'white  lambs  that  trip 

Imprisoned  'mid  the  formal  props 

Of  restless  ownership  I 

Ve  trees,  that  may  to-morrow  fall 

To  feed  ihe  insatiate  Prodigal  \ 

I^wns,   houses,   chattels,    groves,    and 

fields. 
All  that  the  fertile  valley  shields; 


Wag 


Is  of  c 


's  uneasy  game  the  stake, 
Playthings  that  keep  Ihe  eyes  awake 
Of  drowsy,  dotard  Time;  — 


ire  !  O  guilt !  —  O  vales  and  plains, 
;,  'mid  hts  own  unvexed  domains, 

A  (^nlus  dwells,  that  can  subdue 
nee  all  memory  of  You,— 

Most  potent  when  misis  veil  the  sky. 

Mists  that  distort  and  tnagnity; 

While  the  coarse  rushes,  to  ibe  sweeping 

Sigh  fiKth  their  ancient  melodies  1 


LJsl  lo  those  shriller  notes!  —  /ia/roarch 

Perchance  was  on  the  blast, 

When,  through   this   Height's  inverted 

Rome's  earliest  legion  passed  1 
—  They  saw,  adventurously  impelled, 
And  older  eyes  than  theirs  beheld. 
This  block  —  and  yon,  whose  church-like 

Gives  to  this  savage  Pass  its  name. 
Aspiring  Roadi  that  lov'st  to  hide 
Thy  daring  in  a  vapory  bourn, 

Not  seldom  may  the  hour  r( 

When  thou  sha''  ' 

And  I  (as  all  rr 

When  life  is  at  a  weary  pause. 

And  they  have  panted  up  the  hill 

Of  duty  with  reluctant  will) 

Be  Ihanktut,  even  though  tired  and  (aint, 

For  the  rich  bounties  of  constrain); 

Whence  oft  invigorating  transports  flow 

TTiat  choice  lacked  courage  lo  bestow  ! 


ifted-— can  she  slight 
'Ihe  scene  that  opens  now? 
Though  habitation  none  appear, 
The  greenness  tells,  man  must  be  there; 
The  shelter  — that  the  perspective 
Is  of  the  clime  in  which  we  live; 
Where  Toil  pursues  his  daily  round; 
Where  Pity  sneds  sweet  tears  —  and  Love, 
In  woodbine  bower  or  birchen  grove. 
Inflicts  his  tender  wound. 
—  Who   comes   not   hither   ne'er    shall 

know 
How  beautiful  the  world  below; 
Nor  can  he  guess  how  lightly  leaps 
The  brook  adown  the  rodiy  steeps. 
Farewell,  thou  desolate  Domain  \ 
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LAMENT  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 


Carols  like 

And  who  is  she  ?  ■ — ^  Can  that  be  Joy 

Who,  with  a  Sunbeam  (or  her  guide, 

Smoothly  skims  (he  meadows  wide; 

While  Failh,  from  yonder  opening  cloud. 

To  hill  and  vale  proclaims  aloud, 

"  What  e'er   the  weak   may   dread,   the 

wicked  dare, 
Thy   lot,  O  Man,  is  good,  thy  portion. 
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SMELEof  the  Moon!  — for  so  1  name 

That  silent  greeting  from  above; 

A  gentle  flash  of  light  that  came 

From  her  whom  drooping  captives  love; 

Or  art  Ihou  of  still  higher  birth? 

Thou  that  didsl  part  the  clouds  of  earth, 

My  lotpoi  to  reprove ! 


Bright  boon  of  pitying  Heaven  !  — ! 
I  may  not  trust  thy  pfadd  cheer! 
Pondering  that  Time  to-night  will  p 
The  thre^old  of  another  year; 
For  years  lo  me  are  sad  and  dull; 
My  very  moments  are  too  full 
Of  hopelessness  and  fear. 


And  yet,  the  soul -awakening  gleam. 
That  struck  perchance  the  farthest  c< 
Ol  Scotland's  rocky  wilds,  did  Seem 
To  visit  me,  and  me  alone; 


Me,  unapproachcd  by  any  (riend. 
Save  those  who  to  my  sorrows  lent 
Tears  due  unto  their  own. 


To-nighl  the  church-tower  bells  will  ring 
Through  these  wild  realms  a  festive  peal; 
To  the  new  year  a  welcoming; 
A  tuneful  offering  for  the  weal 
Ol  happy  millions  lulled  in  sleep; 
While  I  am  forced  to  watch  and  weep, 
By  wounds  that  may  not  heal. 


Born  all  too  high,  by  wedlock  raised 
Still  higher^lo  be  cast  thus  low! 
Would  that  mine  eyes  had  never  gaied 
On  aught  of  more  ambitious  show 
Than  the  sweet  flowerets  ol  the  fields 
—  It  is  my  royal  state  that  yields 
This  bitterness  of  woe. 


Yel  how?—  tor  I,  if  there  be  truth 
In  the  world's  voice,  was  passing  (air; 
And  beauty,  for  confiding  youth, 
Those  sliocks  of  passion  can  prepare 
-That  kill  the  bloom  before  its  time; 
And  blanch,  without  the  owner's  crime. 
The  most  resplendent  hair. 


Unblest  distinction  I  showered  on  m 
To  bind  a  lingering  life  in  chains: 
All  that  conid  quit  my  grasp,  or  flee 
Is  gone;  - — but  not  the  subtle  stains 
Fined  in  the  spirit;    (or  even  here 
Can  I  be  proud  that  jealous  fear 
Of  what  I  was  remains. 


A  Woman  rules  my  prison's  key; 
A  sister  Queen,  against  the  bent 
0(  law  and  holiest  sympathy. 
Detains  me,  doubtful  of  the  event; 
Great  God,  who  feel'st  for  my  distress, 
My  thoughts  are  all  thai  I  possess, 
O  keep  them  innocent  I 
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SEQUEL  TO  THE   "BEGGARS,"   1802. 


By  iriends  deceived,  by  foes  belrayed, 
Of  fears  ihe  prey,  of  hopes  the  sporl ; 
Noughl  but  the  woild-tedeemiog  Cross 
Is  able  (o  supply  my  loss, 
My  burthen  to  support. 


Hark  !  the  death-note  of  the  year 
Sounded  by  the  castle-clock  ! 
From  her  sunk  eyes  a  stagnant  tear 
Stole  forth,  unsettled  by  the  shock; 
But  oft  the  woods  renewed  their  gree 
Ere  the  tired  head  of  Scotland's  Quet 
Reposed  upon  the  block  I 


The  faith  which  saw  that  gladsome  pair 
Walk  through  the  fire  with  unsinged  hair. 
Or,  if  such  tailh  must  needs  deceive  — 
Then,  Spirits  ol  beauty  and  o(  grace. 
Associates  in  that  eager  chase; 
Ve,  who  within  the  blameless  mind 
Your  favorite  seat  ol  empire  find  — 
Kind  Spirits  I  may  we  not  believe 
That  Ihey,  so  happy  and  so  fair 
Througbyoursweel  influence,  and  the  care 
Ol  pitying  Heaven,  at  least  were  free 
From  touch  of  dtadly  injury  ? 
Destined  whale'er  their  earthly  doom. 
For  mercy  and  immortal  bloom  ! 


SEQUEL    TO    THE     "BEGGARS," 


THE  PILGRIM'S  DREAM; 


WKEHEare  (hey  now,  those  wanton  Boys? 
For  whose  free  range  the  dwdal  earth 
Was  filled  with  animated  toys, 
And  implements  of  frolic  mirth; 
With  tools  for  ready  wit  to  guide.; 
And  ornaments  of  seemlier  pride, 
More   fresh,  more  bright,  than   princes 

For  what  one  moment  flung  aside. 
Another  could  repair; 
What  good  or  evil  have  they  seen 
Since  I  their  pastime  witnessed  here, 
Their  daring  wiles,  their  sportive  cheer? 
1  ask  —  but  all  is  dark  between  ! 
They  met  me  in  a  genial  hour. 
When  universal  nature  breathed 
As  with  the  breath  of  one  sweet  flower,  ^ — 
A  time  to  overrule  the  power 
Of  discontent,  and  check  the  birth 
Of  thoughts  with  belter  thoughts  at  strife. 
The  most  familiar  bane  of  life 
Since  parting  Innocence  bequeathed 
Mortality  to  Earth  I 
Soft  clouds,  (he  whitest  of  the  year, 
Sailed. through  the  sky  —  the  brooks  ran 

The  lambs  from  rock  to  rock  were  bound- 

With  songs  the  budded  groves  resounding; 

And  to  my  heart  are  still  endeared 

The   thoughts  with  which  it   then   was 


n^e  fA   LDDghi^   F 


A  Pilgrim,  when  the  summer  day 

Had  closed  upon  his  weary  way, 

A  lodging  be^ed  beneath  a  castle's  roof; 

But  him  the  haughty  Warder  spurned; 

And  from  the  gate  the  Pilgrim  turned. 

To  seek  such  covert  as  the  field 

Or  heath -besprinkled  copse  might  yield, 

Or  lofty  wood,  shower-proof. 

He  paced  along;  and,  pensively. 

Hailing  beneath  a  shady  tree, 

Whose  moss-grown  root  might  serve  lor 

Fixed  on  a  Star  his  upward  eye; 
Then,  from  the  tenant  of  the  sky 
He  turned,  and  watched   with  kindred 

A  Glow-worm,  in  a  dusky  nook. 
Apparent  at  his  feet. 
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A  pregnanl  dieam,  within  whose  shadowy 

bounds 
He  rec<^niz«d  the  earth-botn  Stst, 
And  That  which  glillered  from  alar; 
And  (strange  \o  witness  !)  from  the  frame 
Of  the  ethereal  Otb,  Ihere  came 
Inlelligible  sounds. 

Much  did  i(  taunt  the  humble  Light 
Thai  now,  when  day  was  fled,  and  night 
Hushed  the  dark  earth,  East  closing  weacy 

A  very  reptile  could  presume 
To  show  her  taper  in  the  gloom, 
As  if  in  rivalship  wilh  One 
Who  sate  a  ruler  on  his  thione 
Erected  in  the  skies. 

"  Exalted  Star !  "  the  Worm  replied, 
"  Abate  this  unbecoming  pride. 
Or  wilh  a  less  uneasy  lustre  shine; 
Thou  shiink'st  as  momently  thy  lays 
Are  mastered  by  the  breathing  haie; 
While  neither  mist,  nor  thickest  cloud 
That  shapes  in  heaven  its  murky  shroud. 
Hath  power  to  injure  mine. 

But  not  (oi  this  do  I  aspire 

To  match  the  spark  of  local  lire. 

Thai  at  my  will  burns  on  the  dewy  lawn. 

With  thy  acknowledged  glories; —No! 

Vel,  thus  upbraided,  I  may  show 

What  favors  do  attend  me  here. 

Till,  like  thyself,  I  disappear 

Before  the  purple  ilawn." 

When  this  in  modest  guise  was  said, 
Across  the  welkin  seemed  to  spread 
A  boding  sound — f  otaught  but  sleep  unfit ! 
Hills  quaked,  the  rivers  backward  ran; 
That  Star,  so  proud  of  late,  looked  wan; 
And  reeled  wilh  visionary  slir 
In  the  blue  depth,  like  Ludfec 
Cast  headlong  to  the  pit  t 

Fire  ta 
Olant 
New  heavens  succeeded,   by  the  dream 

brought  forth: 
And  all  [he  nappy  Souls  that  rode 
Transfigured  through  Ihal  fresh  abode, 
Had  heretofore,  in  humble  Irusl, 
Shone  meekly  'mid  their  native  dust, 
The  Glow-woims  of  the  earth  ! 


This  knowledge,  from  an  Angel's  voice 
Proceeding,  made  the  heart  rejoice 
OI  Him  who  slept  upon  the  open  lea: 
Waking  al  morn  he  murmured  not; 
And,  till  life's  journey  closed,  the  spot 


Beneath  the  shady  tree. 


INSCRIPTIONS 


Hopes  whal  are  they  ?  —  Beads  ol  morning 
Strung  on  slender  blades  ol  grass; 
Or  a  spider's  web  adorning 
In  a  strait  and  treacherous  pass. 

Whal  are  fears  but  voices  airy? 
Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  noi; 
And  deluding  the  unwary 
mi  the  fatal  boll  is  shot  t 

Whal  is  glory?  —  in  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  fare  ! 
Whal  is  pride f  — -a  whining  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

Whal  is  friendship?^ — -do  not  trust  her. 
Nor  the  vows  which  she  has  made; 
Diamonds  dail  iheir  brightest  lustre 
From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 

Whalislrulh?  — astaH  icjecled: 
Duly?  —  an  unwelcome  clog; 
Joy?  —  a  moon  by  fits  reflecled 
In  a  swamp  or  walery  bc^; 

Bright,  as  if  through  ether  steering, 
To  the  Traveller's  eye  it  shone: 
He  hath  hailed  it  re-appearing  — 
And  as  quickly  it  is  gone; 

Such  is  Joy  —  as  quickly  hidden. 
Or  mis-shapen  to  the  sight. 
And  by  sullen  weeds  forbidden 
To  resume  its  native  l^hl.^ 
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What  is  youlh  ?  —  a  dancing  billow, 
(Winds  behind,  and  rocks  before!) 
Age?  —  a  drooping,  loitering  willow 
Go  a  flat  and  lazy  shore. 

What  is  peace?  —  when  pain  is  over. 
And  love  ceases  to  rebel. 
Let  the  last  faint  sigh  discover 
That  precedes  the  passing  knell ! 


Pause,  Traveller !  whosoe'er  thou  be 
Whom  chance  may  lend  to  this  tetreal. 
Where  silence  yields  reluctantly 
Even  to  the  fieecy  slr^gler's  bleat; 

Give  voice  to  what  my  hand  shall  trace. 
And  fear  not  lest  an  idle  sound 
Of  words  unsuited  to  the  place 
Disturb  its  solitude  profound. 

I  saw  this  Rock,  while  vernal  dr 
Blew  softly  o'ei  the  russet  heath. 
Uphold  a  Monument  as  fair 
As  church  or  abbey  furnisheth. 

Unsullied  did  it  meet  the  day. 
Like  marble,  while,  like  ether,  pure; 
As  if,  beneath,  some  hero  lay. 
Honored  with  costliest  sepulture. 

My  fancy  kindled  as  I  gazed; 
And,  ever  as  the  sun  shone  forth. 
The  flattered  structure  glistened,  blazed, 
And  seemed  the  proudest  thing  on  earth. 

But  frost  had  reared  the  gorgeous  Pile 
Unsound  as  those  which  Fortune  builds  — 
To  undermine  with  secret  guile, 
Sapped  by  the  very  beam  that  gilds. 


Iiu  sloped  lowardj  Ihe 
1  used  ID  oil  it  Tadpole 
tally  observed  there  the 


Hast  thou  seen,  with  flash 
Bubbles  gliding  under  ice, 
Bodied  forth  and  evanescen 
No  one  knows  by  what  dcvi 


Such    are    thoughts! — A    wind- 
meadow 
Mimicking  a  troubled  sea, 
Such  is  life;  and  death  ashadow 
From  the  tock  eternity  I 

IV. 


Troubled  long  with  warring  n. 
Long  impatient  of  thy  rod, 
I  resign  my  soul's  emotions 
Unto  Thee,  mysterious  God! 


What  avails  the  kindly  shelter 
Yielded  by  this  craggy  reni. 
If  my  spirit  toss  and  weller 
On  the  waves 


Parching  Summer  hath  no  warrant 
To  consume  this  crystal  Well; 
Rains,  that  make  each  rill  a  lorres 
Neither  sully  it  noi  swell. 

Thus,  dishonoring  not  her  station. 
Would  my  Life  present  to  Thee, 
Gracious  God,  the  pure  oblation 
Of  divine  tranquillity  I 


Not  seldom,  clad  in  radiant  vest. 
Deceitfully  goes  forth  the  Morn; 
Not  seldom  Evening  in  the  west 
Sinks  smilingly  fc 
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The  smoothest  seas  wil 
To  the  confiding  Baik,  unltue; 
And,  if  she  trust  the  stars  above, 
They  can  be  treacherous  too. 

The  umbrageous  Oak,  in  pomp  outspread 
Full  o(t,  when  slonns  the  welkin  rend. 
Draws  lightning  down  upon  (he  head 
It  promised  to  defend. 


But  Thou  art  ti 
Who  didst  vouchsafe  for  man  (o  die; 
Thy  smile  is  sure,  thy  plighted  word 
No  change  can  falsify  ! 

I  bent  l)efore  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  asked  for  peace  on  suppliant  knee; 
And  peace  was  given,  —  nor  peace  alone. 
But  faith  sublimed  to  ecstasy  1 


COMPOSED  UPON  AN  EVENING 
OF  EXTRAORDINARY  SPLEN- 
DOR AND  BEAUTY. 


Imprculona  whicli  miglit  Ik  rod  with  mulual 
bcacfilln  coDDCdion  with  these  "  Evening  ~ 
tariia."    Su.for  eianple,  that  on?  gn 

the  one  on  the  song  of  the  Thrush,  an 


Had  ihis  effulgence  disappeared 
With  flying  haste,  I  might  have  sent, 
Among  the  speechless  clouds,  a  look 
Of  blank  astonishment; 
Hut  't  is  endued  with  power  (o  stay. 
And  sanctify  one  closing  day. 
That  trail  Mortality  may  see    - 
What  is?  — ah  no,  bul  what  fas  be! 
Time  was  when  field  and  watery  cove 
With  modulated  echoes  rang. 
While  choirs  of  fervent  Angels  sang 
Their  vespers  in  (he  grove; 
Or,  crowning,  star-like,  each  some  so 
ereign  height. 


Warbled,  for  heaven  above  and  earth  be- 

Strains  suitable  to  both.  —  Such  holy  rile, 
Methinks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 
From  hill  or  valley,  could  not  move 
Sublimer  transport,  purer  love. 
Than   doth  this   silent   spectacle  —  the 

gleam  — 
The  shadow  —  and  the  peace  supreme! 


No  sound  is  uttered,  —  but  a  deep 

And  solemn  harmony  pervades 

The  hollow  vale  from  steep  to  steep. 

And  penetrates  the  glades. 

Far-distanl  images  draw  nigh. 

Called  forth  by  wondrous  potency 

Of  beamy  radiance,  that  imbues. 

Whale'er  it  strikes,  with  gem-like  hues! 

In  vision  exquisitely  clear. 

Herds  range  along  the  mountain  side; 

And  glistening  antlers  are  deserted; 

And  gilded  flocks  appear. 

Thine    is  the    tranquil    hour,    purpureal 

Evel 
But  long  as  god-like  wish,  or  hope  divine. 
Informs  my  spirit,  ne'er  can  I  believe 
That  this  magnificence  is  wholly  thine ! 
—  From  worlds  not  quickened  by  thesun 
A  portion  of  the  gift  is  w 


And,  if  there  be  whom  broken  ties 

Afflict,  or  injuries  assail. 

Von  hazy  ridges  to  iheir  eyes 

Present  a  glorious  scale. 

Climbing  suffused  with  sunny  air. 

To  stop  —  no  record  hath  lold  where ! 

And  tempting  Fancy  to  ascend. 

And  with  immortal  Spirits  blend  !  ' 

—  Wings  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  play; 

But,  rooted  here,  I  stand  and  gaze 

On  those  bright   steps  that  heavenward 

Their  practicable  way. 

Come  forth,  ye  drooping  old  men,  look 

abroad, 
And  see  to  what  fair  c 

<  See  Note. 


:.bv  Google 


COMPOSED  DURING  A  STORM. 


Ye  Genii !  to  his  covert  speed; 
And  wake  him  with  such  gentle  heed 
As  may  attune  his  soul  to  meet  thedowi 
Bestowed  on  this  transcendent  hour  ! 


Such  hues  I  torn  Iheii  celestial  Urn 
Were  wont  to  stream  be  lore  mine  eye, 
Where'er  it  wandered  in  the  morn 
Of  blissful  infancy. 
This  glimpse  o(  glory,  why  renewed? 
Nay,  rather  speak  with  gratitude; 
For,  if  a  vestige  of  those  gleams 
Survived,  't  was  only  in  my  dreams. 
Dread  Power  1  whom  peace  and  calmness 

No  less  than  Nature's  threatening  voice, 
If  aught  unworthy  be  my  choice. 
From  Thee  if  I  would  swerve; 
Oh,  let  thy  grace  remind  me  of  the  light 
Full  early  lost,  and  fruitlessly  deplored; 
Which,  at  this  moment,  on  my  waking 

sight 
Appears  to  shine,  by  miracle  restored; 
My  soul,  though  yet  confined  to  earth, 
Rejoices  in  a  second  birth  ! 
—  'T  is  past,  the  visionary  splendor  lades; 
And  night  approaches  with  her  shades. 


The  lingering  r 


t  of   their  yellov 


And    shivering    wolves,   surprised   with 

darkness,  howl 
Asif  the  sun  were  not.     Heraised  hiseye 
Soul-smitten;  for,  that  instant,  did  appear 
Lai^e   space  ('mid  dreadful   clouds)  ot 
purest  sky, 
n  azure  disc- — shield  of  Tranquil  lily; 
ivisible,  unlooked-for,  minister 
Ol  providential  goodness  ever  nigh  I 


THIS,  AND  THE  TWO  FOLLOW- 
ING, WERE  SUGGESTED  BV 
MR.  W.  WESTALL'S  VIEWS 
OF  THE  CAVES,  ETC.,  IN 
YORKSHIRE. 
PuRB  element  of  waters!  wheresoe'er 
Thou    dost     forsake     thy    subterranean 

haunts. 
Green  herbs,  bright  flowers,  and  berry- 
bearing  plants. 
Rise  into  life  and  in  thy  train  appear: 
And,  through  the  sunny  portion  of  the 


Swift  i: 


ts  shine,  thy  hovering  pursni- 


—  The 


lUlUpliu 


guish  and  droop  li^ether.    Nor  unfelt 
lan's  perl urbid  soul  thy  sway  benign; 
And,  haply,  far  within  the  marble  belt 
central  earth,  where  tortured  Spirils 

For  grace  and  goodness  lost,  Ihy  murmurs 


COMPOSED   DURING  A  STORM. 
Written  in  Rydal  Woods,  by  th*  ■ide  of  a 


One  who  was  suffering  tumult  in  his  soul. 
Yet  failed  loseek  the  sure  relief  of  prayer, 
Went  forth  —  his  course  surrendering  li 
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isle 
Thai      Causeway      with     incomparable 

loil !  )— 
Oh,  h^  ihisvast  theatric  stiucture  wound 
With  finished  sweep  into  a  perfect  round, 
No  mightier  work  had  gained  the  plausive 

Of  all-beholding  Phoebus!     But,  alas, 
,  Vain  earth  '.   lalse  world  !     Foundations 
must  be  laid 
In  Heaven;   for,  'mid  the  wreck  of  isand 


Abrial  Rock  — whose  solitary  brow 
From  this  low  threshold  daily  meets  my 

sight: 
When  I  step  forth  to  hail  the  morning 

light; 
Or  quit  (he  stars  wilh  a  lingering  (are- 
well  —  how 
Shall  Fancy  pay  to  thee  a  gratelul  vow? 
How,  with  the  Muse-said,  her  loveattestp 
—  By  planting  on  thy  naked  head  ihe  crest 
Of  an  imperial  Castle,  which  the  plough 
'^'     ruin    shall    not    touch.      Innocent 

That  doth  presume  no  more  than  to  supply 
glace  the   sinoous  vale   and   roaring 


Than  noblest  objects  utterly  decayed. 


THE  WILD   DUCK'S  NEST. 


Is  busiest  to  confer  and  to  bereave; 
Then,  pensive  Votary  !  let  thy  feet  repair 
To  Gordale-chasm,  terrific  as  the  laii 
Where  (he  young  lions  couch;   (or  s< 

Of  the  propitious  hour,  thou  may'st 

The  local  Deity,  with  ooiy  hair  . 

And  mineral  crown,  beside  his  jaggjdurn, 
Recumbent  1    Him  thou  may'sl    behold, 

who  hides 
His  lineaments  by  day,  yet  there  presides. 
Teaching  the  docile  waters  how  to  turn, 
Ot  (it  need  be)  impediment  to  spurn. 
And  force  Iheir  passage  to  the  sail-sea 


if   Rydul   MdudI.     Then 


With  emerald  floored,  and  with  purpurea! 

shell 
Ceilinged  and  roofed;    that  is  so  (air  a 

As  this  low  structure,  for  the   (asks  o( 

Spring, 
Prepared  by  one  who  loves  the  buoyant 

swell 
Of  the  l»'isk  waves,  yet  here  consents  to 

dwell; 
And  spreads  in  steadfast  peace  her  brood- 

ii^  wing. 
Words  cannot  paini  the  o'ershadowing 

jrew-tree  bough. 
And    dimly-gleaming    Nest, — a    hollow 

01  golden  leaves  inlaid  with  silver  down. 
Fine  as  the  mother's  softest  plumes  allow : 
I  gazed  —  and,  self-accused  while  gazing. 

For  human -kind,  weak  slaves  of  cumbrous 
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WRITTEN  IN  "THE  COMPLETE  ANGLER." 


While  flowing  rivers  yield  a  blameless 

Shall   live   the   name  of  Walton:   Sage 

Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  lod  and 

Unfolding,  did  not  fruitlessly  exhort 
To  reverend  watching  of  each  slill  repoit 
That  Nature  utters  from  het  rural  shrine. 
Meek,  nobly  versed  in  simple  discipline, 
He  found  the   longest   summer  day  loo 

To  his  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 
Or  down  the  templing  maze  of  Shawford 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  this  sweet  Book, 
The  cowslip-bank  and  shady  willow-tree; 
And   the   fresh   meads  —  where   flowed, 

from  every  nook 
Of  his  tuU  bosom,  gladsome  Piety  1 


"  As  the  cold  aspect  of  a  sunless  way 
Strikes  through  the  Traveller's  frame  with 

deadlier  chill, 
Ofl  as  appears  a  grove,  or  obvious  hill, 
Glistening  with  unpsrficipated  ray. 
Or  shining  slope  where  he  must  never 

stray; 
So  joys,  remembered  without  wish  or  will. 
Sharpen  the  keenest  edge  of  present  ilt,^ — 
On  the  crushed  heart  a  heavier  burthen  lay. 
Just  Heaven,  contract  the  compass  of  my 

To  fit  proportion  with  my  altered  stale  ! 
Quench  those  felicities  whose  light  I  find 
Reflected  in  my  bosom  all  too  late  t  — 
O  be  my  spirit,  like  my  thraldom,  strait; 
And,  like  mine  eyes  that  stream  with  sor- 
row, blind!" 
.Bi*  ,8.9. 


Storms,  sallying  from  the  it 

The  rising  sun.  and  on  the  plains  descend; 
Yet  art  ihou  welcome,  welcome  as  a  friend 
Whose  leal  outruns  his  promise  !  Blue- 
eyed  May 
Shall  soon  behold  this  border  thickly  set 
With  bright  jonquils,  their  odors  lavishing  . 
On  the  soft  west- wind  and  his  holic  peers; 
■ill  I  then  thy  modes!  grace  forget, 
Chaste  Snowdrop,  venturous  harbinger  of 

And  pensive  monitor  of  fleeting  years. 


When  haughty  expectations  prostrate  lie, 
And  grandeur  crouches  like  a  guilty  thing. 
Oft  shall  the  lowly  weak,  till  nature  bring 
Mature  release,  in  fair  society 
Survive,  and  Fortune's  utmost  anger  try; 
Like  these  (rail  snowdrops  that  together 

And  nod  their  helmets,  smitlenby  the  wing 
Oi  many  a  furious  whirl-blast  sweeping  by. 
OI)serve  (he  faithful  flowers  t  if  small  to 
great 
•  May  lead  the  thoughts,  thus  strugglirig 

used  to  stand 
The  Emathian  phalanx,  nobly  obslinale; 
And  so  the  bright  immortal  l^eban  band. 
Whom  onset,  fiercely  utged  at  Jove's  com- 


Mighl  o- 


r whelm,  but  could  ni 


I  separate ' 


COMPOSED  IN  ONE  OF  THE  VAL- 
LEYS OF  WESTMORELAND,  ON 
EASTER  SUNDAY. 


TO   A   SNOWDROP. 

IXiNB  Flower,  hemmed  in  with  snows 

white  as  they 
But  hardier  far,  once  more  1  see  thee  bend 


n  fresh  raiment  —  till  that  hour 
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"I  WATCH,  AND   LX)NG   HAVE   WATCHED." 


639 


Domestic  hands  the  home-bred  wool  had 
And  she  who  span  it  culled  the  daintiest 
In  thoughtful  reverence  to  the  Prince  of 

Whose  temples  bled  beneath  the  platted 

thorn. 
A  blest  estate  when  piety  sublime 
These  humble  props  disdained  not  t     O 

green  dales! 
Sad  may  /  be  who  beard  your  sabbath 

When  Art's  abused  inventions  were  uu- 

Kind  Nature's  various  wealth  was  all  your 


nong   the  cottage  h  of 
'  Q^ghls  and  wel  dAyf 
ptoymenl  lo  a  great  pari  of  a  family.     The  old 


which  r 


nfirni,  was  able 

often,  wlien  a  boy,  have  I  admind  the  cyli 
□f  circled  wool  whicli  we»  softly  laid  upon 
other  by  his  side.    Two  wheels  uen  oH 
work  on  the  same  floor  1  and  others  of  the  family, 
chiefly  Utile  children,  were  occupied  in  (easing 
and  cleaning  the  wool  to  lit  It  for  the  hand  of  th( 
carder.    So  that  all,  eiupt  the  smallest 

valea.  WherewDolwasnotathand.inil 
rural  towns,  the  wheel  for  spinning  f 
almost  in  as  constant  nse,  if  kniiling  1 


Grief,  thou  hasl  lost  an  ever-ready  (riend 
Now  Chat  the  cottage  Spinning-wheel  is 

And  Care — a  comforter  that  best  couldsuit 


Her  froward  mood,  and  softliest  repre- 
hend 1 

And  Love  —  a  charmer's  voice,  that  used 
to  lend. 

More  efficaciously  than  aughl  that  flows 

From  harp  or  lule,  kind  influence  to  com- 

The  throbbing  pulse  —  elae  troubled  with- 
out end : 
Even  Joy  couid  tell,  Joy  craving  truce 

From  her  own  overflow,  what  power  sedate 
On  those  revolving  motions  did  await 
Assiduously — to  soothe  her  aching  breast; 
And,  to  a  point  ol  just  relief,  abate 
The  mantling  triumphs  of  a  day  too  blest. 


I  of  Rydil  Mount,  the  rocky 
summit  of  Longhri^  Fell 
e  only,  but  a  hundred  limes. 


I  WATCH,  and  long  have  watched,  with 

calm  regret 
Von  slowly -sinking  star  —  immortal  Sire 
(So  might  he  seem)  of  all  the  glittering 

quire ! 
Blue  ether  still  surrounds  him — yet — and 


He  burns — transmuted  to  a  dusky  fire- 
Then  pays  submissively  the  appointed  debt 
To  the  flying  r 


fate, 


d  gods  I    We  struggle 


'ith  01 


While  health,  power,  glory,  from  theii 

height  decline. 
Depressed;  and  then  extinguished;   and 

our  state. 
In  this,how  different,  lost  Star,rrom  thine, 
That  no  to-morrow  shall  our  beams  re- 


"I   HEARD   (ALAS!    'TWAS  ONLY   IN   A  DREAM)." 


On  silken  tis^uf ,  might  difluse  his  limbs 
In  languor;   or,  by  Nalure,  lor  repose 
Of  panting  Wood-nymph,  wearied  with 

the  chase. 
0  Ladyl  tajrer  io  thy  Poet's  sight 
Than   fairest   spiritual   cieature    of    the 

Approach;  — and,   thus  invited,   crown 
with  rest 

tide  hour;  though  truly  some 


I  HBARD  (alas  1  't  was  only  in  a  dream) 
Strains  —  which,  as  sage  Antiquity  be- 
By  waking  ears  have  sometime!  been  re- 
Wafted  adown  the  wind  from  lake  or 

A  most  melodious  requiem,  a  supreme 
And  perfect  harmony  o(  notes,  achieved 
By  a  fair  Swan  on  drowsy  billows  heaved, 
O'er  which  her  pinions  shed  asilver  gleam. 
For  is  she  not  the  votary  of  Apollo? 
And  knows  she  not ,  singing  as  he  inspires, 
That  bliss  awaits  her  which  the  ungenial 

Hollow" 
Of  ihedfilleaith  partakes  not,  nor  desires? 
Mount,  tuneful  Bird,  and  join  the  im- 

ntortal  quires  1 
She  soared  —  and  I  awoke,  sln^gling  in 


THE  HAUNTED  TREE. 


This  tree  grew  in  tlie  part  of  RydaL,  and  I 
haw  otten  li>t»n«i  lo  its  crMking  as  d«nibed. 

Those  silver  clouds  collected  round  the 

His  mid-day  warmth  abate  not,  seeming 

less 
To  overshade  than  multiply  his  beams 
By  soft  reHection  —  grateful  to  the  sky. 
To  rocks,  fields,  woods.     Nor  doth  our 

human  sense 
Ask,  for  its  pleasure,  screen  or  canopy 
More  ample  than  the  lime -dismantled  Oak 
Spreads  o'er  this  tuft  of  healh,  which  now, 

In  the  whole  fulness  of  its  bloom,  affords 
Couch  beautiful  as  e'er  for  earthly  use 
Was  fashioned ;  whether,  by  the  hand  of 

Art, 
TTiat   eastern   Sultan,  amid  flowers  en- 

'  S«  die  PhxdoB  ol  Plato,  by  which  this 


ther 

Whose  footsteps  superslitiously  avoid 
This  venerable  Tree;   for,  when  the  wind 
Blows  keenly,  it  sends  forth  a  creaking 

(Above  the  general  roar  of  woods  and 

Distinctly  heard   from   afar  —  a   doleful 

As  if  (so  Grecian  shepherds  would  have 

deemed) 
The  Hamadryad,  pent  within,  bewailed 


the  old  trunk;   lamenting  deeds 
of  which 
The  flowerygroundisconscious.     But  no 

Sweeps  now  along  this  elevated  tidge; 
Not  even  a  lephyr  stirs;  —  the  obnoxious 

Tree 
Is  mute;  and,  in  his  silence,  would  look 

O  lovely  Wanderer  of  the  trackless  hills. 
On  thy  reclining  form  with  more  delight 
Than  his  coevals  in  the  sheltered  vale 
Seem  to  participate,  the  while  they  view 
Their  own  far-stretching  arms  and  leafy 

Vividly  pictured  in  some  glassy  pool. 
Thai,  for  a  brief  space,  checks  the  hurry- 
ing stream ! 


SEPTEMBER,  1819. 

The  sylvan  slopes  with  cotn-clad  fields 
Are  hung,  as  if  with  golden  shields. 
Bright  trophies  of  the  sun  ! 
Like  a  fair  sister  of  ihe  sky, 
Unruffled  doth  the  blue  lake  lie, 
looking  on. 
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UPON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 


And,  sooth  to  say,  yon  vocal  gro 
Albeit  uninspired  by  love. 
By  iove  untaught  lo  ling, 


For  thai  from  turbulence  and  heat 
Proceeds,  from  some  uneasy  seat 
In  nature's  slru^ling  irame. 
Some  region  of  impatient  lite : 
And  jealousy,  and  quivering  strife, 
Therein  a  portion  claim. 

This,  Ihis  is  holy;  —while  I  hear 
These  vespets  of  another  year. 
This  hymn  of  thanks  and  praise. 
My  spirit  seems  to  mount  above 
The  anxieties  of  human  love. 
And  earth's  precarious  days. 

Bui  list!  —  though  winter  storms  be  nigh, 
Unchecked  is  that  soft  harmony: 
There  lives  Who  can  provide 
For  all  his  creatures;   and  in  Him, 
Even  like  the  radiant  Seraphim, 
These  choristers  confide. 


UPON  THE  SAME  OCCASION. 

Departing  summer  halh  assumed 
An  aspect  tenderly  illumed. 
The  gentlest  look  of  spring; 
That  calls  from  yonder  leafy  shade 
Unfaded,  yet  prepared  to  fade, 
A  timely  carolling. 

No  faint  and  hesitating  trill. 
Such  tribute  as  lo  winter  chill 
The  lonely  redbreast  pays  I 
Oear,  loud,  and  lively  is  the  din. 
From  social  warblers  gathering  in 
Their  harvest  of  sweet  lays. 

Nor  doth  Ihe  example  fail  to  cheer 
Me,  conscious  that  my  leaf  is  sere. 
And  yellow  on  the  bough  :  — 
Fall,  rosy  garlands,  from  my  headi 
Ve  myrtle  wreaths,  your  fr^rance  shed 
Ajound  a  younger  brow  I 


Vet  will  I  temperately  rejoice; 

Wide  is  the  range,  and  free  the  choice 

Of  undiscordant  themes; 

Which,  haply,  kindred  souls  may  priie 

Not  less  than  vernal  ecstasies. 

And  passion's  feverish  dreams. 

For  deathless  powers  to  verse  belong, 
And  they  like  Demi-gods  are  strong 
On  whom  the  Muses  smile; 
But  some  their  function  have  disclaimed. 
Best  pleased  with  what  is  aptUest  framed 
~  and  defile. 


Not  such  the  initiatory  strains 

Committed  to  the  silent  plains 

In  Britain's  earliest  dawn: 

Trembled  the  groves,  Ihe  stars  grew  pale, 

While  all -loo-da  I  ingly  the  veil 

Of  nature  was  withdrawn  1 

Nor  such  Ihe  spirit -stirring  note 
When  Ihe  live  chords  Alceeus  smole, 
Inflamed  by  sense  of  wrong; 
Woe !  woe  to  Tyrants !  from  the  lyie 
Broke  threateningly,  in  sparkles  dire 
Of  fieice  vindictive  song. 

And  not  unhallowed  was  the  p^e 
By  winged  Love  inscribed,  lo  assujige 
Tlie  pangs  of  vain  pursuit; 
Love  listening  while  the  Lesbian  Maid 
With  finest  touch  of  passion  swayed 
Her  own  ,«olian  lute. 

O  ye,  who  patiently  explore 
The  wreck  of  Herculanean  lore. 
What  rapture  \  could  ye  seize 
Some  Theban  fragment,  or  unroll 
One  precious,  tender-hearted,  scroll 
Of  pure  Simon  ides. 

That  were,  indeed,  a  genuine  birth 
Of  poesy;   a  bursting  forth 
Of  genius  from  the  mist : 
What  Horace  gloried  lo  behold. 
What  Maro  loved,  shall  we  enfold? 
Can  haughty  Time  be  jusl ! 


^.bvCooglt: 


"THERE  IS  A   LITTLE   UNPRETENDING   RILL." 


Thb  Ril]  trickln  down  the  hill-side  into 
Windennere,  near  Lowwood.  My  eisier  and  i. 
on  our  inl  viiit  togelher  10  Ihis  pan  of  the 
countrr,  walked  from  Kendal,  and  we  reited  (o 
re[r«h  ounelvei  by  the  side  of  Ihe  lake  whete  Ihe 
itreunlet  fills  into  il.  This  lonnel  wai  wdllen 
■nne  yean  after  In  Rcolleclion  et  Ihal  happy 
ramble,  Ibat  moBI  bapp;  diy  and  honr. 

Thrrr  is  a  little  unpretending  Rill 
Of  limpid  water,  humbler  iar  than  aught 
That  ever  among  Men  or  Naiads  sougnt 
Notice  or  name  i  —  It  quivers  down  the 

bill, 
Funowing  its  shallow  way  with  dubious 

will; 
Yet  to  my  mind  this  scanty  Stream  is 

brought 
OftenetthanGangesor  the  Nile;  atbought 
Of  private  recollection  sweet  and  still ! 
Months  perish  with  their  moons;    year 

Ireads  on  year  1 
But,  faithful  Emmal  thou  with  me  canst 

sajr 
That,  while  ten  thousand  pleasures  dis' 

And  flies  their  memory  fast  almost  aslhey; 
The  immortal  Spirit  of  one  happy  day 
Lingers  beside  that  Rill,  in  vision  clear. 


Von  eddying  balls  of  foam,  these  arrowy 

That  o'er  the  pavement  of  the  surging 

Welter  and  flash,  a  synod  might  detain 
With  subtle  speculations,  haply  vain, 
Bui  surely  less  so  than  your  (ar-fetched 
themes  I 


Ward  of  the  Law  !  —  dread  Shadow  of 

a  King! 
Whose  realm  had  dwindled  to  one  stately 


Dogmatic  Teachers,  of  the  snow-while 

(ur! 
Ye  wrangling  Schoolmen,  of  Ihe  scarlet 

Who,  with  a  keenness  not  lo  lie  withstood, 
Press  the  point  home,  or  fallerand  demur, 
Checked  in  your  course  by  many  a  teasing 

These   natural   council-seats  your  acrid 

blood 
Might  cool;  —  and,  as  Ihe  Genius  of  the 

flood 
Sloops  willingly  to  animate  and  spur    . 
Each  lighter  function  slumbering  in  the 


Darknc 


life  o'ei 


life  c 


uld 


Save  haply  for  some  feeble  glimmering 
Of  Faith  and  Hope  —  if  tbou,  by  nature's 

Gently  hast  sunk  into  the  quiet  tomb. 
Why  should  we  bend  in  grief,  to  sorrow 

cling. 
When  thankfulness  were  best?—  Fresb- 

Or,  where  tears  flow  not,  sigh  succeeding 

Yield  lo  such  after -thought  Ihe  sole  reply 
Which  justly  it  can  claim.     The  Nation 

hears 
In  this  deep  knell,  silent  for  threescore 

unexampled  voice  of  awful  memory  I 


Thk  stars  are  manEUons  built  by  Nature's 

And,  haply,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immor- 
tal vest; 
Huge  Ocean  shows,   wilhin   his   yellow 

strand, 
A  habitation  marvellously  planned, 
For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest; 
All  that  we  see— is  dome,  orvault,  or  nesi. 
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Or  fortress,  reared  at  Nature's  sage  com- 

Glad  thought  (or  every  season !  but  the 

Spring 
Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my 

'Mid  song  ot  birds,  and  insects  murmur- 
ing; 

And  while  the  youthful  year's  prolific  art — 

0(  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower  —  was 
fashioning 

Abodes  where  self-disturbflJlce  halh  no 


TO  THE  LADY  MARY  LOWTHER. 


Couo 


ts  of  si 


critKd  hy  a 
ienule  iriend. 

Ladv  !  I  rifled  a  Parnassian  Cave 
(But  seldom  liod)  of  mildly-gleaming  ore; 
And  culled,  from  sundry  beds,  a  lucid  store 
Of  genuine  crystals,  pure  as  those  that 
pave 


lades— (or  teliques,  upon  Lelhe't 


And  lo  this  Work  !  —  a  grotto  bright  and 
n  which  thy  blame- 


ON  THE  DETRACTION  WHICH 
rOLIX)WED  THE  PUBLICATION 
OF  A  CERTAIN  POEM. 


A  Book  came  forth  of  laie,  tailed  Peter 
Not  negligent  the  style;  — the  matter?  — 


)RD.  643 

As   aught   lha(   song  records  of   Robin 

Hood; 
Ot  Roy,  renowned  through  many  a  Scot- 
tish dell ; 
But  some  (who  brook  those  hackneyed 

themes  full  well. 
Nor  heat,  at  Tarn  o'Shanlei's  name,  their 

blood) 
Waxed  wroth,   and  with    foul  claws,  a 

haipy  brood. 
On  Bard  and  Hero  clamorously  fell- 
Heed    not,   wild    Rover   once  through 

heath  and  glen. 
Who  mad'st  at  length  the  better  life  thy 

choice. 
Heed  not  such  onset !  nay,  it  ptaLie  ol 

To  thee  appear  not  an  unmeaning  voice. 
Lift  up   that  gray-baited  lotehead,  and 

In  the  just  tribute  of  (hy  Poet's  pen  ! 


OXFORD,  May  30,  1820. 

Yb  sacred  Nurseries  ot  blooming  Youth  I 
In  whose   collegiate   shelter   England's 

Flowers 
Expand,   enjoying  through  iheir  vernal 

The  air  of  liberty,  the  light  ot  truth; 
Much  have  ye  suffered  from  Time's  gnaw- 
ing tooth: 
Vet,  O  ye  spires  of  Oxford  1  domes  and 

Gardens  and  groves!  your  presence  ovcr- 

The  soberness  ot  reason;  till,  in  soolh, 
Transformed,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  ex- 

I  slight  my  own  beloved  Cam,  lo  range 
Where  silver  Isis  leads  my  stripling  feet* 
Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  adown 
The  stream-like  windings  ot  that  glorious 

Ane^er  Novice  robed  in  fluttering  gown  I 


OXFORD,  May  30,  iSio. 
Shame  on  this  (aithless  heart  1  that  could 
Such  transport,  though  buttor  a  moment's 
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Not  while — to  aid  (be  spirit  of  tbe  plac 
The  crescent  moon  clove  with  its  gliltccing 

TTie  clouds,  or  night-bird  sang  Irom  shady 

But  in  plain  daylight:  — She,  too,  at  my 

Who,  with  her  heart's  experience  saCistied, 
Maintains  inviolate  its  lightest  vow  t 
Sweet  Fancy !  other  gifts  must  I  receive ; 
Proofs  of  a  higher  sovereignty  I  claim; 
Take  from  Aer  brow  the  withering  flowers 

of  eve, 
And  lo  ihat  brow  life's  morning  wreath 


JUNE,  i8jo. 

Fame  lells  of  groves  —  from  England  far 

away  — 
'  Groves  that  inspire  the  Nightingale  10 

trill 


rluDily  of  nuking   an  excursion  with  ub 
ig  the  A1p>  u  taru  MiUa.     Mi.  H.  C, 

U  waa  completed  wf  rejoined  u  Geaeva  the 


H  record  in  Iheie  pa 
DEDICATION. 


Dear  FelloH-tnvellergllhlnkiiDlllul the  Muu, 
To  You  preseiiling  these  oiemDrial  t^^s, 
Can  hope  the  general  eye  [hereon  would  gaic. 

Of  li.ing  Nature;  no  -  though  tree  lo  chooM 
The  greenest  boxen,  the  most  iaiiling  ways. 
The  fairest  landscapes  and  the  biigbtest  days  — 
Het  skill  she  tried  wilh  less  amhlUou  views. 
For  You  she  wrought :  Ye  ool,  can  supply 
The  life,  the  truth,  the  beauty :  she  confides 
In  that  enjoyment  which  with  You  abides. 

Thus  Ur  conlenlcd.  thai  for  Vou  her  verK 
Shall    lack   not  power  the  "meeting   soul   to 


When,  haply  under  shade  of  that  same 


The  sweel-souled  Poet  ol  Ihe  Seasons 
Listening,  and  listening  long,  in  rapturous 
Ye  heavenly  Birds!  to  your  Progenitors. 


i8m. 

nut 

nt  with  my  Wife  an 

an. 

Mra.M 

><-k<l 

le  Mr.  Monkhou.e 

W»l 

Ud- 

IB  is 

the  country  jlluded 

,  ianlaslic  ocean  doth  enfold 
The  likeness  of  whale 'er  on  landisseen; 
But,  if  the  Nereid  Sisters  and  their  Queen, 
Above  whose  beads  Ihe  tide  so  long  hath 

rolled. 
The   Dames    resemble   whom   we   here 

behold, 

How  fearful  were  it  down  through  open- 
To  ank,  and  meet  Ihem  in  their  fretted 
asurably  old. 


For  they  Earth's   fairest   daughters 

Pure  undecaying  beauty  is  their  lot; 
Their  voices  into  liquid  music  swell. 
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Thrilling  each   peatly  cleft   and   spairy 


Bruges  I  saw  allired  with  golden  light 
(Streamed  from  the  west)  as  wilh  a  robe 

ol  power; 
The  splendor  fled;  and  now  the  sunless 

That,  slowly  making   way  for  peaceful 

Best  suits  wilh    fallen  grandeur,   to  my 

sight 
Offers  the  beauty,  the  magnificence. 
And  sober  graces,  left  her  for  defence 
Against  the  injuries  of  time,  the  spite 
Of  (ortune,  and  the  desolating  storms 
Of  future  war.     Advance  not  —  spare  to 

hide, 
O  genlle  Power  of  dailtness  !  these  mild 

Obscure  nol  yet  these  silent  avenues 
Of    stateliesi    architecture,    where    the 


song, 
In  picture,  speaking  with  heroic  tongue. 
And  with  devout  solemnities  entwined  — 
Mounts  to  the  seal  of  grace  within  the 

Ileuce  Forms  that  glide  with  swan-like 

Hence   motions,   even  amid    the  vulgar 

throng, 
To  an  harmonious  decency  confined: 
As  if  the  streets  were  consecrated  ground, 
The  city  one  vast  temple,  dedicate 


To  mutual  respect  in  thought  and  deed; 

To  leisure,  to  forbearances  sedate; 

To   social   cares   from   jarring   passions 

freed; 
A  deeper  peace  than  that  in  deserts  found  '. 


A  WLNGbD  Goddess  —  clothed  in  vesture 

wrought 
Of  rainbow  colors;  One  whose  port  was 

bold. 
Whose  overburthened  hand  could  scarcely 

hold 
The  glittering  crowns  and  garlands  which 

it  brought  — 
Hovered  in  airabove  the  far-famed  Spot. 
She   vanished;    leaving   prospect   blank 

and  cold 
Of  wind-swept  corn  that  wide  around  us 

rolled 
Indreary  billows:  wood ,  and  meagre  ci 


And   r 


i    that    ; 


t   dis- 


appear; 
Vel  a  dread  local  recompense  we  found; 
While    glory    seemed    betrayed,     while 

patriot -zeal 
Sank  in  our  hearts,  we  felt  as  men  should 


feel 
With  such  vast  hoards  ol  hidden  ci 


nage 


BETWEEN   NAMUR  AND  LlfeCE. 

The  scenery  od  the  MeuK  pleues  me  more, 
on  Ihe  whole,  than  thai  ol  the  Rhine,  though 
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Rhint- 

uils  in 

Ihe  spirit  of  Ihe 

nMn 

Wordswonh's 

nals  and  n.y 

re-perusal  of  tl 

ia.slr=nglhe 

long 

nleTUinedllial 
none  work,  tlie 

LCbody  would 

oimtli 

erewritlwdi 

What  lovelier  home  could  genlle  Fancy 

choose  ? 
Is  this  the  stream,  whose  cities,  heights, 

and  plains, 
War's    favorite   playground,    are    with 

Familiar,  as  the  Mom  with  pearly  dews? 
The  Morn,  that  now,  along  the  silver 

Meusb, 
Spreading  her  peaceful  ensigns,  calls  the 

To  tend  their  silent  boats  and  ringing 

Or  strip  the  bough  whose  mellow  fruit 

bestrews 
The  ripening  corn  beneath  it.     As  mine 

eyes 
Turn  from  the  lottified  and  threatening 

hill. 
How  sweet  the  prospect  of  yon  watery 

With  its  gray  rocks  clustering  in  pensive 

shade  — 
Thai,  shaped  like  old  monastic  turrets. 


4-CHAPELLE. 


:   from    many  an  old  romantic 


'   and  that   scanty 


Her    feeble    colum 

This  sword  that  o 
might  wear! 
Objects  of  false  pretence,  or  meanly  true  ! 
If  from  a  traveller's  fortune  I  might  claim 
A  palpable  memoriiLl  of  that  day. 
Then  would  I  seek  the  Pyrenean  Breach 
That   Roland    clove   with    huge    two- 
handed  sway. 
And  to  the  enormous  labor  left  his  name, 
Where  unremitting  frosts  the  rocky  cres- 


IN  THE  CATHEDRAL    , 

O  FOX  the  help  of  Angels  to  complete 
This  Temple — Angels  governed  by  a  plan 
Thus   far   pursued  (how  gloriously  !)by 

Studious  that  Hb  might  not  disdain  the 

Who  dwells  in  heaven  !     But  that  aspir- 

ing  heat 
Hath  failed;  and  now,  ye  Powers  !  whose 

gorgeous  wings 
And  splendid  aspect  yon  emblaionings 
But  faintly  picture,  't  were  an  ollice  meet 
For  you,  on  these  unfinished  shafts  to  try 
The  midnightvinues  of  your  harmony:  — 
This  vast  design  might  tempt  you  to  repeat 
Strains   that  call   forth   upon   empyreal 

ground 
Immortal  Fabrics,  rising  to  the  sound 
Of  penetrating  harps  and  voices  sweet ! 


Amid  this  dance  of  objects  sadness  steals 

O'er  the  defrauded  heart  —  while  sweep- 
ing by. 

As  in  a  fit  of  Thespian  jollity. 

Beneath  hei  vine-leaf  crown  the  green 
Earth  reels : 
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Bacliwud,  in  rapid  evanescence,  wheels 
The  venerable  pageantry  of  Time, 
Each  beelling  lampail,  and  each  tower 


Near  the  bright  River's  edge.     Yet  why 

To    muse,    to  Creep,  to  halt  at   will,  to 

gaie  — 
Such  sweet  wayfaring  —  of  life's  spring 

Her  summer's  faithful  ]oy~iia/  still  is 


Jesu  !  bless  our  slender  Boat, 

By  the  current  swept  along; 
Loud  its  threatenings  —  lei  them  not 

Drown  the  music  of  a  song 
BreAthed  thy  meicy  lo  implore, 
%yhere  these  troubled  wafers  roar! 

5?viour,  for  our  warning,  seen 
Bleeding  on  that  precious  Rood; 

If,  while  through  the  meadows  green 
Genlly  wound  (he  peaceful  flood, 

We  forgot  Thee,  do  not  Thou 

Disregard  thy  Suppliants  now  ! 

Plithet,  like  yon  ancient  Tower 
Watching  o'er  the  River's  bed. 

Fling  the  shadow  of  thy  power. 
Else  we  sleep  among  the  dead; 

Thou  who  trod'sl  the  billowy  sea. 

Shield  us  in  out  jeopardy! 

Guide  our  Bark  among  the  waves; 

Through  the  rocksour  passage  smooth; 
Where  the  whirlpool  trels  and  raves 

Let  thy  love  its  anger  soothe: 
All  our  hope  is  placed  in  Thee; 
Miurtrt  Domint!^ 


OF  THE   DANUBE. 

Not,  like  his  great  Compeers,  indignawly 
Doth  Danube  spring  to  life '.  '  The  wan- 
dering Stream 
(Who  loves  the  Cross,  yet  to  the  Cies- 

Unlolds  a  willing  bressi)  with  infant  glee 
Slips  from  his  prison  walls:  and  Fancy, 

free 
To  follow  in  his  track  of  silver  light, 
Mounts  on  rapt  wing,  and  with  a  mo- 
ment's flight 
Halh   reached   [he   encinclure    of    that 

gloomy  sea 
Whose  waves  the  Orphean  lyre  forbade  lo 

In  conflict;    whose  rough  winds  forgot 

their  jars 
To  waft  the  heroic  pjc^eny  of  Greece; 
When  the  first  Ship  sailed  forthe  Golden 

Fleece  -~ 
Argo  —  exalted  for  that  daring  teat 
To  fix  in  heaven  her  shape  distinct  with 


Uttered  by  whom,  or  how  inspired  — 

designed 
For  what  strange  service,  does  this  concert 

Our  ears,  and  near  the  dwellings  of  man- 

'Mid     fields     familiarized     to     human 

No  Mermaid's  warble  —  to  allay  the  wind 
Driving  some  vessel  toward  a  dangerous 

More  Ihtilling  melodies;  Witch  answering 

Witch, 
To  chant  a  love-spell,  never  intertwined 
Notes  shrill  and  wild  with  art  more  musi- 
cal: 
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The  slrain  should  flow  —  free  Fancy  to 

enthral. 
And  wilh  regret  and  useless  pity  haunt 
This  bold,   this  biighl,   this    sky-born. 

Waterfall  1 ' 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  AAR  — HANDEC. 

From   the   fierce    aspect   of  this    River, 

throwing 
His  giani   body  o'er   the   steep   rock's 

Back  in  astonishment  and  fear  weshrink  : 
But,  gradually  a  calmer  look  bestowing, 
Flowers  we  espy  beside  the  tottenl  grow- 

cleft  and 
And,  from  the  whi[lwind  of  his  anger. 

Hues  ever  fresh,  in  rocky  fortress  blow- 
ing; 
They  suck  —  from  bceatb  that,  threaten- 
ing to  destroy, 
Is  more  benignant  than  ihe  dewy  eve  — 
Beauty,  and  life,  and  motions  as  of  joy: 
Nor  doubt  but  He  to  whom  yon  Pine- 

Their  heads  in  sign  o(  worship.  Nature's 

God, 
These  humbler  adorations  will  receive. 


MEMORIAL. 


'•DEM 

ANDENKEN 

MEINES  FREUNDES 

ALOYS  REDING 

MDCCCXi'lIL" 


opposed  the  fla^lic 


Around  a  wild  and  woody  hilt 
A  gravelled  pathway  treading. 
We  reached  1  votive  Slone  that  bears 
The  name  ot  Aloys  Reding. 

Well  judged  the  Friend  who  placed   it 

For  silence  and  protection; 
And  haply  with  a  finer  caie 
Of  dutiful  affection. 

The  Sun  regards  it  from  the  Weslj 
And,  while  in  summer  glory 
He  sets,  his  sinking  yields  a  type 
Of  that  pathetic  story: 

And  oft  he  tempts  the  patriot  Swiss 
Amid  the  grove  to  linger; 
Till  all  is  dim,  save  this  bright  Stone 
Touched  by  his  golden  finger. 


DOOMBD  as  we  are  our  native  dust 
To  wet  with  many  a  bitter  shower. 
It  ill  befits  us  to  disdain 
The  altar,  to  deride  the  lane, 
Where  simple  Sufierets  bend,  in  trust 
To  win  a  happier  hour.         * 

I  love,  where  spreads  the  village  lawn. 
Upon  some  knee-worn  cell  to  gaze: 
Hail  to  the  firm  unmoving  cross. 
Aloft,  where  pines  their  branches  toss  1 
And  to  the  chapel  far  withdrawn. 
That  lurks  by  lonely  ways! 

Where'er  we  roam — along  the  brink 
Of  Rhine  —  or  by  the  sweeping  Po, 
Through  Alpine  vale.  Or  champajn  wide. 


AFTER-THOUGHT. 
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Success  BJid  lailure,  could  a  ground 
For  magnanimity  be  found; 
Foi  taith,  'mid  ruined  hopes,  serene? 
Or  irriKDce  could  virtue  flow  7 

Pun  CBlered  through  a  ^astly  breach  — 
Nor  while  sia  lasts  must  effort  ceasei 
Heaven  upon  earth  "s  an  empty  boast; 
But,  (or  the  bowers  of  Eden  lost, 
Mercy  has  placed  within  oui  reacb 
A  portion  of  God's  peace. 


Made  kna 


spolw 


e  piety  should 


A  holy  Structure  lo  the  Almighty's  praise. 
Resplendent  Apparition  I  if  in  vain 
My  ears  did  Ikten,  'twas  enough  to  gaze; 
And  watch  the  slow  departure  of  the  train. 
Whose  skirts  the  glowii^  Mountain 
thirsted  to  detain. 


SCENE  ON  THE  LAKE  OF    BRIENTZ. 

"What  know  we  of  the  Bleat  above 
But  that  they  sing  and  that  they  love?" 
Yet,  if  they  ever  did  inspire 
A  mortal  hymn,  or  shaped  the  choir, 
Now,  where  those  harvest  Damsels  float 
Homeward  in  their  rugged  Boat, 
(While  all  the  ruffling  winds  are  fled  — 
Each  slumbering   on  some   mountain's 

head) 
Now,  surely,  hath  that  gracious  aid 
Been  fell,  that  influence  is  displayed. 
Pupils  of  Heaven,  In  order  stand 
The  rustic  Maidens,  every  hand 
Upon  a  Sister's  shoulder  laid,  — 
To  chant,  as  glides  the  boat  along. 
A  simple,  but  a  touching,  song; 
To  chant,  as  Angels  do  above, 
The  melodies  ol  Peace  in  love  1 


ENGELBERG,  THE  HILL  OF  ANGELS.' 

Fott  gentlest  uses,  oft-times  Nature  takes 
The  work  of  Fancy  from  her  willing  hands; 
And  such  a  beautiful  creation  mtdies 
As   renders   needless  spells   and   magic 

And  for  the  boldest  lale  belief  commands. 
When  first  mine  eyes  beheld  that  famous 

Hill, 
The  sacred  Ehgelberg,  celestial  Bands, 
With  intermingling  motions  soft  and  still, 
Hungrounditstop,  on  wings  that  changed 

their  hues  at  will. 


OUR  L 


F  THE  SNOW. 


Meek  Virgin  Mother,  more  benign 
Than  fairest  Star,  upon  the  height 
01  thy  own  mountain,^  set  to  keep 
Lone  vigils  through  the  hours  of  sleep. 
What  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
Untroubled  at  the  sight? 

These  crowded  offerings  as  they  hang 
In  sign  of  misery  relieved. 
Even  these,  without  intent  of  theirs. 
Report  ol  comfortless  despairs, 
Of  many  a  deep  and  cureless  pang 
And  confidence  deceived. 

To  Thee,  in  this  aerial  cleft. 
As  to  a  common  centre,  tend 
Ail  sufferers  that  no  more  rely 
On  mortal  succor  — all  who  sigh 
And  pine,  ol  human  hope  bereft. 
Nor  wish  for  earthly  friend. 

And  hence,  O  Virgin  Mother  mild  t 
Though   plenteous  flowers   around  thee 

Not  only  Irom  the  dreary  strife 
Of  Winter,  but  the  storms  of  life. 
Thee  have  thy  Votaries  aptly  styled. 
Our  Labv  of  the  Snow. 

Even  for  the  Man  who  stops  not  here. 
But  down  the  irriguous  valley  hies, 
Thy  very  name,  O  Lady !  flings. 
O'er  blooming  fields  and  gushing  springs, 
'  Mourn  Righi 
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Nor  [all9  Itiat  inter  mingling  shade 
To  summer -gladsomeness  unkind ; 
It  chastens  only  lo  requite 
With  gleams  of  fresher,  purer,  light; 
While,  o'er  the  flower-enamelled  glade. 
More  sweetly  breathes  the  wind. 

Hut  on  !  —  a  tempting  downward  way, 
A  vetdant  path  before  us  lies; 
Clear  shines  the  glotious  sun  above; 
Then  give  free  course  to  joy  and  love, 
Deeming  the  evil  oC  the  day 
Sufficient  for  the  wise. 


What  though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought 

Norsuchhne  skill  asdid  the  meed  bestow 
On  Maratlionian  valor,  yet  the  tear 
Springs  iorlh  in  presence  of  this  gaudy 


Inlajits  in  arms,  and  ye,  that  as  ye  go 
Homeward  or  schoolward,  ape  what  ye 

behold  1 
Heroes  before  your  time,  in  (rolic  fancy 

bold! 

And  when  tha.t  calm  Spectatress  from  on 

high 
Looks  down  —  the  bright  and  solitary 


Ti/n  m^hl  the  passing  Monk  receive  a 

Of  saintly  pleasure  from  these  pictured 

While,  on  the  warlike  groups,  the  mellow- 
ing lustre  falls. 

How  blest  the  souls  who  when  iheirtrials 

Yield  not  to  terror  or  despondency, 
But  face  like  thai  sweet  Boy  their  mortal 

Whose  head  the  ruddy  apple  tops,  while  he 
Expectant  stands  beneath  the  linden  tree : 
He  quakes  not  like  the  limid  forest  game. 
But  smiles^-lhe  hesitating  shaft  lo  free; 
Assured  that  Heaven  its  justice  will  pro- 

And  to  his  Father  give  its  own  unerring 


THE  TOWN  OF   SCHWYTZ. 
By     antique      Fancy    trimmed  —  (hough 


The  genuine  features  of  the  golden  mean; 
Equality  by  Prudence  governed, 
Or  jealous  Nature  ruling  in  her  slead; 
And,  therefore,  art  thou  blest  with  peace, 

As  that  of  the  sweet  fields  and  meadows 

green 
In  unambiliouscompass  round  thee  spread. 
Majestic  Bernb,  high  on  her  guardian 

Holding  a  central  station  of  command, 
Might  well  be  styled  this  noble  body's 

Thou,  lodged  'mid  mountainous  en  trench- 
Its  Heart;  and  ever  may  the  heroic  Land 
Thy  name,  O  ScHWVTZ,  iu  happy  freedom 


French  In 


n)hade]apKd,  « 


n,  lor 


ollkc 
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ON      HEARING     THE     "RANZ 
VACHES"    ON    THE    TOP    OF   THE 
PASS  OF  ST.  GOTHARD. 

I  LlSTBN  —  but  no  facully  of  mine 
Avails  those  modulations  to  detect, 
Which,  heard  in  foreign  lands,  the  Swiss 

With   tenderest  passion;  leaving  him  |i 


(Sof. 


pine 


■repo 


ts)a, 


With  vernal  flowers.  Yel  may  we  not  reject 
The  tale  as  fabulous.  —  Here  while  I 


Ol   God   himself   from    dtead    pre-emi 

Aspirmg  thoughts,  by  memory  reclaimed 
Yield  to  the  Music's  touching  influence; 
And  joysof  distant  home  my  heart  enchain 


FORT   FUENTES. 


trnningled    whh 
ne  ill  lendcd,  but 

'  jkdorncd  with  a 
variety  tA  Aowen,  amwig  which  (he  toBC-colored 
pink  was  growing  in  great  beauty.    While  de. 

from  the  path,  and  al  a  conuderable  diilance 
Irom  the  ruined  Chapel,  a  ilalue  of  a  Child  in 

Ihat  had  driven  it  I'o  bir  down  ilie  hill.  -'How 
little,"  we  exclaimed,  "are  these  things  valoed 
liere  I  Could  we  but  transport  this  pretty  Image 
10  OUT  own  garden  I  "  —  Vet  it  seemed  it  would 

lis  couch  in  the  wildeiuess,  which  may  be  its  own 
[or  hundreds  of  yeais.  —EitrMlfromJimrHal. 


Dread  hour !  when,  upheaved  by  war's 
sulphurous  blast, 
his  svjeet-visaged   Cherub  of  Parian 

So  far  from  the  holy  enclosure  was  cast, 
~a  couch  in  this  thicket  of  brambles 


To  test  where  the  lizard  may  bask  in  the 
palm 
Ol    his    half-open    hand    pure    from 
blemish  ot  speck; 
And   the  gteen,   gilded   snake,   without 
troubling  the  calm    , 
0(   the    beautiful    coi    ' 
round  his  neck; 


rcaking  up  of  the  si* 


scrlption,  upon  eliborately  sculptured    n 

been  erected  1^  Count  Fuentes  in  the  year 
during  the  reign  of  Philip  the  Third;  an 


Where  haply  (kind  service  to  Piety  due  ! ) 
When  winter  the  grove  of  its  mantle 
l>ereaves, 
Some  bird  (like  our  own  honored  red- 
breast) may  strew 
The  desolate  Slumberer  with  moss  and 
with  leaves. 


FuBNTES  once  harbored  thegoodand  the 

or  to  hei  was  the  dance  of  soft  pleas- 

Herlinnners  for  festal  enjoyment  did  wave 
While  the  thrill  of  her  fifes  thro'  the 
mountains  was  blown: 
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Now  gads  Ihe  wild  vine  o'er  the  palhless 
O  silence  of  Nature,  how  deep  is  thy 


THE  CHURCH  OF  SAN  SALVADOR. 


This  Chur. 
Palron  Saint 


13  ainwEt  dcBtroyed  by  lightning 
ut  Ihc  aliarand  the  image  ol  the 
unloiKhed.  The  M  ount ,  upon 
the  (ummit  of  which  Ihc  Church  is  buill,  stands 
amid  the  intiicadea  of  the  Lake  of  Lugano  i  and 
is,  from  a  hundred  p<Hnu  of  view,  its  principal 
oniunEnl,  iising  to  tlie  height  ol  zodo  feet,  and 


Glory,  and  patriotic  Love, 

And  all  the  Pomps  of  this  (rail  "  spot 

Which  men  call  Earth,"  have  yearned  lo 

Associate  with  the  simply  meek. 
Religion  in  the  sainted  grove, 
And  in  the  hallowed  grot. 

Tliithet,  in  time  of  adverse  shocks, 
Of  fainting  hopes  and  backward  wills, 
"' '  mighty  Tell  repair  of  old  — 
[ero  cast  in  Nature's  mould, 
iverer  of  the  steadfast  rocks 
And  of  the  ancient  hills  ! 

J/f,  too,  of  bat  lie -martyrs  chief! 
Who,  to  recall  his  daunted  peers, 
For  victory  shaped  an  open  space. 
By  gathering  with  a  wide  embrace. 
Into  his  single  breast,  a  sheaf 
Of  fatal  Austrian  speats.' 


Ill  the  Irnveller 


operfoT 


>l  plain  fa^ng  into  the  sky;  and  Ibis  again,  in 


Thou  sacred'Pile !  whose  turrets  rise 
From  yon  sleep  mountain's  loftiest  stage, 
Guarded  by  lone  San  Salvador; 
Sink  (if  thou  must)  as  heretofore, 
I'o  sulphurous  bolts  a  sacrifice, 
Bui  ne'er  to  human  rage  '. 

On  Horeb's  top,  on  Sinai,  deigned 
To  rest  the  universal  Lord ; 
Why  leap  Ihe  tountains  from  their  cells 
Where  everlasting  Bounty  dwells?  — 
That,  while  the  Creature  is  sustained. 
His  God  may  be  adored. 

Cliffs,  fountains,  rivets,  seasons,  limes  — 
Let  all  remind  the  soul  of  heaven ; 
Our  slack  devotion  needs  them  all; 
And  Faith  — so  oft  of  sense  the  ihrall, 
While  she,  by  aid  of  Nature,  climbs  — 
May  hope  to  be  forgiven. 


Now  that  the  farewell  (ear  is  dried. 
Heaven  prosper  ihee,  be  hope  Ihy  guide  ! 
Hope  be  thy  guide,  adventurous  Boy; 
The  wages  of  thy  travel,  joy  ! 
Whether  lor  London  bound  —  lo  trill 

mountain  notes  with  simple  skill; 

n  thy  head  lo  poise  a  show 
Of  Images  in  seemly  row; 
The  graceful  form  of  milk-while  Steed, 
Or  Bird  that  soared  with  Ganymede; 
Or  through  our  hamlets  thou  wilt  beat 
The  sightless  Millon,  with  his  hair 
Atound  his  placid  temples  curled; 
And  Shakspeare  at  his  side  —  a  freight. 
If  clay  could  think  and  mind  were  weight. 
For  him  who  bore  Ihe  world  I 

eiried.alihe  battle  al  Sempadi, 


l>rok(3 
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But  thou,  perhaps,  (alert  as  Iree 
Though  serving  sage  philosophy) 
Will  lamble  over  hill  and  dale, 
A  Vender  of  the  well-wrought  Scale, 
Whose  sentient  tube  instructs  to  (iine 
A  purpose  to»  fickle  clime; 
Wheinei  thou  choose  this  useful  part, 


Orm 


TTiough    robbed    of   many   a  cherished 

And  crossed  by  many  a  shattered  scheme. 
What  stirring  wonders  wilt  thou  see 
In  the  proud  Isle  ol  liberty! 
Vet  will  the  Wanderer  sometimes  pine 
With   thoughts  which   no   delights   can 

Recall  a  Sister's  last  embrace. 
His  Mother's  neck  entwine; 
Nor  shall  forget  the  Maiden  coy 
That  !Bou/i/have  loved  the  bright-haired 
Boy! 


My  Song,  encouraged  by  the  grace 

That  beams  from  his  ingenuous  face. 

For  this  Adventurer  scruples  not 

To  prophesy  a  golden  lot; 

Due  recompense,  and  safe  return 

To  CTOMo's  steeps  —  his  happy  bourn  ! 

Where  he,  aloft  in  garden  glade. 

Shall  tend,  with  his  own  dark-eyed  Maid, 

The  towering  maiie,  and  prop  the  twig 

Thai  ill  supports  the  luscious  fig; 

Or  feed  his  eye  in  paths  sun-proof 

With  purple  of  the  trellis -roof, 

That  through  the  jealous  leaves  escapes 

From  Cadenabbia's  pendent  grapes. 

—  Oh  might  he  tempt  that  Goat  herd -child 

To  share  his  wanderings !  him  whose  look 

Even  yet  my  heart  can  scarcely  brook. 

So  touchingly  he  smiled- — 

As  with  a  rapture  caught  from  heaven  — 

For  unasked  alms  in  pity  given. 

Part  II. 

With  nodding  plumes,  and  lightly  drest 

Like  foresters  in  leaf-green  vest. 

The  Helvetian  Mountaineers,  on  ground 


Fm  Tell's  dread  archery  renowned. 
Before  the  target  stood  — 10  claim 
The  guerdon  of  the  steadiest  aim. 
Loud  was  the  rifle-gun's  report  — 
A  startling  thunder  quick  and  short '. 
But,  flying  through  the  heights  around. 
Echo  prolonged  a  tell-tale  sound 
Of  hearts  and  hands  alike  "  prepared 
The  treasures  they  enjoy  to  guard  !  " 
And,  if  there  be  a  favored  hour 
When  Heroes  are  allowed  to  quit 
The  tomb,  and  on  the  clouds  lo  sit 
With  lulelaiy  power. 
On  their  Descendants  shedding  grace  — 
This  was  the  hour,  and  that  the  place. 


But  Truth  inspired  the  Bards  of  old 

When  of  an  iron  age  Ihey  told. 

Which  to  unequal  laws  gave  birth, 

And  drove  Astrsea  from  the  earth. 

—  A  gentle  Boy  (perchance  with  blood 

As  noble  as  the  best  endued. 

But  seemingly  a  Thing  despised; 

Even  by  the  sun  and  air  unprized; 

For  not  a  linge  or  flowery  streak 

Appeared  upon  his  lender  cheek) 

Heart-deaf  to  those  rebounding  notes. 

Apart,  besides  his  silent  goats. 

Sale  watching  in  a  forest  shed, 

Pale,  ra^id,  with  bare  feet  and  head; 

Mute  as  the  snow  upon  the  hill. 

And,  as  the  saint  he  prays  to,  still. 

Ah,  what  avails  heroic  deed? 

What  liberty?    if  no  defence 

Be  won  for  feeble  Innocence. 

Father  of  all !  though  wilful  Manhood  read 

His  punishment  in  soul -distress. 


I    the 


Tho'  searching  damps  and  many  an  ( 
.le  marred  this  Work;  the  calm  elheri 
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The  love  deep- 5eated  in  ihe  Saviour's  face, 


The  Elemenls;  as  ihey  do  mell  and  Ihaw 
The  heart  o(  the  Beholder  —  and  erase 
(At  least  tor  one  rapl  moment)   every 

Of  disobedience  \a  the  primal  law. 
The  annunciation  of  the  dreadful  truth 
Made  to  the  Twelve,  survives:  lip,  fore- 
head, cheek, 
And  hand  reposing  on  the  board  in  rulh 
Ol  what  it  utters,  while  the  unguilty  seek 
Unquestionable  meanings^  still  bespeak 
A  labor  worthy  of  eten^  youth  ! 


THE  ECLIPSE  OF  THE   SUN,   1810. 

High  on  her  speculative  tower 
Stood  Science  waiting  for  the  hour 
When  Sol  was  destined  to  endure 
7'iiil  darkening  of  his  radiant  lace 
Which  Superstition  strove  to  chase, 
Erewhile,  with  rites  impure. 

Afloat  beneath  Italian  skies, 

Through  regions  fair  as  Paradise 

We  gayly  passed,  —  till  Nature  wrought 

A  silent  and  unlooked-for  change, 

That  checked  the  desultory  range 

01  Joy  and  sprightly  thought. 

Where'er  was  dipped  the  toiling  oar. 
The  waves  danced  round  us  as  before. 
As  lightly,  though  of  altered  hue. 
'Mid  recent  coolness,  such  as  falls 
At  noontide  from  umbrageous  walls 


No  vapor  stretched  its  wings;  no  cloud 

Cast  far  or  near  a  murky  shroud; 

The  sky  an  aiure  field  displayed; 

'T  was    sunlight   sheathed    and    gently 


Still  moonshine,  without  shadow,  spread 
On  jutting  rock,  and  curved  shore. 
Where  gazed  the  peasant  from  his  door 
And  on  the  mountain's  head. 

It  tinged  the  Julian  sleeps  —  il  lay, 
Luganol  on  thy  ample  bay; 
The  solemniiing  veil  was  drawn 
O'er  villas,  terraces,  and  towets; 
To  Albogasio's  olive  bowers, 
Porleiia's  verdanl  lawn. 

But  Fancy  with  the  speed  of  tire 
Hath  passed  to  Milan's  loftiest  spice, 
And  there  alights  'mid  that  aerial  host 
Of  Figures  human  and  divine,  ' 
White  as  the  snows  of  Apennine 
Indurated  by  frost. 

Awe-stricken  she  tieholds  the  array 
That  guards  the  Temple  night  and  day; 
Angels  she  sees  —  that  might  from  heaven 

have  flown. 
And  Virgin -saints,  who  not  in  vain 
Have  striven  by  purity  lo  gain 
The  beatific  crown  — 
Sees  long-drawn  files,  concentric  rings 
Each  narrowing  above  each ;  —  the  wings. 
The  uplifted  palms,  the  silent  marble  tips 
The  starry  lone  of  sovereign  height  *  — 
All  steeped  in  this  portentous  light ! 
All  suffering  dim  eclipse  '. 

Thus  alter  Man  had  fallen  (ii  aught 
These  perishable  spheres  have  wrought 
May  with  thai  issue  be  compared) 
Throngs  of  celestial  visages. 
Darkening  like  water  in  the  breeze, 
A  holy  sadness  shared. 

Lo!  while  I  speak,  Ihe  laboring  Sun 
His  glad  deliverance  has  begun : 
The  cypress  waves  her  sombre  plume 
More  cheerily;  and  town  and  tower. 
The  vineyard  and  the  olive -bower, 


I  S«  Noie. 
'  Above  the 
□I  nwlallic  9Ui 


:.bv  Google 


MEMORIALS  OF  A  TO«R  ON  THE  CONTINENT. 


6SS 


What  countenance  hath  this  Day  put  or 

for  you? 
While  we  looked  round  with  (avored  eyes, 
Did  sullen  mists  hide  lake  and  skies 
And  I 


Oi 


Or  was  it  given  you  to  behold 

Like  vision,  pensive  though  not  cold, 

From  the  smooth  breast  of  gay  Winandet- 

Saw  ye  the  soft  yet  awful  veil 
Spread  over  Gtasmere's  lovely  dale, 
Helvellyn's  brow  severe? 

I  ask  In  vain  —  and  know  far  less 
If  sickness,  sorrow,  or  distress 
Have  spared  my  Dwelling  to  this  hour; 
Sad  blindness  1  but  ordained  lo  prove 
Our  faith  in  Heaven's  unlailing  love 
And  all-controlling  power.  - 


THE  THREE  COTTAGE  GIRLS. 


How  blest  the  Maid  whose  heart — yet  free 
From  Love's  uneasy  sovereignty  — 
Beats  with  a  fancy  running  high. 


imple  . 

Whom  Labor,  n. 
Hath  cherished  < 
Who  knows  not 


to  magnily; 

ver  urged  to  toil, 

n  a  healthlui  soil; 

pomp,  who  heeds  n 


Whose  heaviest  sin  il  is  lo  look 
Askance  upon  her  pretty  Sell 
Reflected  in  some  crystal  brook; 
Whom  griel  hath  spared  —  who  sheds  n 


Such  (but  O  lavish  Nature  1  why 
I'hal  dark  unlalhomable  eye, 
Where  lurks  a  Spirit  that  replies 
To  stillest  mood  of  softest  skies, 
Yel  hinis  al  peace  lo  be  o'erlhrown, 
Another's  lirst,  and  then  her  ownP) 
Such,  haply,  yon  Italian  Maid, 


Our  Lady's  laggard  Votaress, 
Halting  beneath  the  chestnut  shade 
To  accomplish  (here  her  loveliness: 
Nice  aid  maternal  fingers  lend; 
A  Sister  serves  with  slacker  hand; 
Then,  glitterii^  like  a  star,  she  joins  the 
festal  band. 


How  blest  (if  truth  may  ei 

Coy  fancy  with  a  bolder  strain) 

The  HblvetiaN  Girl  —  who  daily  braves, 

In  her  light  skiff,  the  tossing  waves. 

And  quits  the  bosom  of  the  deep 

Only  to  climb  the  ru^ed  steep  ! 

—  Say  whence  that  modulated  shout! 

From  Wood-nymph  of  Diana's  throngp 

Or  does  the  greeting  to  a  rout 

Of  giddy  Kacchanals  belong  P 

Jubilant  outcry  !  rock  and  glade 

Resounded  —  but  the  voice  obeyed 

The  breath  of  an  Helvetian  Maid. 


Her  beauty  dailies  the  thick  wood; 
Her  courage  animates  the  flood; 
Her  steps  the  elastic  greensward  meets 
Returning  unreluctant  sweets; 
The  mountains  (as  ye  heard)  rejoice 
Aloud,  saluted  by  her  voice  ! 
Blithe  Paragon  of  Alpine  grace. 
Be  as  thou  art  —  for  through  thy  veins 
The  blood  of  Heroes  runs  its  race  ! 
And  nobly  wilt  thou  biook  the  chains 
That,  for  the  virtuous.  Life  prepares; 
The  fetters  which  the  Matron  wears; 
The  patriot  Mother's  weight  of  anxio 


' "  Sweet  Highland  Girl  I  avery shower 
or  beauty  was  thy  earthly  dower," 
When  thou  didst  Bit  before  mine  eyes. 
Gay  Vision  under  sullen  skies. 
While  Hope  and  Love  around  thee  played. 
Near  the  rough  falls  of  Inversneyd  ! 
Have  they,  who  nursed  the  blossom,  seen 
No  breach  of  promise  in  the  fruit? 
Was  joy,  in  following  joy,  as  keen 


a  Highland  GiK,  p 
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As  grief  can  be  in  grief's  puisuit  ? 
When  youth  had  flown  did  hope  slill  bless 
Thy  goings  —  or  the  cheerfulness 
Oi  innocence  survive  to  mitigate  distress? 


But  from  our  course  why  turn  —  lo  tread 
A  way- with  shadows  overspread; 
Where  what  we  gladliesl  would  believe 
Is  leared  as  what  may  most  deceive? 
Bright  Spirit,  not  with  amaranth  crowned 
Bui  heath-belts  from  thy  native  ground, 
Tirrie  cannot  thin  thy  flowing  hair. 
Nor  take  one  ray  of  light  from  Thee; 
For  in  my  Fancy  thou  dost  share 
The  gift  of  immortality; 
And  there  shall  bloom,  with  Thee  allied, 
The  Votaress  by  Lugano's  side; 
And  that  intrepid  Nymph,  on  Uri's  sleep 
descried  I 


THE  COLUMN  INTENDED  BY  BUO- 
NAPARTE FOR  A  TRIUMPHAL  EDI- 
FICE IN  MILAN,  NOW  LYING  BY 
THE  WAYSIDE  IN  THE  SIMPLON 
PASS, 

AMBITION  —  following    down    this    far- 
famed  slope 
Her  Pioneer,  the  snow -dissolving  Sun, 
While  clarions  prate  of  kingdoms  to  be 

Perchance,  in  future  ages,  here  may  stop; 
Taught  to  mistrust  her  flattering  horoscope 
By  admonition  from  this  prostrate  Stone  '. 
Memento    uninscribed    of     Pride    o'er- 

Vanity's  hier<«lyphic;   a  choice  trope 
In  Fortune's  rtietoric.     Daughter  of  the 

Rock, 
Rest  where  thy  course  was   stayed   by 

Power  divine ! 
The  Soul  transported  sees,  from  hint  of 

Crimes  which  the  great  Avenger's  hand 

Hears  combats  whislling  o'er  the  ensan- 
guined heath: 

What  groans!  whal  shrieks!  what  quiet- 
ness in  death. 


Vallombrosa  !  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest 

To  slumber,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered 

floor, 
To  listen  lo  Anio's  precipitous  flood. 
When  the  stillness  of  evening  hath  deep- 
To  range  through  the  Temples  of  P,ESTUM, 
In  Pompeii  preserved  by  her  burial   in 

On  pictures  to  gaie  where  they  drank  in 

their  hues; 
And  murmur  sweet  songs  on  the  giound 

of  their  birth. 

The  beauty  of  Florence,  the  grandeur  of 

Could  I  leave  them  unseen,  and  not 'yield 

With  a  hope  (and  no  more)  for  a  season 

Which  ne'er  may  discharge  the  magnifi- 
cent debt  P 
Thou  fortunate  Region  !  whose  Grealness 


Now, 


■r  the  light-footed  Chamois 


From  dew-sprinkled  grass  to  heights 
guarded  with  snow, 

Toward  the  misls  that  hang  over  the  land 
of  my  Sires, 

From  the  climate  of  myrtles  contented  I 
go- 

My  thoughts  become  bright  like  yon 
edging  of  Pines 

On  (he  steep's  loftyverge:  how  it  black- 
ened the  air  I 

But,  touched  from  behind  by  the  Sun,  it 
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Though   the  loil  of    the  way  with  dear 

•    Friends  we  divide, 
Though  by  the  same  lephyr  our  temples 

be  (anned 
As  we  rest  in  the  cool  orange-bower  side 

A   yearning  survives  which   lew  hearts 

shall  withsland : 
Each  step  halh  its  value  while  homeward 


ECHO,  UPON  THE  GEMMI. 
What  beast  of  chase  halh  broken  from 

the  covet? 
Stern  Gemhi  listens  to  as  full  a  cry, 
As  multitudinous  a  harmony- 
Of  sounds  as  rang  the  heights  of  Latmos 

When,  from  the  soil  couch  of  her  sleep- 
ing Lover, 
Up-starting,  Cynthia  skimmed  the  moun- 

In  keen  pursuit  —  and  gave,  where'er  she 

flew, 
Impetuous  motion  to  the  Stars  above  her. 
A  solitary  Wolf-dog,  ranging  on 
Through  the  bleak  concave,  wakes  this 

Of  aery  voices  locked  in  unison,  — 
Faint  —  far-off  —  near  —  deep  —  solemn 

So,  from  the  body  of  one  guilty  deed, 
A  thousand  ghostly  fears,  and  haunting 
thoughts,  proceed  1 


PROCESSIONS, 


SUGGESTED  O 


To  appease  the  Gods;   oi  [ 
Or  to  solicit  knowledge  of  e' 


Which  in  hei  breast  Futurity  concealed; 
And  that  the  past  might  have  its  true  in- 
tents 
Feelingly  told  by  living  monuments  — 
Mankind  of  yore  were  prompted  to  devise 
Riles  such  as  yet  Persepolis  presents 
Graven  on  her  cankered  walls,  solemnities 
That  moved  in  long  array  before  admiring 

The  Hebrews  thus,  carrying  in  joyful  state 
Thick  boughs  of  palm,  and  willows  from 

the  brook. 
Marched  round  the  altar  - 


How,  when  their  course  they  Through  Ihe 

desert  took, 
Guided  by  signs  which  ne'er  the  sky  for- 

They  lodged  in  leafy  tents  and  cabins  low ; 
Gieen  boughs  were  borne,  while,  for  the 

blast  that  shook 
Down  to  the  earth  the  walls  of  Jericho, 
Shouts  rise,  and  storms  of  sound  from 

lifted  trumpets  blow  I 

And  thus,  in  order,  'mid  the  sacred  grove 
Fed  in  the  Libyan  waste  by  gushing  wells. 
The  priests  and  damsels  of  Ammonian  Jove 
Provoked  responses  with  shrill  canticles; 
While,  in  a  ship  begirt  with  silver  bells. 
They  round  his  altar  bore  the  horned  God, 
Old  Cham,  the  solar  Deity,  who  dwells 
Aloft,  yet  in  a  tilting  vessel  rode, 
When  universal  sea    ' 


Why  speak  of  Roman  Pomps?  the  haughty 

Of  Chiefs  triumphant  after  ruthless  wars; 
The  feast  of  Neptune  —  and  the  Cereal 

With  images,  and  crowns,and  empty  cars; 
The  dancing  Salii — on  the  shields  of  Mars 
Smiting  with  fury;  and  a  deeper  dread 
Scattered  on  all  sides  by  the  hideous  jars 
Of  Corybantian  cymbals,  while  the  bead 
Of  Cybel*  was  seen,  sublimely  turreled  ! 

At  length  a  Spirit  more  subdued  and  soft 
Appeared  —  to  govern  Christian  pageant- 

The  Cross,  in  calm  procession,  borne  aloft 
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Moved  to  ihe  chant  ot  sober  litanies. 
Even  such,  this  day,  came  vmfled  on  ihe 

From  ■  long  train— in  hooded 


Enwrapt  —  and  winding,  belween  Alpine 
Spiiy  and  dark,  around  their  House  of 
Below  ilie  icy  bed  of  biighi  Argenti^rb. 


Still  in  the  vivid  freshness  of  a  dream. 
The  pageant  haunts  me  as  it  met  our  eyes  t 
Slill,  wilh  those  white-robed  Shapes  — a 

living  Stream, 
The  glacier  Pillars  join  in  solemn  guise  ' 
For  the  same  service,  by  mysterious  lies; 
Numbers  exceeding  credible  account 
Of  number,  pure  and  silent  Votaries 
Issuing  or  issued  from  a  wintry  fount; 
The  impenetrable  heart  of  that  exalted 

Mount ! 

They,  too,  who  send  so  far  a  holy  gleam 
While  they  the  Church  engird  with  motion 

A  product  of  thai  awful  Mountain  seem, 
Poured   from   his   vaults  of  everlasting 


tide, 

A  livelier  sisterly  resemblance  show 
Than  the  fair  Forms,  that  in  long  order 

glide, 
Bear  (o  the  glacier  band  —  those  Shapes 

aloft  descried. 


Trembling,  I  look  upon  the  secret  springs 
Of  that  licentious  craving  in  the  mind 
To  act  the  God  among  external  things. 
To  bind,  on  apt  sug|;estion,  or  unbind; 
And  marvel  not  that  antique  Faith  inclined 
Tocrowd  the  world  with  metamorphosis, 
Vouchsafed  in  pity  or  in  wrath  assigned; 
Such  insolent  temptations  wouldst  thou 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 
Th<  lamented  Youth  whoH  unliinely  death 
givE  occHsion  U)  tJieat  elegiac  veisea,  wis  Fred- 
erick WillUun  Goddanl.  from  Boston  in  North 

ruided  for  some  time  wilti  a  dergytmn  in  the 
nelghborlioad  of  Geneva  ior  the  completion  oi 
"       ■       ■  "        ipanied  by  a  teUo»-pu|Mj, 


e  to  tall  in 


with  1  Friend  dI  mine  who  was  has 
our  part;.  The  traveller!,  after  spending  a  day 
together  on  Ihe  road  from  Berne  and  at  Solenre, 
took  leave  of  each  other  at  night,  Ihe  young  men 
having  intended  to  proceed  directly  to  Zurich. 
Bui  early  in  the  morning  my  friend  found  hit 
new  acquaintances,  »ho  were  informed  irf  the 
obiecl  of  his  ipumey,  and  Ihe  friends  he  was  in 

at  Lucerne  the  succeeding  evening,  and  Mr,  G- 

Iravelling  companions  for  a  couple  of  days.    We  ; 


thep 


ough  tl- 


:y  of  our 


Udy  of  the  Snow,  and 
Art.  We  had  hoped  lo  meet  in  a  lew  weeks  at 
Geneva :  but  on  the  third  succeeding  day  {on  the 
aist  ot  August)  Mr.  Goddard  perished,  being 
overset  in  a  boat  while  crosslngthe  lake  of  Zurich. 
Hia  companion  saved  himself  by  swimming,  and 

coast  of  the  lake.  The  corpse  of  poor  Goddard 
man,  who  generously  performed  all  Ihe  rites  ot 
as  well  as  lo  ihe  living.  He  caused  a  hin'dsome 
Kiisnacht,  which  record*  the  premature  fate  ot 


LtJLLKD  by  the  <;ound  of  pastoral  bells, 
Rude  Nature's  Pilgrims  did  we  go, 
From  the  dread  summit  of  the  Queen" 
Of  mountains,  through  a  deep  ravine, 
Where,  in  her  holy  chapel,  dwells 
"Our  Lady  o(  Ihe  Snow." 

'  Mount  Rigid  —  Rc^na  Montium. 
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As  if,  to  cough  oss^tults  unknown, 
The  genial  spot  had  evtr  shown 
A  counlenance  that  as  swe«ly  smiled  — 
The  face  of  summer-hours. 

And  we  were  gay,  our  hearts  at  ease; 
Wilh  pleasure  dancing  through  the  frame 
We  journeyed!  all  we  knew  of  care  — 
Our  path  that  steadied  here  and  there; 
Of  trouble — but  the  fluttering  breeze; 
Of  Winter  — but  a  name. 

If  loresight  could  have  rent  the  veil 
Of  three  short  days — but  hush — no  more  ! 
Calm  is  (he  grave,  and  calmer  none 
Than  that  to  which  Ihy  cares  are  gone, 
Thou  Victim  of  the  stormy  gale; 
Asleep  on  Zurich's  shore! 

OGoddard!  what  art  thou?— a  name — ■ 
A  sunbeam  followed  by  a  shade! 
Nor  more,  for  aught  thai  lime  supplies. 
The  great,  the  experienced,  and  the  wise : 
Too  much  from  this  frail  earth  we  claim. 
And  therefore  are  betrayed. 

We  met,  while  festive  mirth  tan  wild. 
Where,  from  a  deep  lake's  mighty  urn, 
Forth  slips,  like  an  enfranchised  slave, 
A  sea-green  river,  proud  lo  lave, 
Wilh  current  swift  and  undefiled, 
The  lowers  ot  old  Lucerne. 

We  parted  upon  solemn  ground 
Far-ljfled  towards  the  unfading  sky; 
But  all  our  thoughts  were  then  of  Earth, 
That  gives  to  common  pleasures  birth; 
And  nothing  in  our  hearts  we  found 
That  prompted  even  a  sigh. 

Fetch,  syropathiiing  Powers  of  air, 
F'elch,  ye  that  post  o'er  seas  and  lands, 
Herbs,  moistened  by  Virginian  dew, 
A  most  untimely  grave  to  strew. 
Whose  turf  may  never  know  the  care 
Of  iinrfr/rf human  hands  1 


Europe,  a  realized  romance. 
Had  opened  on  his  eager  glance; 
What  presentbliss  !  —  what  golden  views  ! 
What  stores  for  years  lo  come  I 

Though  lodged  within  no  vigorous  frame. 
His  soul  her  daily  tasks  renewed, 
Bhthe  as  the  lark  on  sun-gilt  wings 
High  poised — -or  as  the  wren  that  sings 
In  shady  places,  to  proclaim 
Her  modest  gratitude. 

Not  vain  is  sadly-uttered  praise; 
The  words  of  truth's  memorial  vow 
Are  sweet  as  morning  fragrance  shed 
From  flowers  'mid  Goldau's  ruins  bred; 
As  evening's  fondly-lingering  rays. 
On  Righl's  silent  brow. 

Lamented  Youth!  to  thy  cold  clay 
Fit  obsequies  the  Stranger  paid; 
And  piety  shall  guard  the  Stone 
Which  hath  not  left  the  spot  unknown 
Where   the   wild    waves   resigned   their 

prey  — 
And  Ihal  which  marks  thy  bed. 


A  not  unwelcome  aid  may  lend. 
To  feed  the  tender  luxury. 
The  rising  pang  to  smother.' 


Lo  !  in  the  burning  west,  the  craggy  na{>e 
Of  a  proud  Ararat !  and,  thereupon. 
The  Ark,  her  melancholy  voyage  done ! 
Von  rampant  cloud  mimics  a  lion's  shape; 
There,  combats  a  huge  crocodile  —  agape 


■  The 


.    The  firat  human 


insolltl 


atlhe 


vho  >iiiled  Enrol 
A  part  of  the  Mou 


:.bv  Google 


MEMORIALS  OK   A  TOUR  ON  THE  CONTINENT. 


A  goiden  spear   to  swallow !    and   that 

brown 
And  massy  grove,  so  near  yon  blaiing 

SKirs  and  recedes — destruction  lo  escape! 
Vet  all  is  harmless  —  as  the  Elysian  shades 
Where     Spirits    dwell     in    undisturbed 

Silently  disappears,  or  quickly  fades: 
Meek  Nature's  evening 


lily  birth 
>i  Earlh ! 


Why  cast  ye  back  upon  ihe  Gallic  shore, 

Ve  furious  waves!  a  patriotic  Son 

Of  England  —  who  in  hope  her  coast  had 

His  project  crowned,  his  pleasani  travel 

o'er? 
Well  —  let  him  pace  (his   noted   beach 

That  gave  the  Roman  his  triumphal  shells; 
That  saw  the  Corsiean  his  cap  and  bells 
Haughtily  shake,  a  dreaming  Con- 
Enough  :  my  Country's  cliffs  lean  behold. 
And  proudly  think,  beside  the  chafing  sea, 
Of  checked  ambition,  tyranny  controlled, 
And  folly  cursed  with  endless  memory; 
These  local  recollections  ne'er  can  cloy; 
Such  ground  I  from  my  very  heart  enjoy ! 


AFTER  LANDING  — THE   VALLEY  OF 
DOVER. 

Nov.  1810. 

Where  be  the  noisy  followers  of  ihe  game 

Which  faction  breeds;  the  turmoil  where  ? 
that  passed 

Through  Europe,  echoing  from  the  news- 
man's blast. 

And  filled  our  hearts  with  grief  for  Eng- 
land's shiirne. 


ijeslic  herds  of  cattle,  fice 

:,'  couched  on  the  grassy  lea; 
And   hear  far-off  the  mellow  horn  pro- 

The  Season's  harmless  pastime.     Ruder 

Stirs  not;   enrapl  I  gaze  with  strange  de- 
light, 
While  consciousnesses,   nol   to   be   dis- 
owned. 
Here  only  serve  a  feeling  (o  invite 
That  lifts  the  spirit  lo  a  calmer  height. 
And  makes  this  rural  stillness  more  pro- 


AT  DOVER. 

For  the  ImpreMiDns  on  whidi  this  HtoDet  tumi, 

1  am  indebud  10  Ihc  eiperience  al  my  daughter, 

during  her  residence  at  Dover  wilh  our  dear 

friend,  lUiu  Fenwick. 

From  the  Pier's  head,  musing,  and  with 
Of  wonder,  I  have  watched  (his  sea-side 
Under  the  while  clifi's  balllemented 
Hushed  lo  a  depth  of  more  than  Sabbath 
llie  streets  and  quays  are  thronged,  bul 

Their   natural    utterance:     whence   this 

strange  release 
From    social   noise  —  silence   elsewhere 

unknown  ?  — 
A  Spirit  whispered,   "  Lei    all  wonder 

Ocean's  o'erpowering  murmurs  have  set 

Thy  sense  from  pressure  ot  life's  common 

As  the  dread  Voice  that  speaks  from  out 

the  sea 
Of  God's  eternal  Word,  the  Voice   of 

Time 
Doth  deaden,  shocks  of  tumult,  shrieks 

The  shouts  of  fo]ly,and  Ihe  groans  of  sin." 
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Is  then  the  final  p^e  before  me  spretul. 
Nor  further  outlet  left  to  mind  or  heart? 
Fiesumpluous  Book!  too  forward  to  be 

How  can  I  give  thee  license  to  depart? 
One  tribute  more;  unbidden  feelings  start 
Forth  from  (heir  coverts;    slighted  ob- 

My  spirit  is  the  scene  of  such  wild  art 
As  on   Parnassus  rules,  when   lightning 

flies, 
Visibly  leading  on  the  thunder's  harmo- 


All  that  I  saw  returns  upon  my  view, 
All  that  I  heard  comes  back  upon  my  i 
All  that  I  fell  this  moment  doth  rene< 
And  where  the  tool  with  no  unmanly  : 
Recoiled  —  and  wings  alone  could  tri 


Of  secondary  birth,  the  Jung-frau's  cone; 
And,  from  thai   arch,  down-looking  on 

the  Vale 
The  aspect  I  behold  of  every  zone; 
A  sea  of  foliage,  tossing  with  ihe  gale. 
Blithe    Autumn's    purple     crown,    and 

Winter's  icy  mail ! 

Far  as  St.  Maurice,  from  yon  eastern 

Forks,* 
Down  the   main   avenue  my  Mght   can 

And  all  its  branchy  vales,  and  all  that 

lurks 
Within   them,   church,  and   town,   and 

hut,  and  grange, 
For  my  enjoyment  meet  in  vision  strange ; 
Snows,  torrents; —  to  (he  region's  utmost 

Life,  Death,  in  amicable  interchange;  — 
But  list !  the  avalanche  —  the  hush  pro- 

That  follows  — ye(  more  awful  than  thai 
awful  sound  1 


-  there 


ivel 


el  conlending 

That  press  upon  me,  crossing  the  career 
Of  recollections  vivid  as  the  dreams 
Of  midnight,  —  cities,  plains,  forests,  and 
mighly  streams. 

Where  Mortal  never  breathed  I  dare  to  sit 
Among  the  interior  Alps,  gigantic  crew, 
Who  triumphed  o'er  diluvian  power!  — 

and  yel 
What  are  they  but  a  wreck  and  residue, 
Whose  only  business  is  to  perish?  —  true 
To  which  sad  course,  these  wrinkled  Sons 

of  Time 
Labor  Iheir  proper  greatness  lo  subdue; 
Speaking  of  death  alone,  beneath  a  clime 
Where  life  and  raplute  How  in  plentitude 

sublime. 

Fancy  halh  flung  for  me  an  airy  bridge 
Across    thy   long   deep   Valley,    furiom 

Arch   thai   hire  rests  upon  the  granite 

tidge 
Qf  Monte  Rosa  —  there  on  frailer  sioae 


t  the  chamois  suited  to  bis  place? 
The  eagle  worthy  of  het  ancestry  ? 
—  Let  Empires  fall;  but  ne'er  shall  Ve 

di^ace 
Vour  noble  birlhrighl,  ye  that  occupy 
Your  council -seats  beneath  the  open  sky. 
On  Sarnen's  Mou,.t     there  judge  of  fit 

and  light. 
In  simple  democratic  majesty; 
Soft  breezes  fanning  your  rough  brows  — 

the  might 
And  purity  of  nature  spread  before  your 


From  this  appropriate  Court,  lenowned 

Lucerne 
Calls  me  to  pace  her  honored  Brit^e' — ■ 

that  cheers 
Hie   Patriot's  heart  with  pictures  rude 

and  stern. 
An  uncouth  Chronicle  of  glorious  years. 
Like    portraiture,   from   loftier    source, 

endears 
Thai   work    of    kindred    frame,   which 

spans  the  lake 


<  Ai  the  hca 

■  SwNoU!. 


)l  ihe  Vallait.    S«  ffoi« 
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lust  at  the  point  of  issue,  where  il  fears 
The  focm  and  motion  of  a  stream  to  take; 
Where  il  begins  to  stir,  ytl  voiceless  as 


Volumes  of  sound,  from  the  Cathedral 

rolled, 
This  long-roofed  Vista  penetrate  —  buC 

One  after  one,  its  tablets,  that  untold 
The  whole  design  of  Sciiptute  history; 
From  the  lirst  lasting  of  the  fatal  Tree, 
Till  the  bright  Star  appeared  in  eastern 

Announcing,  Onb  was  born  mankind  to 

His  acts,  his  wrongs,  his  final  sacrifice! 
Lessons  for  every  heart,  a  Bible  for  all 


Our  pride  misleads,  our  timid  likings  kill. 
—  Long  may  these  homely  Works  devised 

of  old, 
These  simple  efforts  of  Helvetian  skilf, 
Aid,  with  congenial  influence,  to  uphold 
The   Slate,  ^  the  Country's   destiny  to 

mould; 
Turning,  (or  them  who  pass,  the  common 

dust 
Of  servile  opportunity  fo  gold; 
Filling  the  soul  with  sentiments  augusi  — 
The  beautiful,  the  brave,  the  holy,  and 


No  more;  Time  halls  not  in  his  noiseless 

Nor  turns,  nor  winds,  as  doth  the  liquid 

flood; 
Life  slips  from  underneath  us,  like  that 

Of  airy  workmanship  whereon  we  stood. 
Earth  stretched   below,  heaven   in  our 

neighborhood. 
Go  forth,  my  Utile  Book  1  pursue  thy  way; 
Go  forth,  and  please  the  gentle  and  the 

Nor  be  a  whisper  stifled,  if  il  say 
That  treasures,  yet  untouched,  may  grace 
some  future  Lay. 


THE   RIVER  DUDDON.' 

A  SERIES  0 

i8zo. 

is  with  ths  tittle  river  Di 


and   Lancishire.    They  aland  by  li 
™  the  lop  of  Ihe  Wiynose  Pa55,  and 


of  Havhshead ;  and  I  fe 


Q  the  neighborhood 


«e  gul  home  I  was  wotd  out  with  fatigue ;  ai 
f  the  good  man  had  Dot  carried  me  on  hi&  f» 

»uld  find.    Utile  did  I  think.  Iheo  il  would 


ever  Ihoi^I  of  withaul 
During  my  college  vaea 


lo  Rydal  Hall,  which  once 
t,  upon  a  rocky  and  woody 
d  u  you  go  from  Rydal  lo 
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tion.  With  regard  lo  ihe  3olh  Sonnel  it  is  odd 
cnou^  that  this  imagination  was  realiied  in  the 
year  1840,  when  1  made  a  taut  Ihiough  thai  dii- 
Irict  with  my  wife  and  daughter,  Mijs  Fenwick 
and  her  niece,  and  Mr.  aad  Miss  Unilllnai].    Be- 


ur  way  to  Ulpha.     But  ihe  "M  tempted 


again  lill  we  readied  the  Inn  al  Broughlcm,  seven 
miles.  This  may  perhaps  Id  lome  degree  eicuse 
my  irritability  oo  the  occasion,  for  I  could  not 


reach  Broughlon  before  us?  When  we  found 
she  had  not  gone  on  befoie  10  Ulpha  Kirk,  Mr. 
Quillinan  went  back  in  one  of  the  tarnages  in 


That  guanls  Ih 

e  later  part  <rf  that  visit  to  (he  seaside  ol  which 

wpa^ 

e  former  part  is  detailed  in  my  "  Epislle  to  Sir 

eoige  Beaumont." 

By' blaring  iire 

The  Rivet  Duddon  rises  upon  Wrjnose  Fell, 

Of  telf-compla 

d  Lancashire  i  and,  having  «rved  as  a  bound- 

The  mulual  no 

■y  to  Ihe  Iwo  last  counties  for  Ihe  space  of  about 

Of  beans  with 

venly-five  miles,  enters  Ihe  Irish  Sea.  belween 

And  some  unbi 

e  Isle  of  WaJney  and  the  Lordship  of  Milium. 

For  tunes  ono 

THE  REV.   DR,   WORDSWORTH. 


Respect  lo  every  Inmate's  claim: 
The  greeting  given,  the  music  played, 

Duly  pRmounced  with  lusty  call, 

And  ■'  menv  Christmas  "  wished  Id  all  I 


h  public  care  full  often  tills 
tn  on)y  witness  of  Ihe  toil) 
en  and  ungrateful  soil. 


:hildhood,  spread  through  01 
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Child  of  the  clouck 


every 


And  Lambeth's  venenblt 
ro  humbler  itreams,  and 

Ves.  they  can  malie.  who 


And  profit  by  those  kindl; 
That  through  the  (louds  t 
And  all  the  far-oS  past  re 


le  the  liopeila]  City'e  < 


Of  sotdid  industry  thy  lot  is  cast; 
Thine  are  the  honors  o(  the  lolly  waste 
Nol  seldom,  when  with  heat  the  valleys 

laint, 
Thy  handmaid  Frost  with  spangled  tissue 

Thy  cradle  decks;  —  to  chant  Ihy  biilh, 

thou  hast 
Jo  meaner  Poet  than  Ihe  whistling  Blast, 
Vnd  Desolation  is  thy  Patron-saint ! 
She  guards  thee,  ruthless  Power!   who 

would  not  spare 
Those   mighty  forests,  once  the  bison's 

Wherestalkedtbehuge  deer  to  his  sha^y 

lairl 
Through   paths  and  alleys  rooled  wllh 

darkest  green; 
Thousands  of  years  belore  the  silent  air 
Was  pierced  by  whizzing  shaft  of  hunter 


Not  envying  Latian  shades — if  yet  they 

A  grateful   coolness   round  thai    crystal 

Spring, 
Blandusia,  prattling  as  when  long  ago 
The  Sabine  Bard  was  moved  her  prais 
sing; 


lajns  cling; 
Heedless  of  Alpine  torrents  thundering 
Through     ice- built     arches     radiant     as 

heaven's  bow; 
Iseek  the  birthplace  of  a  native  Stream. — 
All  hail,  ye  mountains'  hail,  thou  morn- 
ing light ! 
Better  to  breathe  at  lai^e  on  Ibis  clear 

llian  toil  in  needless  sleep  from  dream 

Pure  flow  the  verse,  pure,  vigorous,  free, 

and  bright, 
For  Duddon,  long-loved  Duddon,  ia 


How  shall  Ipaini  thee?  —  Be  this  naked 


Make  to  the  eyes  ol  men   thy  features 

But  as  ol  all  those  tripping  lambs  not  one 
Outruns  his  fellows,  so  hath  Nature  lent 
To  thy  beginning  nought  that  doth  present 
Peculiar  ground  for  hope  (o  build  upon. 
To  dignify  (he  spot  thai  gives  thee  birth. 
No  sign  of  hoar  Antiquity's  esteem 
Appears,  and  none  of  modern  Fortune's 

Yet  thou  thyself  hast  round  thee  shed  a 


•  thy  Foster-mother, 
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Takb,  cradled  Nursling  of  the  m 


The    curves,   a    loosely -scattered   chain 

doth  maJie; 
Or  ralher    ihou   appear'sl  a    gllsl^ring 

Silent,  and  to  the  gaier's  eye  untrue, 
Tridding  wilb  sinuous  lapse  the  rushes, 

through 
Dwafiwiltowsgliding,  and  by  lerny  brake. 
Starls  from  a  dizzy  steep  the  undaunted 

Rill 
Robed  instantly  in  gaib  of   snow-white 

And  laughing  dares  the  Adventurer,  who 

hath  clomb 
So  high,  a  rival  purpose  lo  fulfil; 
Else  lei  ihe  dastard  backward  wend,  and 


Seeking  less  bold  achie< 


nt,  where  he 


SOLR  listener,  Duddon!   to  the   breeie 

thai  played 
With  thy  clear  voice,  I  caught  the  lilful 

sound 
Wafted    o'er   sullen    moss   and  ci^gy 

mound  — 
Unfruitful    solitudes,    that     seemed     lo 

The  sun  in  heaven  !  —  bul  now,  lo  form 

For  Thee,   green  alders  have   tt^ether 

wound 
Their   foliage;    ashes    flung    theii  arms 


3und; 


;r  colonnade. 


And  biich-ti 

And  thou  hast  also  tetnpled  hei 

'Mid  sheltering  pines,  this  Cottage  rude 

and  gray; 
Whose  ruddy  children,  by  the  molher's 

Carelessly   watched,   sport   through   the 


Thy  pleased  associates:  —  light  as  end- 
less May 
On  infant  bosoms  lonely  Nature  lies. 


It  lacked  not  old  remains  of  hawthorn 
Where  small  birds  warble  to  their  paia- 

And,  earlier  still,  was  heard  the  hum  of 

bees; 
T  saw  them  ply  their  harmless  robberies, 
And  caught  Ihe  fragrance  which  Ihe  sun- 
Fed  by  Ihe  slream  with  soft  perpetual 

showers, 
Plenleoasly  yielded  lo  the  vagrant  breeie. 
There   bloomed   the   strawberry   of   the 

wilderness; 
The   trembling    eyebright    showed    her 

sapphire  blue,' 
The  ihyme  her  purple,  like  the  blush  of 

Even; 
And  if  ihe  breath  of  some  lo  no  caress 
Invited,  forth  they  peeped  so  fair  lo  view, 
All    kinds    alike    seemed    favorites    of 

Heaven. 


"Changb    me,   some    God,   into    that 

breathing  rose  I " 
The  love-sick  Stripling  fancifully  sighs. 
The  envied  flower  beholding,  as  il  lies 
On  Laura's  breast,  in  exquisite  repose; 
Or  he  would  passintoherbird,  that  throws 
The  darts  of  song  from  out  ils  wiry  cage; 
Enraptured,  — could  he  for  himself  en- 

The  thousandth  part  of  what  the  Nymph 

bestows; 
And  what  the  little  careless  innocent 
Ungraciously     receives.      Too     daring 

There  are  whose  calmer  mind  it  would 


n  Duddon's  banks  her  slen- 
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What  aspect  bore 

or  fled, 
First  of  his  tribe,  ti 


the  Man  who  roved 


Along  his  patfip     His  unprotected  bed 
What   dreams   encompassed?    Was  the 

intruder  nursed 
In  hideous  usages,  and  rites  accursed, 
TTiat  thinned  the  living  and  disturbed  the 

dead? 
No  voice  replies; — both  air  and  earth 

And  Thou,  blue  Streamlet,   roarmuiing 

yield'sC  no  more 
Than  a  soft  record,  that,  whatever  (ruil 
Of  ignorance  Ihou  mighl'sl  witness  here- 

Thy  function  was  to  heal  and  to  restore. 
To  soothe  and  cleanse,  not  madden  and 
pollute  t 


The  struggling  Rill  insensibly  is  grown 
Into  a  Brook  of  loud  and  stately  match, 
Goased  ever  and  anon  by  plank  or  arch; 
And,'  lor  like  use,  lo  !  what  might  seem  a 


Chosen   [or 

In  studied  symmetry,  with  interspace 
For  the  clear  waters  lo  pursue  their  race 
Without   restraint.     How   swiftly    have 

they  flown. 
Succeeding  —  still  succeeding  1     Here  the 

ana 

Puts,  when  the  high-swoln  Fl'>od  runs 

fierce  and  wild. 
His  budding  courage  to  the  proof;  and 

Declining  Manhood  learns  to  note  thesly 
And  sure  encroachments  of  infirmity, 
Thinking  how  last  time  runs,  life's  end 


THE   SAME   SUBJECT. 

Not  so  that  Pair  whose  youthlul  spirits 

With  prompt  emotion,  urging  them   to 

A  sweet  confusion  chects  the  Shepherd- 

Blushing  she  eyes  the  diziy  flood  askance; 
To  stop  ashamed  —  too  timid  lo  advance: 
She  ventures  once  again  —  another  pause  ! 
Hisoutstretchedhand  He  tauntingly  with- 

She  sues  for  help  with  piteous  utterance  ! 
Chidden  she  chides  again;  the  thrilling 

Both  feel,  when  he  renews  the  wished-for 

aid: 
Ah  !  if  their  fluttering  hearts  should  stir 

Should  beat  loo  strongly,  fx>th  may  be 

betrayed. 
The  frolic  Loves,  who,  from  yon  high 


The  si 


e,  clap  their  wings  for  victory ! 


No  fiction  was  it  of  the  antique  age: 
A  sky-blue  stone,  within  this  sunless  dell, 
Is  of  the  very  (ootmailts  unbeiell 
Which  liny  Elves  impressed;  —  on  that 

smooth  stage 
Dancing  with  all  their  brilliant  equipage 
In  secret  revels  — haply  after  theft 
Of  some  sweet  Babe  —  Flower  stolen,  and 

coarse  Weed  left 
For  Ihe  distracted  Mother  to  assuage 
Her  grief   with,   as  she  might  I— Bui, 

where,  oh !  where 
Is  traceable  a  vestige  of  the  notes 
That  ruled  those  dances  wild  in  charac- 

Deep  underground?    Or  in  the  upper  air, 
On  the  shrill  wind  of  midnight?  or  where 

floats 
O'er  twilight  fields  the  autumnal  gossa- 
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On,  loiteriog  Muse  — the  swift  St 

Albeit  his  deep- worn  channel  dolhitn 
Objecls  immense  portrayed  in  minis 
Wild  shapes  for  many  a  sliange  con 

Niagaras,  Alpine  passes,  and  anon 
Abodes  oi  Naiads,  calm  abysses  pnr 
Bright  liquid  mansions,  fashioned  1< 


When   the  broad  oak  drops,  a  leafless 

skeleton, 
And  tbe  solidities  of  mortal  pride. 
Palace   ajid    lower,    are    crumbled    into 

The  Bard  who  walks  with  Duddon  for 

Shall  find  such  toys  of  fancy  thickly  set: 
Turn  from  the  sight,  enamoured  Muse  — 

And,  if  Ihou  canst,  leave  ihem  without 


OPEN    PROSPECT. 

Hail    to    the    fields  —  with    Dwellings 

sprinkled  o'er, 
And  one  small  hamlel,  under  a  green  hill 
Clustering,  with  barn  and  byre,  and  spout- 


e  suffices; — should  w 


wish  foi 


Gay  June   would  scorn  us.     But  when 

bleak  winds  roar 
Through  the  stiff  lance-like  shoots  of  pol- 
lard ash. 
Dread  swell  of  sound  !  loud  as  the  gusts 

thai  lash 
The  matted  forests  of  Ontario's  shore 
By  wasteful  steel  unsmitten — then  would  I 
Turninloport;  and,  reckless  of  the  gale. 
Reckless  of  angry  Duddon  sweeping  by, 
While  (he  warm  hearth  exalts  the  man- 
tling ale. 


Laugh  with  the  genetou;  household  heart- 
ily 
At  all  the  merry  pranks  of  Donnerdale  ! 


am  !  the  Shepherd  and 

his  Cot 
Are  privileged  Inmates  of  deep  solitude; 
Nor  would  the  nicest  Anchorite  exclude 
A  field  or  two  of  brighter  green,  or  plot 
Of  tillage -ground,  that  seemelh  like  aspol 
Oi    stationary     sunshine: — thou     bast 

These  only,  Duddon  !  with  their  paths  re- 

By  tits  and  starts,  yet  (his  contents  thee 

Thee  hath  some  awful  Spirit  impelled  to 

Utterly  (o  desert,  the  haunts  of  men, 
Though  simple  thy  companions  were  and 

And  through  this  wilderness  a  passage 


Attended  but  by  thy  own  voice. 
The  clouds  and  fowls  ol  the  a 


when 


From  this  deep  chasm,  where  quivering 

sunbeams  play 
Upon  its  loftiest  crags,  mine  eyes  behold 
A  gloomy  niche,  capacious,  blank,  and 


For  tutelary  service,  Ihence  had  rolled. 
Startling  the  flight  ol  timid  Yesterday  '. 
Was  it  by  mortals  sculptured?  —  weary 

Of  slow  endeavor  !  or  abruptly  cast 
Into  rude  shape  by  fire,  with  roaring  blast 
Tempestuously    let    loose    from    central 
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AMERICAN   TRADITION.      ' 

Such  fruitless  questions  may  not  long  be- 
guile 
Or  plague  the  fancy  mid  the  sculptured 

Conspicuous  yet  where  Oroonoko  flows; 
Tkcre  would  the  Indian  answer  with  a 

Aimed  at  the  While  Man's  ignorance,  the 

while, 
Oi  the  Great  Waters  telling  how  they 

Covered  the  plains,  and,  wandering  where 

they  chose. 
Mounted  through  every  intricate  defile. 
Triumphant —  Inundation  wide  and  deep, 
O'er  which  his  Fathers  urged,  to  ridge  and 

Else  unapproachable,  their  buoyant  way; 
And  carved,  on  mural  cliff's  undreaded 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  beast  of  chase 

or  prey; 
Whate'er  they  sought,  shunned,  loved,  or 


ADARKplumeietchroe  from  yon  blasted 

Perched  on  whose  top  the  Danish  Raven 

croaks; 
Aloft,  the  imperial  Bird  of  Rome  invokes 
Departed  ages,  shedding  where  he  flew 
Loose  fragments  of  wild  wailing,  that  be- 

The  clouds  and  thrill  the  chambers  of  the 

And  into  silence  hush  the  timorous  flocks. 
Thai,  calmly  couching  while  the  nightly 

Moistened     each    fleece,     beneath    the 

twinkling  stars 
Slept  amid  that  lone  Campon  Hardknot's 

■  S«  Humboldt's  Ptrimai  Narmlm. 
•  Sec  Note. 


Whose  Guardians  bent  the  knee  to  Jove 

and  Mars: 
Or,  near  that  mj^tic  Round   of   Druid 

Tardily  sinking  by  its  proper  weight 
Deep   into   patient  Earth,   from   whose 
smooth  breast  it  came  ! 


Sac  RED  Religic 


CHAPEL. 

mother  of  form  and 


Dread  arbitress  of  mutable  respect. 
New  rites  ordaining  when  the  old   are 

Or  cease  to  please  the  fickle  worshipper; 

Mother  of  Love!  (that  name  best  suits 
thee  here) 

Mother  of  Love!  for  this  deep  vale,  pro- 
tect 

Truth's  holy  lamp,  pure  souree  of  bright 
effect. 

Gifted  to  purge  the  vapory  atmosphere 

That  seeks  to  stifle  it ;  —  as  in  those  days 

When  Ibis  low  Pile  »  a  Gospel  Teacher 

Whose  goo^  works  formed  an  endless 
A  Pastor  such  as  Chaucer's  verse  por- 
Such  as  the  heaven-taught  skill  of  Herbert 


Mv  frame  hath  often  trembled  with  de- 
light 
When   hope  presented  some  far-distant 

That  seemed  from  heaven  descending, 

like  the  flood 
Of  yon  pure  waters,  from  their  aery  he^hl 
Hurrying,  with  lordly  Duddon  to  unite; 
Who,  'mid  a  world  of  images  imprest 
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On  the  calm   deptb  of   his  trun^paj-em 

Appears  to   cherish   most   that  Torrent 

while, 
The  laiiest,  soilest,  liveliest  of  tbem  a.11 ! 
And  seldom  hath  ear  listened  to  a  tune 
More  lulling  than  the  busy  hum  ot  Noon, 
Swoln    by  that   voice — whose    murmur 

musical 
Announces  to  the  thirsty  fields  a  boon 
Dewy  and  fresh,  till  showers  again  shall 

fall. 


The  old  inventive  Poets,  had  they  seen. 
Or  rather  felt,  the  entrancemenl  that  de- 

Thy  waters,  Duddon!  'mid  these  flowery 

plains— 
The  still  lepose,  the  liquid  lapse  serene, 
Transferrecl  to  bowers  imperishably  green, 
Had    beautified    Elysium '.      But   these 

Will  soon  be  broken;  —a  roi^h  course 

Rough   as  (he    past;    where   Thou,   of 

Innocuous  as  a  firstling  of  the  flock, 
And  countenanced  like  a  soft  cerulean  sky, 
Shalt  change  thy  temper;  and,  with  many 

Given  and  received  in  mutual  jeopardy. 
Dance,  like  a  Bacchanal,  from  rock  to 

Tossing  her  frantic  thyrsus  wide  and  high  t 


Whkncb  that  low  voice?  —  A  whisper 

from  the  heart, 
That  told  ot  days  long  past,  when  here  I 

With  friends  and  kindred  tenderly  be- 
Some  who  had  early  mandates  todepart, 
Yet  are  allowed  to  steal  my  path  athwart 
By  Duddon's  side;  once  more  do  we  unite, 
Once  more,  beneath  the  kind  Earth's 
tranquil  light; 


And  smothered  joys  into  new  being  start. 
From  her  unworthy  seat,  the  cloudy  stall 
Of  Time,  breaks  forth  triumphant  Mem- 
ory; 
Her  glistenii^  tresses  bound,  yet   light 

and  free 
As  golden  locks  of  birch,  that  rise  and  fall 
On  gales  that  breathe  too  gently  torecall 
Aught  of  the  fading  year's  inclemency! 


A  hOVK-LOxn  Maid,  at  some  far-distan 
Came  to  this  hidden  pool,  whose  depth 


In  crystal  clearness  Dian's  looking-glass; 
And,  gazing,  saw  that  Rose,  which  from 

Derives  its  name,  leflecled,  as  the  chime 
Of   echo   doth    reverberate  some   sweet 

The   starry  treasure  from  the   blue  pro- 
She  longed  to  ravish;  — ■  shall  sheplunge. 

The  humid  precipice,  and  seize  the  guest 
Of  April,  smiling  high  in  upper  air? 
Desperate  alternative!  what  fiend  could 

To  prompt  the  thought  ?  —  Upon  the  steep 

rock's  breast 
The  lonely  Primrose  yet  renews  its  bloom. 
Untouched  mementoofhei  hapless  doom  ! 


SADthoughts,avaunt!  —  partake  we  their 

blithe  cheer 
Who  gathered  in  betimes  the   unshorn 

flock 
To  wash  the  fleece,  where  haply  bandsof 

Checking  the  stream,  make  a  pool  smooth 

As  this  we  look  on.     Distant  Mount^ns 
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Hear  and  tepeal,  the  lunnoil  tbsl  unites 
Clamor  o(  boys  and  innocent  despites 
Ut    barking    dogs,    aod    bleating:    itom 

slrange  fear. 
And  what  if  Duddon's  spotless  flood  le- 


Unwelcomi 


(he   uncouth 


Thickens,  the  pastoral  River  will  forgive 
Such  wrong;    nor   need  we    blame  the 

Though  false  toNature's quiet  equipoise; 
Frank   are   the    sports,   the    stains  tie 


MlD-NOON   is   past; — upon   the   Sultry 

No  lephyt  brealhes,  no  cloud  ilssbadow 

throws: 
II  we  advance  unstrenglhened  by  repose, 
Farewell  the  solace  of  the  vagrant  roed  1 
This  Nook  ^  with  woodbine  hung  and 

St  tabling  weed 
Tempting  recess  as  ever  pilgriii\  chose, 
Halfgrol,  half  arbor— proffers  to  enclose 
Body  and  mind,  from  molestation  freed, 
In  narrow  compass  —  narrow  as  itself; 
Or  if  the  Fancy,  loo  industrious  Elf, 
Be  loth  that  we  should  breathe  awhile 

From  new  incitements  friendly  to  out  task, 
Here   wants  not  stealthy  prospect,  that 

may  tempi 
Loose- IdEess  to  forego  her  wily  mask. 


;re  no  unprecedented  feat 
Should  some  benignant  Minister  oi  air 
Lift,  and  encircle  with  a  cloudy  chair. 
The  One  for  whom  my  heart  shall  ever 

beat 
With  tenderesl  love;—  or,  if  a  safer  seal 
Atween  his  downy  wings  be  furnished, 

Would  lodge  her,  and  (he  cherished  bur- 
den bear 
O'er  hill  and  valley  to  this  dim  retreat '. 


Rough  ways  my  steps  have  trod; —  too 

rough  and  long 
For  her  companionship;  here  dwells  soft 


Mingles,   and   lurking  consciousn' 
Languish  the  flowers;  the  waters  si 


Return,  Content?  fo[  fondly  I  pursued. 
Even  when  a  child,  the  Streams  —  un- 

Through  tangled  woods,  impending  rocks 

between; 
Or,  free  as  air,  with  flying  inquest  viewed 
The  sullen  reservoirs  whence  their  bold 

Pure  as  the  morning,  fretful,  boisterous. 

Green  as  the  salt-sea  billows,  white  and 

green  — 
Poured  down  the  hills,  a  choral  multitude  1 
Nor  have  I  tracked  their  course  for  scanty 

They  taught  me  random  cares  and  Iniant 

joys. 
That  shield  from  mischief  and  preserve 

Vague  minds,  while  men  are  growing  oul 

Maturer  Fancy  owes  to  their  rough  noise 
Impetuous  thoughlsthal  brook  not  servile 


Fallen,  and  diffused  into  a  shapeless 

Or  quietly  sell-buried  In  earth's  mould. 
Is  that  embattled  House,  whose  massy 

Keep, 
Flung  from  yon  ctifl  a  shadow  large  and 

There  dwelt  the  gay,  Ihe  bountiful,  the 

bold: 
Till  nightly  lamentations,  like  the  sweep 
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Ol  winds  —  though  winds  weie  silenl  — 

struck  3  deep 
And  lasling  terror  through  thai   ancient 

Hold. 
Its  line  of  Warriors  fled; — (hey  shrunk 

when  tried 
By  ghostly  power ; — but  Time's  unsparing 

Hath  plucked  such  foes,  like  weeds,  from 

out  the  land; 
And  now,  if  men  with  men  in  peace  abide, 
All  other  strength  Ihe  weakest  ma.y  with- 

A11  worse  assaults  may  safely  be  defied. 


JOURNBV 

I  ROSE  while  yel  the  cattle,  heat-opprest , 
Crowded  together  under  rustling  trees 
Brushed   by  the   current  of   Ihe   water- 

breeie; 
And  for  iifir  sakes,  and  love  of  all  that 

On  Duddon's  margin,  in  the  shellering 

For  all  Ihe  startled  scaly  tribes  ihal  slink 
Inio  his  coverts,  and  each  fearless  link 
Of  dancing  insects  forged  upon  his  breast ; 
For  these,  and  hopes  and  recollections 


The  drooping  mind  of  absence,  by  vows 
;  presence  near  the   trysling 


No  record  lells  of  lance  opposed  to  lance. 
Horse  charging  horse,  'mid  ihesc  retired 

domains ; 
Tells  that  their  turf  drank  purple  from  Ihe 

Of  heroes,  fallen,  or  situggling  to  advance. 
Till  doubtful  combat  issued  in  a  trance 
Of  victory,  thai  struck  through  hesit  and 


Even  to  the  inmost  seat  of  mortal  pains. 
And  lightened  o'er  Ihe  pallid  countenance. 
Yet,  10  ihe  loyal  and  ihe  brave,  who  lie 
In  the  blank  earth,  neglected  and  forlorn, 
The  passing  Winds  memorial  tribute  pay; 
The  Torrents  chant  Ibeir  praise,  inspiring 

Of  power  usurped;  with  proclamation  high. 
And   glad   acknowledgment,    of    lawful 


Who  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes 

divorce 
Of  that  serene  companion  —  agoodname. 
Recovers   not  his  loss;  but  walks  with 

With  doubl,  with   fear,  and  haply  with 

And  oft-times  he  — ■  who,  yielding  to  the 

Of  chance-templalion,  ere  his  journey  end. 
From  chosen  comrade  turns,  or  failhful 

In  vain  shall  rue  the  broken  intercourse. 
Not  so  with  such  as  loosely  weaithechain 
That  binds  them,  pleasant  River !  to  thy 

side:  — 
Through   the   rough   copse   wheel   thou 

with  hasty  stride; 
I  choose  to  saunter  o'er  the  grassy  plain, 
Sure,  when  the  separation  has  been  tried, 
That  we,  who  part  in  love,   shall  meel 


The  Kirk  of  UlphaIo  the  pilgrim's  eye 
Is  welcome  as  a  star,  that  doth  present 
lis  shining  forehead  thiough  Ihe  peaceful 

rent 
Of  a  black  cloud  diffused  o'er  hall  the 

Or  as  a  fruitful  palm-tree  lowering  high 
O'er  the  parched  waste  beside  an  Arab's 

Or   the   Indian    tree    whose    branches, 

downward  beni. 
Take  root  again,  a  boundless  canopy. 
How  sweet  were  leisure  !  could  it  yield  no 
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Than  'mid  that  wave-washed  Churchyard 

From  pastoiat  gloves  extracting  thoughts 

divine; 
Or  there  to  pace,  and  mark  the  sammits 

Of  distant  moonlit  mounlainsfaintl)' shine, 
Soothedby  the  unseen  River's  gentle  loar. 


Not   hurled   precipitous  from   steep   to 

Lingering  no  more  'mid  Rower-eaBinelled 

lands 
And  blooming   thickets;   noi   by   rocky 

Held;  but  in  radiant  prepress  toward  the 

Deep 
Where   mightiest   rivers  into   powerless 

Sink,  and  forget  their  nature  —  nmo  e-n- 

Majestic  Duddon,  over  smooth  flat 


eredsi. 


Is  opened  round  him 


wide 


And  blue-Lopped  hills,  behold  him  Irom 

In  stately  mien  to  sovereign  Thames  allied 
Spreading    bis    bosom    under    Kentish 

downs, 
With  commerce  freighted,  or  triumphant 


CONCLUSION. 

Birr  here  nocannonthundersto  the  gale; 
Upon  the  wave  no  haughty  pendantscast 
A  crimson  splendor ;  lowly  is  the  mast 
That  rises  here,  and  humbly  spread,  the 

White,  less  disturbed  than  in  the  narrow 

Vale 
Through  which  with  strange  vicissitudes 

he  passed. 


And  may  thy  Poet,  cloud-born  Stream  ! 

The  sweets  oi  earth  contentedly  resigned. 
And  each  tumultuous  working  left  behind 
At  seemly  distance — to  advance  like  Thee ; 
Prepared,  in  peace  of  heart,  in  calm  of 

And  soul,  to  mingle  with  Eternity  1 


/  thought  of  Thee,  my  partner  and  tny 

As  being  past  avray, —  Vain  empathies  ! 
For,  backward,  Duddon,  as  least  my  eyes, 
I  see  what  ivas,  and  is,  and  Tvill  abide  ; 
Still  glides  the  Stream,  and  shall fiirnier 

glide: 
The  Form  remains,  the  Funetion  never 

dies; 
IVhile  ■me,  the  brave,  the  mighty,  and  the 

We  Men,  who  in  Bur  morn  of  youth  defied 
The  elements,  must  vanish  ;  —  it  it  so  ! 
Enough,  i/something from  our  hands  have 

To  live,  and  ait,  and  serve  the  future 

And  if,  as  toward  the  silent  tomb  we  go, 
Throu^  love,  through  hope,  and  faith's 

transcendent  dcrwer, 
Wefeetthatwe  are  greater  than  we  inowJ 


A  PARSONAGE  IN  OXFORDSHIRE. 
This  Panoniec  ""  'lis  residence  of  my  friend 


Where  holy  ground  begins,  unhallowed 

Is  marked  by  no  distinguishable  line; 
The  turl  unites,  the  pathways  intertwine; 
And,  wheresoe'er   the  stealing  footstep 

Garden,  and  that  domain  where  kindled, 
friends. 
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And  neighbors  rest  logether,  here  con- 

Their  several  features,  mingled  like  the 

Of  mHQy  walers,  or  as  evening  Wends 
With  shady  night.    Soft  airs,  from  shtub 

Walt  fragrant  greetings  (o  each  siient 

And  while  those  ioftjf  popUts  gently  wave 
Their  tops,  between  ihem  comes  and  goes 

Bright  as  the  glimpses  of  eternity, 

To  saints  accorded  in  theii  mortal  hour. 


TO   ENTERPRISE. 


High  on  that  chalky  cliff  of  Britain's  Isle, 

A  slender  volume  grasping  in  thy  hand  — 

(Perchance  the  pages  thai  relate 

TTie  various  turns  of  Crusoe's  fate)  — 

Ah,  spare  the  exulting  smile. 

And  drop  thy  pointing  finger  bright 

As  the  first  Hash  of  beacon  light; 

But  neither  veil  thy  head  in  shadows  dim. 

Nor  turn  thy  face  away 

From  One  who,  in  the  evening  of  his  day, 

To  thee    would    offer  no    piesumpluous 


Bold  Spirit  1  who  art  free  to  rove 
Among  the  starry  courts  of  Jove, 
And  oft  in  splendor  dost  appear 
Embodied  lo  poetic  eyes, 
While  traversing  this  nethei  sphere. 
Where  Mortals  call  thee  Enterprise. 
Daughter  of  Hope  t  her  favorite  Child, 
Whom  she  to  young  Ambition  bore, 
When  hunter's  arrow  first  defiled 
Thepove,  and  stained  Ihelurf  with  gore; 
Thee  winged  Fancy  took,  and  nursed 
On  broad  Euphrates'  palmy  shore. 
And  where  the  mightier  Walers  burst 
From  caves  of  Indian  mountains  hoar! 
She  wrapped  thee  in  a  panther's  skin; 
And  Thou,  thy  favorite  food  Co  win. 
The  flame-eyed  e^le  oft  wouldst  scare 


From  her  rock-fortress  in  mid  air. 
With  infant  shout;  and  often  sweep, 
Paired  with  the  ostrich,  o'er  the  plain; 
Or,  tired  with  sport,  wouldst  sink  asleep 
Upon  the  couchant  lion's  mane  1 
With  rolling  years  thy  strength  increased 
And,  far  beyond  thy  native  East, 


-bearing  altars  rise. 
Which  caught  the  blaie  of  sacrifice. 
From  suppliants  panting  for  the  skies  1 


What  though  this  ancient  Earth  be  trod 

No  more  by  slep  of  Demi-god 
Mounting  from  glorious  deed  to  deed 
As  thou  from  clime  to  clime  didst  lead; 
Yet  still,  the  bosom  beating  high, 
And  the  hushed  farewell  of  an  eye 
Where  no  procrastinating  gaze 
A  last  infirmity  betrays. 
Prove  that  thy  heaven-descended  sway 
Shall  ne'er  submit  to  cold  decay. 
By  thy  divinity  impelled, 
the  Stripling  seeks  the  tented  field; 
The  aspiring  Virgin  kneels;  and,  pale 
With  awe,  receives  the  hallowed  veil, 
A  soft  and  lender  Heroine 
Vowed  to  severer  discipline; 
Inflamed  by  thee,  the  blooming  Boy 
Makes  of  the  whistling  shrouds  a  toy. 
And  of  the  ocean's  dismal  breast 
A  play-ground,  — or  a  couch  of  rest; 
'Mid  the  blank  world  of  snow  and  ice. 
Thou  to  his  dangers  dost  enchain 
The  Chamois- chaser  awed  in  vain 
By  chasm  or  dizzy  precipice; 
And  hast  Thou  not  with  triumph  seen 
How  soaring  Mortals  glide  between 
Or  through  the  cloads,  and  brave  the  light 
With  bolder  than  Icarian  flight? 
How  they,  in  bells  of  crystal,  dive — ■ 
Where  winds  and  waters  cease  to  strive — 
For  no  unholy  visit ings. 
Among  the  monsters  of  the  Deep; 
And  all  the  sad  and  precious  ihlr.gs 
Which  there  in  ghastly  alence  sleep? 
Or,  adverse  tides  and  currents  headed. 
And  breathless  calms  no  longer  dreaded. 
In  never-slackening  voyage  go 
Straight  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow; 
And,  slighting  sails  and  scorning  oars. 
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Keep  faith  with  Time  on  distant  shores? 
— Within  our  (earless  reach  are  placed 
The  secrets  oJ  the  burning  Waste; 
Egyptian  tombs  unlock  their  dead, 
Nile  trembles  at  his  fountain  head; 
Thou  speak'sl  —  and  lo  1  the  polar  Seas 
Unbosom  their  last  mysteries. 
' —  But  oh  !  what  transports,  what  sublime 

reward, 
Won  from  the  world  of  mind,  dost  thou 

prepare 
For  philosophic  Sage;  or  high-souled  Bard 
Who,  lor  thy  service  trained  in  lonely 

Hath  led  on  pageants  floating  through  the 


Or  calcnturcd  in  depth  of  limpid  t 
Nor  grieves  —  tho'  doomed  thro' 

night  lo  bear 
The  domination  of  his  glorious  themes, 
Or  struggle  in  the  net- work  of  thy  dreams 


ilent 


'T  Is  thine  the  quickening  impulse  to  con- 
trol. 
And  in  due  season  send  the  mandate  forth; 
Thy  call  a  prostrate  Nation  can  restore. 
When  but  a  single  Mind  resolves  to  crouch 


Dread  Minister  o(  wrath  1 

Who  to  their  destined  punishment  dost 

Tbe  Pharaohs  of  [the  earth,  the  men  of 

hardened  heart  1 
Not  unassisted  by  the  flattering  stars. 
Thou  slrew'st  temptation  o'er  the  path 
When  they  in  pomp  depart 
With    trampling    horses    and    refulgent 

Soon  to  be  swallowed  by  the  briny  surge; 
Or  cast,  for  lingering  death,  on  unknown 

strands ; 
Or  caught  amid  a  whirl  of  desert  sands  — 
An  Army  now,  and  now  a  living  hill ' 
That  a  Iniet  while  heaves  with  convulsive 


Then  all  is  still; 

Or,  lo  forget  their  madness  and  their  woes 

Wrapt   in   a   winding -sheet   of   spolles 


Back  flows  the  willing  current  of  my  Song : 
If  to  provoke  such  doom  the  Impious  dare. 
Why  should  it  daunt  a  blameless  prayer  ? 
— Bold  Goddess !  range  our  Youth  among ; 
Nor  let  thy  genuine  impulse  fail  to  beat 
In  hearts  no  longer  young; 
Still  may  a  veteran  Few  have  pride 
In  thoughts  whose  sternness  makes  them 

In  fixed  resolves  by  Reason  justified; 
That  to  their  object  cleave  like  sleet 
Whitening  a  pine  tree's  northern  side, 
When  fields  are  naked  far  and  wide, 
And  withered  leaves,  from  earth's  cold 

Up-caught  in  whirlwinds,  nowhere  can 


But,  if  such  homage  thou  disdain 

As  doth  with  mellowing  years  agree. 

One  rarely  absent  from  thy  train 

More  humble  favors  may  obtain 

For  thy  contented  Vota^. 

She,  who  indtes  the  frolic  lambs 

In  presence  of  their  heedless  dams, 

And  to  the  solitary  fawn 

Vouchsafes  her  lessons,  bounteous  Nymph 

That  wakes   the   breeze,  the    sparkling 

lympb 
Doth  hurry  to  the  lawn; 
She,  who  inspires  that  strain  of  joyance 

Which   the  sweet  Bird,  misnamed  the 

melancholy, 
Pours  forth  in  shady  groves,  shall  plead 

for  me; 
And  vernal  mornings  opening  bright 
With  views  of  undefined  delight. 
And  cheerful  songs,  and  suns  that  shine 
On  busy  days,  with  thankful  nights,  be 


But  thou,  O  Goddess  I  in  thy  favorite  Isle 
(Freedom's  impregnable  redoubt, 
Thewide  earth's  storehouse  fenced  about 
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With  breakers  roaring  to  the  gales 
That  stretch  a  thousand  thousand  sails) 
Quicken  the  slothful,  and  exalt  the  vile  !  — 
Thy  impulse  is  the  liie  of  Fame; 
Glad  Hope  would  almost  cease  to  be 
If  lorn  from  ihy  society; 
And  Love,  when  worthiesl  of  his  name, 
Is  proud  to  walk  the  earth  with  Thee ! 


and  \o  those  who  untorluiutely  are  aepaniled 
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tNTHODUCTION. 


St  wilh  which  Ihey  have  been  lecendy  en 
iidtoanddlscuiHd.  The  [ormer  pinicuU 
□tioned  u  la  4XCI1K  foi  my  having  falki 


spring. 

And  loved  wilh  spirit  ruled  by  his  losing 
'^'   mountain   quiet   and  boon   nalure^s 

I,  who  essayed  the  nobler  Stream  to  trace 
Of  Liberty,  and  smote  the  plausive  string 
Till  the  checked  torrent,  proudly  tri- 
umphing. 

Won  lor  herself  a  lasting  resting-place ; 
Now  seek  upon  the  heights  ol  Time  the 

Of  a  Holy  Rjvbr,  on  whose  banks  ate 

round 
Sweet  paslotal  flowers,  and  laurels  that 

have  crowned 
Full  oftlheunworlhybrowof  lawless  force; 
And,  for  delight  ot  him  who  tracks  its 

nortal  amaianlh  and  patms  abound. 


•rhich  he  li 
most  of  hii 


CONJECTURES. 


hi*  dplnioni  and  fell  at  he  did,  i< 


What  Powers,  presiding  o'er  the  sicred 
Oi  Christian  Faith,  this  savage  Island 
With  its  first  bounty.    Wandering  thiough 
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Did  holy  Paul '  a  while  in  Britain  dwell. 
And  call  the  Fountain  forth  by  miracle, 
And  with  dread  signs  the  nascent  Stteann 

Or  He,  whose  bonds  dropped  off,  whose 

Flew  open,  by  an  Angel's  voice  unbarred  ? 
Ot  some  of  humblei  name,  to  these  wild 

Storm -driven;  who,  having  seen  the  cup 

ol  woe 
Pass  from  their  Master,  sojourned  here  to 

The  precious  CunenI  they  had  taught  lo 
flow? 


TRBPIDATION   OP   THE   DRUIDS. 

ScRBAMS  round  the  Arch-druid's  brow  the 

As  Menai's  foam;  and  toward  the  mystic 

Where  Augurs  stand,  ihe  Fulure  ques- 
tioning, 
Slowly   (he  cormorant   aims  hei  heavy 

flight. 
Portending  ruin  to  each  baleful  rite, 
That,  in  Ihe  lapseol  ages, hale  crept  o'ei 
Diluvian  truths,  and  patriarchal  ](»e. 
Haughty  the  Bard;  can  iheae  meek  doc- 
trines blight 
His  transports  ?  whither  his  heroic  strains? 
But  allshallbe  fulfilled;  — Ihe  Julian  speai 
A  way  first  opened;   and,  with  Roman 

The  tidings  come  o(  Jesus  crucified; 
They  come  —  they  spread  ■ —  the  weak,  the 

sufieting,  hear; 
Receive  the  faith,  and  in  the  hope  abide. 


EXCOM  MUN ICATION . 

Mbrcv  and  Love  have  met  thee  on  thy 

Thou  wretched  Outcast,  from  the  gift  of 

And  food  cut  off  by  sacerdotal  ire. 
From  every  sympathy  that  Man  bestowed  '. 
Yet  shall  it  claim  our  reverence,  that  to 

God, 
Ancient  of  daysl  that  to  theeternal  Sire, 
These  jealous  Ministers  of  law  aspire. 
As  to  the  one  sole  fount  whence  wisdom 

flowed, 
Justice,  and  order.    Tremblingly  escaped, 
As  if  with  prescience  of  Ihe  coming  storm, 
Tia/  intimation   when    the  stars   were 

And   still,    'mid  yon   thick   woods,   the 

primal  truth 
Glimmers  through  many  a  superstitious 

That  fills  Ihe  Soul  with  unavailing  ruth. 


Darkness  surrounds  us;  seeking,  we  are 

lost 
On   Snowdon's  wilds,   amid   Brigsntian 

Or  where  the  solitary  shepherd  roves 
Along  the  plain  of  ^um,  by  the  ghost 
Of  Time  and  shadows  of  Tradition ,  Crost ; 
And  where  the  boatman  ol  the  Western 

Isles 
Slackens  his  course  —  to  mark  those  holy 

Which  yet  survive  on  bleak  lona's  coast. 
Nortbese,  nor  monuments  of  eldest  name. 
Nor  Taliesin's  unforgolten  lays. 
Nor  characters  of  Greek  or  Roman  fame. 
To  an  unquestionable  Source  have  led; 
Enough  —  if  eyes,  that  sought  the  foun- 
tain-head 
In  vain,  upon  the  growing  Rill  may  gaie. 
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Lahemt!  tar  Diocletian's  fierji  sword 

Works  busy  as  the  lightning:  but  instinct 
With   maUce  ne'ei  to  deadliest  weapon 

linked 
'-Vhich  God's  ethereal  storehouses  afford : 
Against  the  Followers  oi  the  incarnate 

Lord 
Jt  rages;  some  are  smitten  in  the  field  — 
Some  pierced  to  the  heart  through  the 

ineffectual  shield 
Of  sacred  home;  —  with  pomp  are  others 

gored 
And  dieadlul  respite.     Thus  was  Alban 

tried, 
England's  first  Martyr,  whom  no  threats 

could  shake; 
Self-offered  vicliro,  (or  his  friend  he  died. 
And   for  the   faith;   nor  shall   his  name 

forsake 
That  Hill,  whose  flowery  platform  seems 

By  Nature  decked  for  hohesi  sacrifice.* 


As,  when  a  storm  hath  ceased,  the  birds 

Their  cheerfulness,  and  busily  retrim 
Their  nests,  or  chant  a  gratulaling  hymn 
To  the  blue  ether  and  bespangled  plain; 
Even  so,  in  many  a  re -constructed  fane. 
Have  the  survivors  of  this  Storm  renewed 
Their  holy  rites  with  vocal  gratitude-. 
And  solemn  ceremonials  they  ordain 
To  celelxale  their  great  deliverance; 
Most  feelingly  instructed  'mid  their  fear — 
That  persecution,  blind  with  lage  extreme, 
May  not  the  less,  through  Heaven's  mild 

countenance. 
Even  in  her  own  despite,  both  feed  and 

For  all  things  are  less  dreadful  than  ibey 


Watch,  and  be  fi 


!  for,  ! 


ul-subduing 


Heart -killing  luxury,  on  yout  steps  await. 
Fair  houses,  balhs,  and  banquets  delicate, 
And  temples  flashing,  bright  as  polar  ice, 
Their  radiance  through  the  woods  —  may 

yet  suffice 
To  sap  youi  hardy  virtue,  and  abate 
Vuur  love  of  Him  upon  whose  forehead 

The  crown  of  thorns;  whose  life-blood 

flowed,  the  price 
Of  your  redemption.    Shun  the  itisidious 

That  Rome  provides,  less  dreading  irom 

her  irown 
Than  Irom  her  wily  praise,  her  peaceful 

Language,  and  letters;  —  these,  though 

fondly  viewed 
As  humaniiing  graces,  are  but  parts 

of  deadhest  servitude! 


That  heresies  should  strike  (if  Ituth  be 

Presumptuously)  their  roots  both  wide 

and  deep, 
Is  natural  as  dreams  to  feverish  sleep. 
Lo!  Discord  at  the  altar  dares  to  stand 
Uplifting  toward  high  Heaven  her  fiery 

brand, 
A  cherished  Priestess  of  the  new-bap- 

But  chastisemenl  shall  follow  peace  de- 

The  Pictish  cloud  darkens  the  e 


land 
By  Rome  abandoned;  v 


e  suppliant 


And  prayers  that  would  undo  her  forced 

farewell; 
For  she  returns  not.  —  Awed  by  her  own 

knell. 
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She  casts  the  Britons  upon  stiang?  Allies 
Soon  to  become  more  dreaded  enemies 
Than   heartless  misery   called   Ihem  to 
repel. 


THE   BARBARIANS. 

Rise!  —  they  havt  risen;  of  btave  An- 

How  they  have  scourged  old  foes,  per- 
fidious friends: 
The  Spirit  of  Caractacus  descends 
Upon  the  Patriots,  animatestheiitask;  — 
Amazement   runs   before    the    towering 

Oi   Arthur,  bearing  through  the  stormy 

field 
The  vii^in  sculptured  on  his  Chrbtian 

SlTclcbed  in  the  sunny  light  of  victory 

bask 
The  Host  that  followed  Orien  as  be  strode 
O'er  heaps  ot   slain;— from  Cambrian 

wood  and  moss 
Druids  descend,  auxiliars  of  the  Qoss; 
Bards,  nursed  on  blue  Plinlimmon's  still 

Rush  on  the  fight,  to  harps  preferring 

And  everlasting  deeds  to  burning  words  \ 


V   CONQUBST. 

cause  the  panic- striking 
ost  from  hill  to  hill 


itHea 


shigh 


Permits  a  second  and  a  darker  shade 
Of  Pagatinight.     Afflicted  and  dismayed. 
The   Relics   of   the   sword   tlee   to   the 


O   wretched    Land!    whose    tears 

flowed  like  fountains; 
Whose  arts  and  honors  in  the  dustai 


By  men  yet  scarcely  conscious  of  a  care 
For   other   monuments    than    those    of 

Earth;' 
Who,  as  the  fields  and  woods  have  given 

them  birth. 
Will    build    their    savage    fortunes    only 

Content,  if  foss,  and  barrow,  and  ihe  girth 
Of  long-drawn  rampart,  witness  what  they 


The   oppression    of  Ike   tumult— wralk 

andseorn  — 
The    tribulation  —  and    the    Reaming 

blades  — 
Such  Is  the  impetuous  spirit  that  pervades 
The  song  of  Taliesin ;  — Ours  shall  mourn 
The  unarmed  Host  who  by  their  prayers 

The  sword  from  Bangor's  walls,  and  guard 


To  senseless  ashes.    Mark  !  how  all  things 

From  their  known  course,  or  vanish  like  a 

dream; 
Another  language  spreads  from  coast  to 


CASUAL   INCITEMENT. 

A  BRIGKT-HAIIIBD  company  of  youthful 

slaves, 
Beautiful  strangers,  stand  within  the  pale 
Of  a  sad  market,  ranged  for  public  sale. 
Where  Tiber's  stream  the  immortal  City 
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For  Them,   and   lor  their   Land.     The 

His  queslions  urging,  feels,  in  slender  ties 
Of   chiming   sound,   commanding   sym- 

De-irians  —  he  would  save  ihem  from 

God's  Ire; 
Subjects  ot  Saxon  Mlla  —  they  shallsing 
Glad  HALLE-Iujahs  to  the  eternal  King  ! 


And  blest  the  silver  Cross,  which  ye,  in- 

Of  martial  banner,  in  procession  bear; 
TheCrossprecedingHim  who  Boats  in  air, 
The  pictured  Saviour !  —  ByAugustin  led. 
They  come  —  and  onward  travel  without 

Chanting    in   barbarous   ears   a   tuneful 

prayer  — 
Sung  tor  themselves,  and  those  whom  ihey 

would  free! 
Rich  conquesl  waits  them;  —  the   tem- 

Ot  Ignorance,  thai  ran  so  rough  and  high 
And  heeded   not  the  voice  ot  clashing 

These  good  men  humble  by  a  few  bare 

And  calm  with  (eai  of  God's  divinity. 


Bt)T,  to  remote  Nonhumbria's  royal  Hall, 
Where  thoughtful  Edwin,  tutored  in  the 


679 

meagre 
eagle's 


Black  hair,  and  vivid 

cheek, 
His    prominetil   feature  like  an    1 

beak; 
A  Man  whose  aspect  doth  at  once 
Andstrikewithreverence.    TheMi 

leans 
Toward  the  pure  truths  this  Delegate  pro- 

Repeatedly  his  own  deep  mind  he  sounds 
With  careful  hesitation,  — then  convenes 
A  synod  ol  his  Councillors:  — give  ear, 
And  what  a  pensive  Sage  doth  utter,  hear ! 


'  Man's  lile  is  like  a  Sparrow,  mighty 

'  That  —  while  at     banquet    with     your 

Chiefs  you  sit 
'  Housed  near  a  blazing 


■Safefi 


ing, 


ry  tempest.      Flutler- 
iBsty  wing, 


■  Here  did  it  enter;  there, 
'  Flies  out,  and  passes  0 

cold; 
'But  whence  it  came  we  know  ilot,  nor 

behold 
'  Whithei   it   goes.      Even   such,   Ihat 

'The  human  Soul;  not  utterly  unknown 
'While  in  the  Body  lodged,  her  warm 

'  But  from  what  world  She  came,  what 

'  On  her  departure  waits,  no  tongue  hath 


Prompt  transformation  works  the  novel 
The  Council' closed,  the  Priesl  in  full  ca- 


Rides  forth,  a 
'See  Note. 
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To  desecrate  the  faii^i  *hich  heretotore 
He  served  in    lolly.       Woden   (alls,  and 

Thot 
Is  overturned;  the  mt-£,  in  battle  heaved 
(So  might   they  dreamy  lill   victory  was 

achieved. 
Drops,   and  the  God  himsell  is  seen   no 

Temple  and  Altai  sink,  to  hide  the ii  shame 


In  ihe  new  Rile,  the  pledge  ol  sanclily. 
Shall,   by  regenerate   lile,  the   promise 


n  the  aid  which  Fancy  o(I  dolh 


For  aught  the  wisest  know  or  compre 

hend; 
Thenbe^orfSpirilsIree  to  breathe  a  not< 
Oi  elevation;  let  their  odors  float 
Around  these  Converts;  and  their  glorie! 

blend, 
The  midnight   stars   oulshinine,   or   lh< 

blate 
01  the  noon-day.     Nor  doubt  that  golder 

Ol  good  works,  mingling  with  the  visions 


How  beaulilul  your  presence,  how  be- 


As  winter  trees,  yield  no  lallacious  sign 
That  the  firm  soul  is  clothed  with  Iruit 

divine '. 
Such  Priest,  when  service  worthy  of  his 

Has   called   him   lorlh   to   breathe    the 

Might   seem   a   saintly  Image   Irom   il& 

Descended;  —  happy  ate  (he  eyes  thai 


A  benediction  from  his  voice  or  hand; 
Whence  grace,  through  which  the  heart 

can  understand. 
And  vows,  thai  bind  the  will,  in  silence. 


Ah,  when  the  Body,  round  which  in  love 

Is  chilled  by  death,  does   mutual  service 

tail? 
Is  tender  pity  then  o[  no  avail  ? 
Are  intercessions  ol  the  fervent  tongue 
A  waste  ol  hope?  — From thissad  source 

have  sprung 
Riles  that  console  the  Spirit,  under  giief 
Which  ill  can  brook  more  rational  relief: 
Hence,    prayers    are  shaped  amiss,  and 

dii^es  sung 
For  Souls  whose  doom  is  fixed  !     The  way 

is  smooth 
For  Power  that  (ravels  with  the  human 

Confession  ministers  the  pang  to  soothe 
In  him  who  at  the  ghost  of  guilt  dolh  start. 
Ve  holy  Men,  so  earnest  in  your  care, 
Of  your  own  mighty  instruments  beware  I 


Lancb,  shield,  and  sword  relinquished, 
at  his  side 

A  bead-roll,  in  bis  band  a  claspid  book, 
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Or  sUff  more  harmless  than  a  shepheid's 

The  war-worn  Chieftain  quits  the  world  — 

to  hide 
His  Ihin  aulumnat  locks  where  Monks 

In  cloistered  privacy.  But  nol  to  dwell 
In  soit  repose  he  comes:  within  bis  cell, 
Round  the  decaying  trunk  af  human  pride, 
A(  morn,  and  eve,  and  midnight's  silent 


In  grisly  folds  and  strictures  serpentine; 
Yet,   while  they  stl^ngle,  a  fair  growth 

ihey  bring 
For  recompense  —  their  own  perennial 


Methinks  that  to  some  vacant  hermitage 
Jtfy  !cet  would  ralher  turn  —  to  some  dry 

Scooped  out  of  living  rock,  and  near  a 

Hurled  down  a  mountain -cove  I  torn  stage 
to  sl^e. 

Yet  tempering,  lor  my  sight,  its  hustling 
rage 

In  the  soft  heaven  of  a  translucent  pool; 

Thence  creeping  under  sylvan  arches  cool, 

Fit  haunt  of  shapes  whose  glorious  equi- 
page 

Would  elevate  my  dreams.     A  beechen 

A  maple  dish,  my  furniture  should  be; 
Crisp,  yellow  leaves  my  bed;    the  hoot-' 

My   night-watch;    nor   should  e'er   the 

ctesled  fowl 
Fromthorporvill  his  matins  sound  forme. 
Tired  of  the  world  and  all  its  industry. 


But  what  if  One,  through  grove  or  flow. 

ery  mead. 
Indulging  thus  at  will  the  creeping  feet 


Of  a  voluptuous  indolence,  should  meet 
Thy  hovering  Shade,  O  venerable  Bede  I 
The  saint,  the  scholar,  from  a  circle  freed 
Of  toil  stupendous,  in  a  hallowed  seat 
Of  learning,  where  thou  heard'sl  the  ImI- 

lows  beat 
On  a  wild  coast,  rough  monitors  to  feed 
Perpetual  industry.     Sublime  Recluse  ! 
The  recreant  soul,  that  dares  to  shun  the 

debt 
Imposed  on  human  kind,  must  first  lorgel 
Thy  diligence,  thy  unrelaxing  use 
Of  a  long  life;   and,  in  the  hour  of  death, 
The   last   dear  service   of    thy   passing 

breath  t  > 


By  such  examples  moved   to   unboughl 

The  people  work  like  congregated  bees;  * 
Eager  to  build  the  quiet  Fortresses 
Where  Piety,  as  they  believe,  obtains 
From  Heaven  >.general  blessing;   timely 

Or  needful  sunshine;  prosperous  enter- 
Justice  and  peace :  —  bold  faith  1  yet  also 

The  sacred  Structures  for  less  doubtful 

gains. 
The  Sensual  think  with  reverence  of  the 

rek,  beyond 


Which  the  chaste  Voti 

the  grave 

If  penance  be  redeemable,  thence  ah 
Flow  to  the  poor,  and  freedom  to 

And  if  full  oft  the  Sanctuary  save 
Uves  black  with  guilt,  ferocity  it  calr 


the 


IT  sedentary  all :   there 
scatter   seeds   of   life 

te  who  roam 
on  barbarous 

He  eipired  dicuiing  the  las 
on  ol  St.  John'.  Gospel 

words  of  a  irans- 
'  See  Note. 
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Or  quit  with  zealous  step  iheir  knee-w 


To  their  belovid  cells:  — or  shall  we  say 
That,   like  the  Red-cross  Knight,  ihey 

urge  Iheir  way, 
To  lead  in  memorable  Iriumph  home 
Truth,  their  immortal  Una?     Babylon, 
Learned  and  wise,  halh  perished  utterly. 
Nor  leaves  het  Speech  one  word  lo  aid 

the  sigh 
That    would    lament    her;  —  Memphis, 

Tyre,  are  gone 
With   all   their  Arts, — but  classic  lore 

glides  on 
By  these  Religious  saved  for  all  posterity. 


Behold  a  pupil  of  the  monkish  gown, 
The  pious  Alfred,  King  to  Justice  dear ! 
Lord  of  the  harp  and  liberating  spear; 
Mirror  of  Princes  I     Indigent  Renown 
Might  range  the  starry  ether  (or  a  crown 
Equal  to  Ais  deserts,  who,  like  the  year, 
Pours  forth  his  bounty,  like  the  day  dolh 


And  at 


■s  like  night  with  mercy,  tempered 


No  moment  sleah;    pain  narrows  not  his 

Though  small  his  kingdom  as  a  spark  or 

Oi  Alfred  boasts  remote  Jerusalem, 
And  Christian  India,  through  her  wide- 
spread clime, 
In  sacied   converse   gilts    with    Allred 


It  soul  was  freed  from  m 


Flowed  in  thy  line  through  undegener- 

Thc  Race  of  Alfred  covet  glorious  pains 
When  dangers  threaten, dangersever  new  I 
Black  tempests  bursting,  blacker  still  in 


The  r 

With  the  fierce  tempest,  while,  within  the 

Of  their  protection,  gentle  virtues  thrive ; 
As  oft,   'mid  some  green  plot  of  open 

ground. 
Wide  as  the  oak  extends  its  dewy  gloom. 
The  fostered  hyadntBs  spiead  their  purple 

bloom. 


Urged  by  Ambition,  who  with  subtlest 


Changes  hei 
Shall  soar,  a 


s,  the  Enthusiast  e 


hypocrite  can  stoop, 
And  turn  tne  mstruments  of  good  to  ill, 
Moulding  the  credulous  people  to  his  will. 
Such  Dunstan;  —  (rom  its  Benedictine 

Issues  the  master  Mind,   at   whose  fell 

swoop 
The  chaste  affections  tremble  lo  fulfil 
Their  purposes.     Behold,  pre-signified. 
The  Might  of  spiritual  sway  !  his  thoughts, 

his  dreams. 
Do  in  the  supernatural  world  abide: 
So  vaunl  a  throng  of  Followers,  filled  with 

In  what  they  see  of  virtues  pushed  to 

And  sorceries  ol  talent  misapplied. 


DANISH    CONQUESTS. 

Woe  to  the  Crown  that  doth  the  Cowl 
Dissension,  checking  arnis  that  would  re- 
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The   incessant  Rovers  i 


the   [ 


Helps  (o  restore  and  spread  a  Pagan  sway : 
But  Gospel-truth  is  potent  to  allay 
Fieiceness  and  rage;    and  soon  the  cruel 

Feels,  through  the  influence  of  her  gentle 

His  native  superstitions  melt  away. 
Thus,  olten,  when  thick  gloom  the  east 

The  full-orbed  Moon,  slow -climbing,  doth 

appear 
Silently  to  consume  the  heavy  clouds; 
J/mti  no  one  can  resolve;   but  every  eye 
Around  her  sees,  while  air  is  hushed,  a 

And  widening  circuit  of  ethereal  sky. 


CANUTK. 


ic  floats  along  the  Mere, 
From  Monks  in  Ely  chanting  service  high, 
While-as  Caniite  the  King  is  rowing  by; 
"  My  Oarsmen,"  quoth  (he  mighty  King, 

"That  we  the  sweet  song  of  the  Monks 

may  hear  I ' ' 
He  listens  (all  past  conquests,  and  all 

schemes 
Of  future,  vanishing  like  empty  dreams) 
Heart- touched,  and  haply  not  without  a 

The  Royal  Minstrel,  ere  the  choir  is  still, 
While  his  free  Bai^e  skims  the  smooth 

flood  along. 
Gives    lo    that    rapture    an    accordant 

Rhyme.' 
O  suffering  Earth  1  be  thankful:  sternest 

clime 


I   NORM  AN   CONQUEST. 


Hark  !  't  is  the  tolling  Curfew  !  —  the  stars 

But  of  the  lights  that  cherish  household 

And  festive  gladness,  burns  not  one  that 

To  twinkle  after  that  dull  stroke  of  thine. 
Emblem  and  instrument,  from  Thames  lo 

Of  force  thai  daunts,  and  cunning  that  ■ 

ensnares ! 
Vet  as  the  terrors  of  the  lordly  bell. 
That  quench,  from  hut  to  palace,  lamps 

and  fires. 
Touch  not  the  tapers  of  the  sacred  quires; 
Even  so  a  thraldom,  studious  to  expel 
Old  laws,  and  ancient  customs  to  derange. 
To  Creed  or  Ritual  brings  no  fatal  change. 


Coldly  we  spake.     The  Saxons,  over- 
powered ' 
By   wrong   triumphant  through  its  own 

From  fields  laid  waste,  from  bouse  and 

home  devoured 
By  flames,  look  up  to  heaven  and  crave 


feel 
For  wounds  that  ^eath  alone  has  power 

to  heal. 
For  penitent  guilt,  and  innocent  distress. 
And  has  a  Champion  risen  in  aims  to  try 
His  Country's  virtue,  fought,  and  breathes 

Ilin^ 


'And  shall."  the  Pontiff  asks,  "pro- 
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I  the  Mounts  of 


"  And  glorified  Ascension?  Warriors,  go, 
"  With  prayers  and  blessings  we  your 

path  will  sow; 
"  Like  Moses  hold  our  hands  erect,  till  ye 
"  Have  chased  faioff  by  righteous  victory 
'■These  sons  of  Amalelc,  or  laid  them 

"God  willeth  it, "the  whole  assembly 


Shout  which  (he  enraptured  multitude 
astounds  ! 

The  Council-root  and  Clermont's  towers 
reply;  — 

"God  willeth  it,"  from  hill  to  hill  re- 
bounds. 

And,  in  awe-stricken  Countries  lar  and 
nigh, 

Through  "Nature's  hollow  arch"  that 
voice  resounds.' 


CRUSADES. 

The  tuibaned  Race  are  pouted  in  thick- 

Alonglhe  west;  though  driven  Irom  Aqui- 

The  Crescent  glitters  on   the  towers  of 

Spain; 
And  soft  Italia  feels  renewed  alarms; 
The  scimitar,  that  yields  not  to  the  charms 
Of  ease,  the  narrow  Bosphorus  wilt  dis- 

Noi  long  (that  crossed)  would  Grecian 

hills  detain 
Their  tents,  and  check  the  current  of  their 


Then  b!an 


)t  those  who,  by  the  might- 


All    Christendom:  —  they   sweep    along 

So  huge  a  host  !^  —  lo  tear  from  the  Un- 

beUever 
The  precious  Tomb,  their  haven  of  salva- 


Rbdoi/btkd  King,  of  courage  leonine, 
I  mark  thee,  Richard  '.  urgent  to  equip 
Thy  warlike  person  withtheslaffandscrip; 
I  watch  thee  sailingo'er  the  midland  brine; 
In  conquered  Cyprus  see  thy  Bride  decline 
Her  blushing  cheek,  love-vows  upon  het 

lip. 
And  see  love-emblems  streaming  Irom  thy 

As  thence  she  holds  her  way  to  Palestine. 
MySong,  a  fearless  homager,  would  attend 
Thy  thundering  battle-axe  as  h  cleaves 

the  press 
Of  war,  but  duty  summons  her  away 
To  tell  —  how,  finding  in  the  rash  distress 
Of  those  Enthusiasts  a  subservient  friend. 
To  giddier  heights  hath  ctomb  the  Papal 


Realms  quake  by  turns :  proud  Arbitress 
The  Church,  by  mandate  shadowing  forth 


She  arrogates  o'er 
Closes  the  gates  of 
Straight  from  the  i 

All  sacred  things  : 

Grows  sad  as  nighl 


;aven's  eternal  door, 
very  sacred  place, 
n   and   tainted  air's 

s  covered:  cheerful 

—  no  seemly  garb  is 


Nor  is  a  face  allowed  to  meet  a  face 
With  natural  smiles  of  greeting.    Bells  are 

Ditches  are  graves — funereal  rites  denied; 
And  in  the  churchyard  he  must  take  his 

Who  dares  be  wedded  1     FanciA  thickly 
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As  with  the  Stream  our  voyage  we  pursue, 
The  gross  matetiala  ol  this  world  piesenl 
A  marvellQus  study  ol  wild  accident; 
Uncouth  proximities  of  old  and  new; 
And  bold  transfigurations,  more  untrue 
(  As  might  beldeemeii  )  to  disciplined  intent 
Than  aught  the  sity's  fantastic  element, 
When  most  fantastic,  offers  to  the  view. 
Saw  we  not  Henry  scourged  at  Becket's 

Lo !  John  self -si  ripped  of  his  insignia :  — 


What  further  empire  would  it  have?  for 

I  A  ghostly  Domination,  unconfined 
As  that  by  dreaming  Bards  to  Love  as- 

Sils  there  in  sober  truth  —  to 


Sceptre  and  mantle, 
At  a  proud  L^: 


the 


Old  and  ring,  laid 
feet!  The  spears  that 


Perplex  the  wise,  the  strong  lo  overthrow; 
""         'i  eatlh  and  heaven  lo  bind  and 
o  unbind !  — 

Resist  —  the    thunder     quails     thee  I  — 

>uch  — rebuff 
Shall  be  thy  recontpense '.  from  land  to 
land 
ie  ancient  thrones  of  Christendom  ace 

stuff 
ir  occupation  of  a  magic  wand, 
nd   't   is   the  Pope  that   wields   it;  — 

whelbet  roi;gb 
r  smooth  his  front,  our  world  is  in  bis 


Black  Demons  hovering  o'er  his  mitred 

To  Cksbt's  Successor  ihe  Ponliff  apalte; 
"  Ere  I  absolve  thee,  stoop !  that  on  Ihy 

"  Levelled  with  earth  ibis  foot  of  mine 

may  tread." 
Then  he,  who  to  the  altar  had  ticen  led. 
He,  whose  strong  arm  the  Orient   could 

He,  who  had  held  ibe  Soldan  at  his  beck. 
Stooped,  of  all  glory  disinherited. 
And  even  the  common  dignity  ol  man  I  — 
Amazemeni  strikes  the  crowd :  while  many 

Their  eyes  away  in  sorrow,  others  burn 
With  scorn,  invoking  a  vindictive  ' 
From  outraged  Nature;  but  Ihe  s 


In  abject  sympalhy  with  p 


PAPAL  DOMINION. 

oPeler'sChair  thevie' 
ne  and  ask  permissloi 


How  ! 


—  alast    did    Man,   created 


By  Angels  guarded,  deviate  from  ihe  line 
Prescribed  to  duly;  —  wolul  forfeiture 
He  made  by  wilful  breach  of  law  divine. 
With  like  perverseness  did  the  Church 

Obedience  lo   her   Lord,   and   hasle   to 

'Mid  Heaven-born  flowers  thai  shall  for 

aye  endure. 
Weeds  on  whose  front  the  world  had  fixed 

O  Man,  — if  with  Ihy  trials  thus  it  fares. 
It   good   can    smooth   ihe   way   to  evil 

n  all  rash  censure  be  the  mind  kept 


He  only  judges  right 


:ighs,  com. 
■si  sentence  which  his 
abandons  Charily. 
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From  false  assumption  rose,  and,  fondly 

hidied 
By  superstition,  spread  the  Papal  power; 
Yel  do  not  deem  the  AutoctaCT  prevailed 
Thus  otily,  even  in  error's  darkest  hour. 
She  daunts,   torth-thundering   tiom  her 

spiritual  tower, 
Brute   rapine,  or  with  gentle   lure   she 

Juslice  and  Peace  through   Her  uphold 

their  claims;' 
And  Chastity  finds  many   a   sheltering 

Realm  there  is  none  that  i(  controlled  or 

By  her  coiamands  pailakesnot,  in  degree. 
Of  good,  o'er  manners,  arts  and  arms, 

diffused: 
Yes,  to  thy  domination,  Roman  See, 
Tho'  miserably,  o(l  monstrously,  abused 
By  blind  ambition,  be  this  tribute  paid. 
•ii..  ig4s- 


MONAST£Ry. 

"  /fere  Man  more  purely  lives,  less  oft 

doth  fall, 
"  Afore  promptly  rises,  walkswith  stricter 

heed, 
"  More  safely  resls,  dies  happttr,  is  freed 
"  Earlier  from  eleantingfres,  and  gains 


—  On  yon  Cister- 


niilAal 
"  A  brighter  crm 

tian  wall 

7'hal  confident  assurance  may  be  read ; 
And,  to  like  shelter,  from  the  world  have 

Red 
Increasing  multitudes.     The  potent  call 
Doahtless  shall  cheat  full  oft  the  heart's 

Vet,  while  the  rugged  Age  on  pliant  knee 

Vows  to  rapt  Fancy  humble  fealty, 

A  gentler  life  spreads    round   the    holy 

Where'er  they  rise,  the  sylvan  waste  re- 

And  aery  harvests  crown  the  fertile  lea. 


Of  villain -service,  passing  with  the  soil 
To  each  new  Master,  like  a  steer  or  hound. 
Or  like  a  rooted  tree,  or  stone  earth- 
But  mark  how  gladly,  through  thetr  own 

domains. 
The   Monks  relax   or  break   these  iron 

chains; 
While    Mercy,    uttering,    through    their 

Echoed  in  Heaven,  cries  out,  "Ye  Chiefs, 

llese    legalized    oppressions  1     Man  — 

And  nature  God  disdained  not;   Man  — 

whose  soul 
Christ  died  for  — cannot  forfeit  his  high 

To  live  and  move  enempt  from  alt  control 

Which  fellow-feeling  doth  not  mitigate  1  " 

.8...  ,8js. 


RBCORt)  we  too,  with  just  and  faithful  pen, 
That  many  hooded  Cenobites  there  are. 
Who  in  their  private  Cells  have  yel  a  care 
01  public  quiet;  unambitious  Men, 
tZ^ounsellors  (or  the  world,  of   piercing 

Whose  fervent  exhortations  from  afar 
Move  Princes  to  their  duty,  peace  or  wai; 
And  oft-times  in  the  most  forbidding  den 
Of  solitude,  with  love  of  science  strong. 
How  patiently  the  yoke  of  thought  they 

How  subtly  glide  its  finest  threads  along ! 
Spirits  that  crowd  the  intellectual  sphere 
With  maiy  boundaries,  a-s  the  astronomer 
With  orb  and  cycle  girds  the  starry  throng. 
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OI  feudal  sway  her  own  apptopi 
From  ihe  collegiate  pomps  on  ' 

Down  lo  the  humbler  altar,  which  the 

Knight 
A.nd  his  retuners  of  the  embattled  ball 
Seek  in  domestic  oratory  small, 
For   prayer  in   stillness,  or  the  chanted 

Then  chiefly  dear,  when  toes  are  planted 

round, 
Who  teach  the  intrepid  guardians  oi  Ihe 

place - 
Hourly  exposed  to  death,  with  famine 

And    suffering   under   many   a  perilous 

How  sad  would  be  their  durance,  il  for- 

Of  offices  dispensing  heavenly  grace  I 


D  what  melodious  sounds  at 


;s  pre- 


And,  ever  and  anon,  how  bright  a  gleam 
Pours  on  the  suriace  of  the  turbid  Stream  I 
What   heattfell   fragrance  mingles  with 

Thai  swells  (he  bosom  of  our  passing  sail ! 
Pol  where,  but  on  Ikis  River's  margin, 

blow 
Those  flowers  o(  chivalry,  to  bind  the  brow 
Of  hardihcHid  with  wreaths  that  shall  not 

fail?  — 
Fair  Court  of    Edward !    wonder  of  the 

I  see  a  matchless  blazonry  unfurled 
Of  wisdom,  magnanimity,  and  love; 
And  meekness  tempering  honorable  pride; 
The  lamb  is  couching  by  the  lion's  side, 
And  near  the  flame-eyed  eagle  sits  the 


Furl  we  the  sails,  and  pass  with  tardy  oars 
Through    these    bright    regions,    casting 


Upon  the  dream-like  i 


Their  labors  end;  or  they  return  to  lie. 
The  vow  performed,  in  ctoss-li^ged  effigy. 
Devoutly  stretched  upon   their   chancel 

floors. 
Am   I   deceived?    Or  is   their  requiem 

chanted 
Byvoices  never  mule  when  Heaven  unties 
Her  inmost,  softest,  lenderest  harmonies; 
Requiem  which  Earth  lakes  up  with  voice 

undaunted, 
When  she  would  letl  how  Brave,   and 

Good,  and  Wise, 
For  their  high  guerdon  not  in  vain  have 

panted  t 


As  faith  thus  sanctifieil  the  warrior's  cresl 
While  from  the  Papal  Unity  there  came. 
What  feebler  means  had  failed  to  give. 

Diffused  thto'  all  the  regions  of  ihe  West; 

So  does  her  Unity  its  power  attest 

By  works  of  Art,  that  shed,  on  the  out- 

Of  wotship,  glory  and  grace,  which  who 

shall  blame 
That  ever  looked  to  heaven  for  final  rest  i" 
Hail  countless  Temples  !  that  so  well  befit 
Vour  ministry;  Ihal",  as  ye  ris 
Form,  spirit  and  character  froi 
Give  lo  devotion,  wheresoe'ei 
Pinions  of  high  and  higher  i 

The  unconverted  soul  with  an 


loly  writ, 
.84;.' 


Where  long  and  deeply  hath  been  fixed 


be. 
Put  forth  to 


wither. 


I  many  a  hopeful  shoot ) 
>  bear  celestial  fruit. 

Witness  the  Church  that  ofl-limes,  with 
effect 

Dear  to  the  saints,  strives  earnestly  to 
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Lameoting,  do  nol  hope^ssly  repine. 
When  such  good  work  is  doomed  to  be 

undone, 
The  conquests  losi  Ihat  were  so  hardly 

All  promise's  vouchsaled  by  Heaven  will 

In  light  confirmed  while  yeais  their  course 

shall  run, 
Confiimed  alike  in  progress  and  decline. 


Whete  that  pure  Church  survives,  though 

Open  a  passage  to  the  Romish  sword, 
Far  as   it  dales   to   loUow.      Herbs  self- 

And  fruitage  gathered  (roin  the  chestnut 

Nourish  the  sufferers  then;    and  mists, 
that  brood 
£r  chasms  with  new-fallen  obstacles  be- 

Frotect  them;  and  the  eternal  snow  thai 


Ekoi/ghI  for  see,  with  dim  associalion 
The  tapers   burn;    the  odorous  incens 

feeds 
A  greedy  flame;  Ihe  pompous  mi 

The  Priest  bestows  the  appointed 


And,  while  Ihe  Host  is  raised,  i 


An  awe  and  supernatural  horror  breeds; 
And  all  the  people  bow  their  heads,  like 

To  a  soft  breeze,  in  lowly  adoration. 
This  Valdo  brooks  not.     On  the  banks 

of  Rhone 
He  tai^hl,  till  persecution  chased  him 

To  adore  the  Invisible,  and  Him  alone. 
Nor  are  his  Followersloth  to  seek  defence, 
'Mid  woods  and  wilds,  on  Nature's  cia^y 

throne. 
From  rites  that  trample  upon  soul  and 


But  whence  came  they  who  for  ihe  Sav- 
iour Lord 
Have  long  borne  wilness  as  the  Scriptures 

leach?  — 
Ages  ere  Valdo  raised  his  voice  to  preach 
In  Gallic  ears  the  unadultetale  Word, 
Their  fugitive  Prt^enilors  explored 
Subalpine  vales,  in  quest  of  safe  retreats 


Praisrd  be  the  Rivers,  from  (heir  moun- 
tain springs 
Shouting  to  Freedom,  "  Plant  thy  ban- 
To  harassed  Piety,  "  Dismiss  thy  leai. 
And  in  our  caverns  smooth  thy  ruffled 

Nor  be  unlhanked  their  final  lingerings  — 
Silent,  but  not  to  high-souled  Passion's 

'Mid  reedy  (ens  wide-spread  and  marshes 

Their  own  creation.     Such  glad  welcom- 

ings 
As  Po  was  heard  to  give  where  Venice 

Hailed  from  aloft  those  Heirs  of  Initb 

Who  near  his  fountains  sought  obscure 

Vel  came  prepared  as  glorious  lights  to 

Should  that  be  needed  lor  their  sacred 

Cha^e; 
Blest  Prisoners  They,  whose  spirits  were 

.811.  .855. 


WALDENSBS. 

Those  had  given  earliest  notice 
Springs  from  the   ground   the  r 
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Or  ralher  rose  Ihe  day  (o  antedate, 

By  striking  out  a  solitary  spark, 

When  all  the  world  with  midnight  gloom 

was  dark.— 
Then  followed   the  Waldensian   ban^s, 

whom  Hate 
In  vain  endeavors  to  exterminate. 
Whom   Obloquy   pursues   with    hideous 

Bui  they  desist  not;  — and  the  sacred  fiie, 
Rekindled  thus,   irom  dens  and  savage 

Moves,   handed   on   wilh   never-ceasing 

Through    courts,    through    camps,   o'er 

limitaiy  floods; 
Nor  lacks  this  sea-girt  Isle  a  timely  share 
Of  the  new  Hame,  not  suffered  to  expire. 


ARCHBISHOP 

'*  What  beast  in  wilderness  or  cultured 
field 

"  The  lively  beauty  of  (he  leopard  shows? 

"  What  flower  in  meadow -ground  or  gar- 
den grows 

"  That  to  the  towering  lily  doth  not  yield? 

"  Let  both  meet  only  on  thy  royal  shield  ! 

"  Go  forth,  great  Kingl  claim  what  thy 
birth  bestows; 

"  Conquer  the  Gallic  lily  which  thy  (oes 

"  Dare  to  usurp;  —  Ihou  hast  a  sword  to 

"And  Heaven  will  crown  the  right."  — 

The  mined  Sire 
Thus  spake  —  and  lo!  a  Fleet,  (or  Gaul 

addresl. 
Ploughs  hei  bold  course  across  the  won- 

For,  soolh  to  say,  ambition,  in  the  breast 
Of  youthful  heroes,  is  no  sullen  Are, 
But  one  (hat  leaps  to  meet  the  fanning 


The  Church,  whose  power  hath  recently 

fie  en  checked. 
Whose  monstrous  riches  threatened.     So 

the  shaft 
0(  victory  mounts   high,  and   blood   is 

quafied 
In  fields  that  rival  Cressy  and  Poictiers  — 
Pride  to  be  washed  away  by  tHtter  tears! 
For   deep  as  hell   itself,   the   avet^ir^ 

draught 
0(  civil  slaughter.     Yet,  while  temporal 

Is  by  these   shocks   exhausted,  spiritual 

truth 
Maintains  the  else  endangered  gift  of  life; 
Proceeds  from  infancy  to  lusty  youth; 
And,  under  cover  of  this  woful  strife. 
Gathers  unblighted  strength  from  hour  to 

XVH. 


Oncb  more  the  Church  is  seized  with 

sudden  fear. 
And  at  her  call  is  Wicliffe  disinhumed: 
Yea,  his  dry  bones  lo  ashes  are  consumed 
And  flung  into  the  brook  thai  travels  near; 
Forthwith,    that    ancient    Voice    which 

Streams  can  hear 
Thus  speaks  (that   Voice   which   walks 

upon  the  wind, 
Though  seldom    heard    by  busy   human 

kind)  — 
"  As  thou  these  ashes,  little  Brook  !  wilt 

"  Into  the  Avon,  Avon  to  the  tide 
'■  Of  Severn,  Severn  lo  the  narrow  seas, 
"  Into  main  Ocean  ihey,  this  deed  accurst 
"  An  emblem  yields  to  friends  and  ene- 

"  How  the  bold  Teacher's  Doclrine,  sanc- 
tified 

"  By  truth,  shall  spread,  throughout  (he 
world  dispersed." 


'  WoB  to  jrou.  Prelates '.  rioting  in  ease 
'And  cumbrous  wealth^ the  shame  of 
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"  Vou,  on  whose  progress  daziling  trains 

"Of  pompous  horses;  whom  vain  titles 

"  Who  win  be  served  by  others  on  their 

"  Yet  will  yourselves  to  God  no  service 

pay; 
"  Pastors  who  neither  lake  nor  point  the 

"  To  Heaven;  ior,  either  lost  in  vanities 
"  Yeliaye  no  skill  to  leach,  or  ii  ye  know 
"  And  speak  the  word— "    Alas  !  of  fear- 

iul  things 
T  is  the  most  fearful  when  the  people's 

Abuse  hath  cleared  from  vain  im^nings; 
And  taught  the  general  voice  to  prophesy 
Of  Justice  aimed,  and  Pride  to  be  laid  low. 


s  Penan 


■  with  her  knotted 


MoitificBtion  with  the  shirt  of  hair, 
Wan  cheek,  and  knees  indurated  with 

prayer, 
Vigils,  and  fastings  rigorous  as  long; 
If  cloistered  Avarice  scruple  not  to  wrong 
The  pious,  humble,  useful  Secular, 
And  rob  the  people  of  his  daily  care, 
Scorning    that   world    whose   blindness 

Inversion  strange !   that,  unto  One  who 

lives 
Forself,  and  struggles  with  himself  alone. 
The   amplest   share   of    heavenly   favor 

That  to  a  Monk  allots,  both  in  the  esteem 
Ol God  and  man,  place  higher  than  to  him 
Who  on  the  good  of  others  builds  his  own  1 


VOLUPTUOUSN  BSS . 

Ybt  more,  —  round  many  a  Convent's 

bladng  fire 
Unhallowed  threads  oi  revelry  are  spun; 


Pours  out  his  choicest  beverage  high  and 

higher 
Sparkling,  until  it  cannot  choose  but  run 
Over  the  bowl,  whose  silver  lip  hath  won 
An  instant  kiss  of  masterful  desire  — 
To  stay  the  precious  waste.     Through 

every  brain 
The  domination  ot  the  sprightly  juice 
Spreads  high  conceits  to  madding  Fancy 

Till  the  arched  roof,  with  resolute  abuse 
0(  its  grave  echoes,  swells  a  choral  strain. 
Whose  votive  burthen  is  —  "Our  king- 


Thrrats  come  which  no  submission  may 

assuage. 
No  sacrifice  avert,  no  power  dispute; 
The  tapers  shall  be  quenched,  the  belfries 

And,  'mid  their  choirs  unroofed  by  sellish 


frui 

And  the  green  liiard  and  the  gilded  newt 
Lead  unmolested  lives,  and  die  of  age.' 
Tlie  owl  of  evening  and  the  woodland  fox 
For  their  abode  the  shrines  of  Waltham 

choose : 
Proud  Glastonbury  can  no  more  refuse 
To  sloop  her  head  before  these  desperate 

shocks  — 
She  whose  high  pomp  displaced,  as  Story 

tells, 
Aiimathean  Joseph's  wattled  cells. 


THB   SAME   SUBJBCT. 

The  lovely  Nun  (submissive,  but  more 

Through  saintly  habit  than  from  effort  due  . 
>  Sm  Ndu. 
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To  unrelenting  mandates  that  puisue 
With  equal  wrath  the  steps  oi  strong  and 

Goes  forth — unveiling  timidly  a.  cheek 
Suffused  with  blushes  of  celestial  hue, 
While  through  the  Convent's  gale  to  open 

Softly  she  glides,  another  home  lo  seek. 
Not  Iris,  issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine. 
An  Apparition  more  divinely  bright ! 
Not  more  attractive  to  the  dazzled  sight 
Those  watery  glories,  on  the  stormy  brine 
Poured  lortli,  while  summer  suns  at  dis- 
tance shine, 
And  the  green  vales  lie  hushed  in  sober 
light. 


glee 

The  warrant  hail,  enuUing  to  be  free; 
Uke  ships  before  whose  keeU,  full  long 

In  polar  Jce,  propitious  winds  have  made 
Unlooked.for  outlet  to  an  open  sea. 
Their  liquid  world,  for  liold  discovery. 
In  all  her  quarters  temptingly  displayed ! 
Hope  guides  the  young;  but  when  the  old 

The  threshold,  whither  shall  they  turn  to 

find 
The  hospitality  — the  alms  (alas! 
.Alms  may  be  needed)  which  that  House 

Ijeslowed  ? 
Can  they,  in  faith  and  worship,  train  the 

To  keep  this  new  and  questionable  load? 


Angeli 


I,  most  fly  before  a  chasing  hand, 
and    Saints,    in    every    hamlet 


Ah  1  if  the  old  idolatry  be  spurned. 

Let  not  your  radiant  Shapes  desert  the 


hea 

And  therefore  are  ye  summoned  to  depart, 
Michael,  and  thou,   St.  Georgi;,  whose 

flaming  iH-and 
The  Dragon  quelled;  and  valiant  Mai^arel 
Whose  rival  sword  a  like  Opponent  slew ; 
And  rapt  Cecilia  seraph -haunted  Queen 
Of  harmony;  and  weeping  Magdalene, 
Who  in  the  penitential  desert  met 
Gales  sweel  as  those  that  over  Eden  blew  ! 


Mother  !  whose  virgin  bosom  was  uncroal 
With  the  least  shade  o{  thought  lo  sin 

allied: 
Woman  '.  a.bove  all  women  glorified, 
Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast; 
Purer  than  foam  on  central  ocean  tost; 
Brighter  than  eastern  skies  at  daybreak 

With  fancied  roses,  than  the  unblemished 


me,  I 

might 


TTiy  Image  falls  to  earth.     Vet  s< 


Not  unforgiven  the  suppliai 

bend, 

As  to  a  visible  Power,  in  which  did  blend 
All  thai  was  mixed  and  reconciled  in  Thee 
Of  mother's  love  with  maiden  purity. 
Of  high  with  low,  celestial  with  terrene! 


Not  utterly  unworthy  to  endure 
Was  the  supremacy  of  crafty  Rome; 
Age  alter  age  to  the  arch  of  Christendom 
Aerial  keystone  haughtily  secure; 
Supremacyfrom  Heaven  transmitted  pure. 
As  many  hold;  and,  therefore,  to  the  tomb 
Pass,  some  through  fire — and  by  (he  Scaf- 
fold some  — 
Like  saintly  Fisher,  and  unbending  More. 
"  Lightly  loE  both  the  bosom's  lord  did  sit 
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"Upon  his  throne;"  onsoftened,  nndis- 

Byaughl  that  mingledwiththetragic  scene 
Of  pity  Ot  fear:  and  More's  gay  genius 

played 
Willi  liie  inoffensive  sword ol  native  wit, 
Than  the  bare  aie  more  luminous  and 

keen. 


Deep  is  tlie  lamentation  !     Not  alone 
From  Sages  Justly  honored  by  mankind; 
But  from  the  ghostly  tenants  ol  the  wind, 
Demons  and  Spirits,  many  a   dolorous 

groan 
Issues  tot  thai  dominion  overthrown  : 
Proud  Tiber  grieves,  and  far-off  Ganges, 

blind 
As  his  own  worshippers:  and  Nile,  re- 

Upon  his   monstrous  urn,  the   farewell 


Renews.      Through  every  forest,  cave, 

and  den, 
Where  frauds  were  hatched  of  old,  bath 

Hangs  o'er  the  Arabian  Prophet's  native 

Waste, 
Where  once   his  airy  helpers   schemed 

and  planned 
'Mid  spectral   lakes   bemocking   thirsty 

And  stalking  pillars  built  of  fiery  sand. 


RBFLECTIONS. 


away. 

And  goodly   fruitage   with  the   mother 

spray; 
'T  were  madness  —  wished  we,  therefore, 

to  detain, 
With  hands  stretched  forth  in  mollified 

disdain, 
Tlie  "trumpery"  that  ascends  in  bare 

display  — 


Bulls,  pardons,  relics,  cowls  black,  white, 

and  gray  — 
Upwhirled,  and  flying  o'er  the  ethereal 

piiiii 

Fast  bound  for  Limlx>  Lake.     And  yet 

But  habit  rules  the  unreliecting  herd. 
And  airy  bonds  are  hardest  to  disown  -, 
Hence,   with    the   spiritual   sovereignty 

transferred 
Unto  itself,  the  Crown  assumes  a  voice 
Of  reckless  mastery,  hither 


But,  to  outweigh  all  harm,  the  sacred 

Book, 
In  dusty  sequestration  itrapt  loo  long. 
Assumes  theaccents  of  our  native  tongue; 
And  he  who  guides  the  plough,  or  wields 

the  ciook. 
With  understanding  spirit  now  may  look 
Upon  her  records,  listen  to  her  song. 
And   sift    her   laws  —  much   wondering 

that  the  wrong. 
Which  Faith  has  suffered.  Heaven  could 

calmly  brook. 
Transcendent  t>oon  I  noblest  that  earthly 

Ever  bestowed  to  equalize  and  bless 
Under  the  weight  of  mortal  wretchedness ! 
But  passions  spread   like   plagues,   and 

thousands  wild 
With  bigotry  shall  tread  the  Offering 
Beneath  their  feet,  detested  and  de^ed. 


Than  that  the  Soul,  freed  from  the  bonds 

of  Sense, 
And  to  her  God  restored  by  evidence 
Of   things   not  seen,  drawn  forth  from 

Root  there,  and  not  in  forms,  her  hoU' 
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For  Failh,  which 

dispense 
Sure  guidance,  ere 
Was    needful    roui 


>  ihe  Patriarchs  did 


lonial  fence 
(hirst  ing   lo 
tran^tess ;  — 
For  Failh,  more  perfect  slill,  with  which 

the  Lord 
Of  all.  himself  a.  Spirit,  in  the  yonlh 
Of  Christian  aspiration,  deigned  to  fill 
The  temples  o(  iheir  hearts  who,  with 
his  word 


EDWARD   VI. 

"SwBET  is  the  holiness  of  Youth"  — 

so  felt 
Time-honored  Chaucer  speaking  through 

thai  Lay 
By  which  the  Prioress  beguiled  the  way. 
And  many  a  Pilgrim's  rugged  heart  did 

Hadst  thou,    loved    Bard  1  whose    spirit 

often  dwelt 
In  the  clear  land  of  vision,  but  foreseen 
King,  child,  and  seraph,  blended  ii 


the 

Of  pious  Edward  kneeling  as  he  knelt 
In  meelt  and  simple  infancy,  what  joy 
For  universal  Christendom  had  thrilled 
Thy   heart  1   what    hopes    inspired    ihy 

genius,  skilled 
(O   great   Precursor,   genuine    morning 

S(ai) 
The  lucid  shafts  of  reason  lo  employ. 
Piercing  the  Papal  darkness  from  afar  t 


EDWARD   SIGNING   T 


The  tears  of  man  in  various  mea 
From  various  sources;  gently  o' 
From    blissful    transport    somi 


Of  infant  passion,  scarcely  dare  lo  show 

Their  pearly  lustre  —  coming  but  to  goj 
And  some  break  forth  when  others'  sor- 

The  sympathiiing  heart.     Nor  these,  nor 

The  noblest  drops  lo  admiration  known. 
To  gratitude,  lo  injuries  forgiven  — 
Claim  Heaven's  regard  like  waters  that 

The  innocent  eyes  of  youthful  Monarchs 

Topenlhe  mandates,  nature  doth  disown. 


The  saintly  Youth  has  ceased  to  rule, 

discrowned 
By  unrelenting  Death.     O  People  keen 
For   change,    lo    whom    the  new    looks 


Their  (jods  of  wood  and  slone;  and,  al 

Ihe  sound 
Of  counleT-proclaniBtion,  now  are  seen, 
(Proud  triumph  is  il  forasullen  QueenI) 
Lifting  them  up,  the  worship  to  confound 
01  the  Most  High.  Again  do  they  invoke 
The  Creature,  lo  the  Creature  glory  gives 
Again  wilh  frankincense  Ihe  altars  smoke 
Like  those  the  Heathen  served;  and  mass 

is  sung; 
And  prayer,  man's  rational  prert^alive. 
Runs  through  blind  channels  of  an  un- 
known tongue. 


How  fast  the  Marian  death-list  is  un- 
rolled ! 

See  Latimer  and  Ridley  in  the  might 

Of  Faith  stand  coupled  for  a  common 
flight ! 

One  (like  those  prophets  whom  God 
senl  of  old) 

Transfigured,'  from  this  kindling  hath 
foretold 
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A  torch  ot  incKlinguishable  lighl; 
The  Other  gains  a  confidence  aa  bold; 
And  thus  they  foil  iheit  enemy's  despite. 
The  penal  inslrument5,lhe  shows ol  cr[me. 
Are  glorified  while  this  once-milred  pair 
Of    saintly   Friends    the    "  murtheret's 

chain  partake, 
Corded,  and  burning  at  the  social  stake : " 
Earth  never  witnessed  object  more  sub- 
In  constancy,  in  fellowship  more  fair  '. 


Outstretching  flameward  his  upbraided 

hand 
(0  God  of  mercy,  may  no  earthly  Seat 
Of  judgment  such    presumptuous   doom 

Amid  the  shuddering  throng  doth  Cran- 

mer  stand; 
Firm  as  the  stake  to  which  with  iron  band 
His  frame  is  tied;  firm  from  the  naked 

feet 
To  the  bare  head.     The  victory  is  com- 

The  shrouded  Body  to  the  Soul's  corn- 
Answers  with  more  than  Indian  fortitude. 
Through  all  her  nerves  with  liner  sense 

endued, 
"nil  breath  departs  in  blissful  aspiration; 
Then,  'mid  the  ghastly  ruins  of  the  tire. 
Behold  the  unalterable  heart  entire, 
Emblem  of  faith  untouched,  miraculous 

attestation! ' 


s  Martyrs,  from  your  fields 


Which  few  can  hold  committed  to  a  light 
That  shows,  ev'n  on  its  better  side,  the 

Ot  proud  Sell-will,  Rapacity,  and  Lust, 
'Mid  clouds  enveloped  of  polemic  dust. 
Which  showers  ol  blood  seem  rather  to 

Than  to  allay.  Anathemas  are  hurled 
From  both  sides  1  veteran  thunders  (the 

Ol  truth)  are  met  by  tulminalions  new  — 
Tartarean  flags  are  caught  at,  and  un- 


pursue  — 
And  Victory  sickens,  ignorant  where  1 


ENGLISH   REFORMERS   IN   EK1LB. 

SCATTBBINO,    like    birds    escaped    the 

lowler's  net. 
Some  seek  with  timely  flight  a  loreign 


Their  Country's  woes.      But  scarcelyhave 

Partners  in  faith,  and  brothers  in  distress. 
Free  to  pour  lorth  their  common  thank- 
fulness, 
Ere  hope  declines;  —  their  union  is  beset 
With  speculative  notions  rashly  sown. 
Whence    thickly -sprouting     growth    of 

poisonous  weeds; 
Their  forms  are  broken  staves ;  their  pas- 

That  master  them.  How  enviably  blest 
Is  he  who  can,  by  help  ot  grace,  enthrone 
The  peace  of  God  within  his  single  breast ! 
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All  hail,  sage  Lady,  whom  a  grateful  Isle 
Hath  blesl,  respiring  (lom  thai  dismal  war 
Stilled  by  thy  voice !     But  quickly  liom 

afar 
Defiance  breathes  with  more  malignant 

Andalienslorms  with  home-bred  ferments 


Unhurt  by  violence,  (torn  menaced  Is 
Emerging    pure,    and    seemingly    n 

Ah !    wherefore   yields  it  to  a  foul  t 


.  as  the  clouds  its  beams 

while  shone, 
•.n  and  angels  blest ,  the  glorious  light  ? 


BHINBNT  RRFORMBRS. 


Mbtkinks  that  I  could  trip  o'er  heaviest 
Light  as  a  buoyant  bark  from  wave  to 

Were   mine  the  trusty  staff  that  JBWEL 

gave 
To  youlhtui  HooKKR,  in  familiar  style 
Thegift  exalting, and  with  playful  smile; ' 
Forlhus  equipped,  and  bearing  on  his  head 
TheDonor'sfarewellblessingpCanhedread 
Tempest,  or  length  of  way,  or  weight  of 

toilP  — 
Mor 


sweet  than  odors  caught  by  him 

who  sails 

Near  spicy  shores  of  Aiaby  the  blest, 
A  thousand  times  more  exquisitely  sweet, 
Thefreightof  holy  feeling  which  we  meet, 
Inthoughtfulmomenls.wafted  by  the  gales 
From  fields  where  good  men  walk,  or 

bowers  wherein  they  rest. 


Holy  and  heavenly  Spirits  as  they  are. 
Spotless  in  life,  and  eloquent  as  wise, 
With  what  entire  affection  do  they  prize 


Their   Church  reformed!   laboring  with 


In  their  alHiclions  a  divine  retreat; 
Source  of  their  liveliest  hope,  and  tender- 

■    est  prayer'  — 
The  truth  exploring  with  an  equal  mind, 
In  doctrine   and   communion   tbey  have 

sought 
Firmly  bet  ween  the  twoextremes  to  steer; 


Men,   who  have   ceased   to  reverence, 

soon  defy, 
Their  forefathers;  lo !  sects  are  formed, 

and  split 
With  morbid  restlessness;— the  ecstatic  fit 
Spreads  wide;  though  special  mysteries 

multiply, 
Tic  Saints  musi govern,  is  their  ct 


Beneath  the  roof  of  settled  Modesty. 
The  Romanist  exuhs;  fresh  hope  he  draws 
From  the  confusion,  craftily  incites 
The  overweening,  personates  the  mad  —  ' 
To  heap  disgust  upon  the  worthier  Cause; 
Totters  the  Throne;  the  new-born  Church 

For  every  wave  against  her  peai:e  unites. 
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Aghast  within  its  gloomy  cavity 

Thai  eye  (which  sees  as  if  fulfil  led  and  done 

Crimes  that  might  stop  the  motion  of  (he 

Beholds  the  horrible  catastrophe 
Of  an  assembled  Senate  unredeemed 
From  subterraneous  Treason's  darkling 

Merciless  act  of  sairow  infinite  \ 

Worse  than  (he  produc(  of  that  dismal 

When  gushing,  copious  as  a  ihunder- 

The  blood  ot   Huguenots  through  Paris 
streamed. 


RHINE   NEAR   SCHAFFHAUSBN. 
The  Virgin   Mountain,'  wearing    like  a 

Queen 
A  brilliant  crown  of  everlasting  snow, 
Sheds  ruin  from  her  sides;  and  men  below 
Wonder  that  aught  of  aspect  so  serene 
Can  link  with  desolation.     Smooth  and 

green, 
And  seeming,  at  a  little  distance,  slow. 
The  waters  of  the  Rhine;  but  on  they  go 
Fretting  and  whitening,  keener  and  more 

mi  madness  seizes  on  the  whole  wide 

Flood, 
Turned  to  a  tearful  Thing  whose  nostrils 

breathe  ^ 

Blasts  of  tempestuous  smoke  —  wherewith 

he  tries 
To  hide  himself,  but  only  magnifies; 
And  doth  in  more  conspicuous  torment 

Deafening  the  region  in  his  ireful  mood. 
iSii.  .ill. 

TROUBLES  OF  CHARLES   THE   FIRST. 

Even  such  the  contrast  that,  where'er  we 


Then,  like  the  mouolain,  thundering  from 

Against  the  ancient  pine-trees  of  the  grove 
And  the  Land's  humblest  comforts.   Now 

her  mood 
Recalls  the  transformation  of  the  flood. 
Whose  rage  the  gentle  skies  in  vain  re- 
prove; 
Earth  cannot  check.  O  terrible  excess 
Of  headstrong  will !  Can  this  be  Piely  ? 
No  —  some  fierce  Maniac  hath  usurped 

And  scourges  England  stru^ling  to  be 

Her  peace  destroyed  '.  her  hopes  a  wilder- 


Prejudgbd  by   foes  determined  not  to 

An  old  weak  Man  for  vengeance  thrown 

Laud,  "  in  the  painful  art  of  dying  "  tried, 
(Uke  a  poor  bird  entangled  in  a  snare 
Whose   heart   still    flutters,   though   his 

wings  forbear 
To  3lir  in  usel.ess  struggle)  hath  relied 
On  hope  that  conscious  innocence  sup- 

And  in  his  prison  breathes  celestial  air. 
Why  tarries  then  Ihy chariot?  Wheiefote 

O  Death  1  the  ensanguined  yet  triumphant 

Which  thou  prepar'st,  full  often,  to  con- 

(What  time  a  Slate  with  madding  faction 

reels) 
The  Sainf  or  Patriot  to  the  world  that  heals 
All  wounds,  all  perturbations  doth  allay? 


boldest  string. 
The  faintest  note  to  echo  which  the  blast 
■  See  Not*. 
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Caughl   from  the  hand  ot  Moses  as  it 
O'er  Sinai's  lop,  or  from  the  Shepherd- 
Early  awake,  by  Siloa's  brook,  to  sing 
Of  dread  Jehovah;  then,  should  wood  and 

Hear  also  ol  that  name,  and  mercy  cast 
Oft  to  ihe  mountains,  like  a  covering 
Of  which  the  Lord  was  weary.     Weep, 

ohi  weep, 
Weep  with  the  good,  beholding  King  and 

Priest 
Despised  by  that  sternGod  to  whom  they 

Their  suppliant  hands;    bill  holy  is  the 


daughter,  an 

passed 

represented. 

The 

middle  ro^ 

leadinK 

nOras 

aide:  il  wag  begun  a 

U=l  house  ollh 

vale,  and  fini 

he4,-. 

as  il  now  slaod 

before  I  cam 

Rydil 

1  wiih  I  could 

lay  the  saro 

of  the 

quently  retouched  in  the  cou 

«  of  o 

KiMIion, 

and.  not  a  few. 

I  hare  only  tu 

rtberloobser 

«thal 

Church  which 

prompted   these    S 

erected  on   Col 

-ortoo  Moor 

oward 

uspanshbeh 

veenth 

miles  from  As 

by^le.la-Zou 

h,  on 

road  to 

and  has  pn 

ved,  I 

gmi  benefit  to 

I  SAW  the  figure  of  a  lovely  Maid 
Seated  alone  beneath  a  darksome  tree. 
Whose  fondly-overhanging  canopy 
Set  off  her  brightness  with  a.   pleasing 

No  Spirit  was  she;  /:4af  my  heart  betrayed, 
For  she  was  one  I  loved  exceedingly; 
But  while  I  gaied  in  tender  reverie 


(Or   was  it  sleep  that  with  my  Fancy 

played?) 
The  blight  corporeal  presence  —  form  and 

Remaining  still  distinct  grew  thin   and 

Dke  sunny  mist;  — at  length  the  golden 

Shape,    limbs,    and    heavenly    features, 

keeping  pace 
Each  with  the  other  in  a  lingering  race 
Of  dissolution,  melted  into  air. 


Last 

spake 

o   my  Soul,   and   sadness   which 

Yet,  my  beloved  Country !    I  partake 
Of  kindred  agitations  for  thy  sake; 
Thou,   loo,   dost  visit  oft  my  midnight 

Thy  glory  meets  me  with  the  earliest  beam 
Of   light,  which  lells   that   Morning  is 

awake. 
If  aught  impair  thy  beauty  or  destroy, 
Or  but  iorebode  destruction,  I  deplore 
With  filial  love  the  sad  vicissitude; 
If  (hou  hast  fallen,  and  tlghteous  Heaven 

The   prostrate,    then   my  spring-time  is 

renewed. 
And  sorrow  bartered  for  exceeding  joy. 


Who  comes  —  with  rapture  greeted,  and 

With  frantic  love  —  his  kingdom  to  re- 
gain? 
Him  Virtue's  Nurse,  Adversity,  in  vain 
Received,  and  fostered  in  her  iron  breast : 
For  all  she  taught  of  hardiestandof  best, 
Or  would  have  taught,  by  discipline  of 
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And  long  privation,  now  dissolves  amain, 
Ot  is  remembered  only  to  give  lest 
To  wantonness.  —  Away,  Qrcean  revels ! 
But  fot  what  gain?  ii  England  soon  muat 

Into  a  gull  which  all  distinction  levels  — 
'fhat  bigolty  may  swallow  the  good  name, 
And,  with  that  draught,  the  lile-blood; 

misery,  shame, 
By  Poets  loathed;  from  which  Historians 

shrink  I 


Yet  Truth  is  keenly  sought  lor,  and  ihe 

Charged  with  rich  words  poured  out  in 
thought's  defence; 

Whether  the  Church  inspire  thai  elo- 
quence, 

Or  a  Platonic  Piety  confined 

To  the  sole  (emple  of  the  inward  mind; 

And  One  there  is  who  builds  immortal 

Though  doomed  to  (read  in  solitary  ways, 
Darkness  before  and  danger's  voice  be- 
Yet  not  alone,  nor  helpless  to  tepel 
Sad  thoughts;  tor  from  above  the  starry 

Come  secrets,  whispered  nightly  to  his 

And  the  pure  spirit  of  celestial  light 
Shines  through  his  soul  — -"  that  he  may 

see  and  tell 
Of  things  invbible  to  mortal  sight." 


There  are  no  colors  in  the  fairest  sky 
So  fair  as  these.     The  feather,   whence 

Was  shaped  that  traced  the  lives  of  these 

good  mon, 
Dropped   from  an  Angel's  wing,     With 

moistened  eye 
We  read  of  failh  and  purest  charity 
In  Statesman,  Priesl,  arid  humble  Citizen : 


die! 
Methinks  theii  very  names  shine  still  and 

Apart  —  like  glow-worms  on  a  summer 

night; 
Or  lonely  tapers  when  from  far  they  fling 
A  guiding  ray;    or  seen  —  like  stars  on 

high, 
Satellites  burning  in  a  lucid  ring 
Around  meek  Walton's  heavenly  memory. 


Nor  shall  the  eternal  roll  of  praise  reject 
Those  Unconforming;  whom  one  rigorous 

d.y 
Drives  from  their  Cures,  a  voluntary  prey 
To  poverty,  and  grief,  and  disrespect. 
And  some  to  want  —  as  if  by  tempests 

On  a  wild  coast  how  destitute !  did  They 
Feel  not  that  Conscience  never  can  betray, 
That  peace  of  mind  is  Virtue's  sure  effect. 
Their  altars  they  forego,  their  homes  they 

Fields  which  they  love,  and  paths  they 
daily  trod. 

And  cast  the  future  upon  Providence; 

As  men  the  dictate  of  whose  inward  sense 

Outweighs  the  world;  whom  sell-deceiv- 
ing wit 

Lures  not  from  what  they  deem  the  cause 
of  God. 


PERSECUTION   C 


When  Alpine  Vales  threw  forth  a  sup- 
pliant cry. 
The  Majesty  of  England  interposed 
And   the   sword  slopped;   the  bleeding 

wounds  were  closed; 
And  Faith  preserved  bet  ancient  purity. 
How  little  boots  that  precedent  oi  good. 
Scorned  or  foi^otten,  Tlioa  canst  testify. 
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For  England's  shame,  O  Sister  Realm  I 

from  wood, 
Mountain,  and  moor,  and  ciowded  street, 

where  lie 
The  headless  mailyis  of  the  Covenant, 
Slain  by  Compatriot-protestanis  thai  draw 
From  councils  senseless  as  intolerant 
Tbeir  warrant.   Bodies  fall  by  wild  sword- 
law; 
But  who  would  force  the  Soul,  lilts  wilh  a 

Against  a  Champion  cased  in  adamant. 


A  voiCB,  from  long-ex  peeling  (housands 

sent. 
Shatters  the  air,  and  troubles  lower  and 

spire; 
(or  Justice  ha(h  absolved  the  innocent. 
And  Tyranny  is  balked  ol  her  desire : 
Up,  down,  the  busy  Thames — rapid  as 

Coursing  a  train  of  gunpowder  —  il  went. 
And  liansport  finds  in  every  slreet  a  vent. 
Till  the  whole  City  tings  like  one  vast 

The  Fathers  urge  the  PeopJe  to  be  still, 
Wilh   outstretched   hands    and    earnest 

Yea,  many,  haply  wont  it 
Small  reverence  foe  the  m 
And  to  Religion's  self  no 
A  Prelate's  blessing  askoc 


Calm  as  an  under  K^utrent,  strong  to  draw 
Millions  ol  waves  into  itself,  and  run. 
From  sea  to  sea,  impervious  to  (he  sDn 
And  ploughing  storm,  the  spirit  of  Nassau 
Swerves  not,  (how blest  if  1^  religious  awe 
Swayed,  and  thereby  enabled  to  contend 
With  the  wide  world' 


The  Hero  comes  to  liberate,  not  defy; 
And,  while  he  marches  on  wilh  steadfast 

Conqueror  beloved  1  expected  anxiously  ! 
The  vacillating  Bondman  of  the  Pope 
Shrinks  from  the  verdict  of  his  steadfast 
eye; 


How,  like  a  Roman,  Sidney  bowed  his 

head. 
And  Russel's  milder  blood  the  scaffold 


bred. 

And  claims  from  other  worlds  inspirited 
The  star  of  Liberty  to  rise.     Nor  yet 
(Grave  this  wilhin  thy  heart  I)  i(  spiritual 

Be  lost,  through  apathy,  or  scorn,  or  fear, 
Shalt  thou  thy  humbler  franchises  support, 
However  hardly  won  or  justly  deart 
What  came  (rom  heaven  to  heaven  by 

nature  clings. 
And,  if  dissevered  thence,  its  course   is 


the 


A  SUDPBN  conflict  rises  from  the  swell 
Oi  a  proud  slavery  met  by  tenets  straine< 
In  Liberty's  behalf.  Fears,  true  or  feigned. 
Spread  through  all         '  ■   ■    -      ■ 

Sentinel 

Who  loudest  rang  his  pulpit  'larum  belt. 
Stands  at  the  Bar,  absolved  by  female 

eyes 


Against  her  ancient  virtue.     Hi<;h  a 
Watchwords  ol  Party,  on  all  tongues  i 
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As  if  a  Church,  Chough  sprung  from  hea- 


Tooppositesand  fierce  extremes  her  lite, — 
Not  to  the  golden  mean,  and  quiet  flow 
Of  truths  Ihal  soften  hatred,  temper  sitite. 


Down  a  swift  Stream,  thus  far,  a  bold 

Have  we  pursued,  with  livelier  stirol  heart 
Than  his  who  sees,  borne  lorward  by  the 

Rhitie, 
The   living   landscapes   greet   him,   and 

Sees  spires  fast  sinking — up  again  to  start ! 
And  strives  the  towers  to  number,  that 

O'ei  the  dark  steeps,  or  on  the  horiion 

Striding   with   shattered  crests  bis  e;e 

athwart. 
So  have  we  hurried  on  with  troubled  pleas- 

Henceforih,  as  on  the  bosom  o(  a  stream 
That  slackens,  and  spreads  wide  a  waleiy 

gleam, 
We,  nothing  loth  a  lingering  course  to 

May  gather  up  our  thoughts,  a.nd  mark  at 

How  widely  spread  the  interests  of  our 


Well  woithy  to  be  magniHed  are  they 
Who,   with  sad   hearts,   of   friends  and 

A  last  farewell,  their  loved  abodes  lorsook. 
And   hallowed  ground   in  which    their 

fathers  lay; 
Then  to  the  new-found  World  explored 

That  so  a  Church,  unforced,  uncalled  to 

Ritual  restraints,  within  some  sheltering 


addrd  ij 


Her-Loid  might  worship  and  his  word  obey 
In  freedom.     Men  they  were  who  could 

Blest  Pilgrims,  surely,  as  they  took  for 

guide 
A  will  by  sovereign  Conscience  sanctified; 
Blest  while  their  Spirits  from  the  woods 

Along  a  Galaxy  that  knows  no  end. 
But  in  His  glory  who  for  Sinners  died. 


.    CONTIMUED. 


But  not  to  them  had  Providence  foreshown 
What  benefits  are  missed,  what  evils  bred. 
Id  worship  neither  raised  nor  limited 
Save  by  Self-will.    Lol  from  thai  distant 

For  Rile  and  Ordinance,  Piety  is  led 
Back  to  the  Land  whose  Pilgrims  left  of 

Led  by  her  own  (ree  choice.     So  Truth 

By  Conscience  governed  do  their  steps 

Fathers  1  your  Virtues,  such  the  power  of 

Their  spirit,  in  your  Children,  thus  ap- 

Transcendentover  time ,  unbound  by  place. 
Concord  and  Charily  in  circles  move. 

181..  .84S. 


Patriots  informed  with  Apostolic  light 
Were  they,  who,  when  their  Country  had 

been  (reed. 
Bowing  with  reverence   to  the   ancient 

Fixed  on  the  frame  ot  England's  Church 

their  sight, 
And  strove  in  filial  love  to  reunite 
What  force  had  severed.    Thence  Ihey 

fetched  the  seed 
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Of  Chiislian  unily,  and  woo  a  meed 
Of  praise   Irom  Heaven.    To  Thee,  O 

saintly  Whitb, 
Patriarch  of  a  wide -spreading  family, 
Remotest  lands  and  unborn  limes  stiall 


>r  build  - 


Whether  they  would 

Thee, 
As  one  who  rightly  (aught  how  leil  should 

As  one  who  drew  from  out  Faith's  holiest 

The  purest  stream  o(  patient  Energy. 


Bishops  and  Priests,  blessid  are  ye.  i( 

(As  yours  above  all  offices  is  high) 
Deep  in  your  hearts  the  sense  ol  duty  lie; 
Charged  as  ye  are  by  Christ  to  feed  and 

From  wolves  your  portion  of  his  chosen 

Laboring  as  ever  in  your  Master's  sight, 
Malting  your  hardest  task  your  best  de- 

What  perfect  glory  ye  in  Heaven  shall 

But,  in  the  solemn  Office  which  ye  sought 
And  undertook  premonished,  if  unsound 
Your  practice  prove,  faithless  though  but 

in  thought. 
Bishops  and  Priests,  think  what  a  gull 

profound 
Awaits  you  then,  if  they  were   rightly 

Who  (ramed  the  Ordinance  by  your  lives 


.845- 


As  star  that  shines  dependent  upon  star 
Is  to  the  sky  while  we  look  np  and  love: 
As  to  the  deep  fair  ships  which  though 

they  move 
Seem  fixed,  to  eyes  that  watch  them  from 


As  to  the  sandy  desi 


I  fount; 


With  palm-groves  shaded  at  wide  inter- 

Whose  fruit  around  the  sun-burnt  Native 

falls 
0(  roving  tired  or  desultory  war  — 
Such  to  this   British    Isle  her  christian 

Each  linked  to  each  for  kindred  services; 
Her  Spires,  her  Steeple -towers  with  glit- 

Far-kenned,  her  Chapels  lurking  among 


A  GENIAL  hearth,  a  hospitable  board. 

And  a  refined  rusticity,  belong 

To  the  neat  mansion,'  where,  his  flock 
among, 

The  learned  Pastor  dwells,  their  watch- 
ful Lord. 

Though  meek  and  patient  as  a  sheathid 

Though  pride's  least  lurking  thought  ap- 
pear a  wrong 
To  human  kind;  though  peace  be  on  his 

toi^e. 
Gentleness  inhisheart  — can  earth  afford 
Such  genuine  slate,  pre-eminence  so  free. 
As  when,  arrayed  in  Chgst's  authority. 
He  from  the  pulpit  lifts  his  awful  hand; 
Conjures,  implores,  and  labors  all  he  can 
For  te-subjecling  to  divine  command 
The  stubborn  spirit  of  rebellious  man  ? 


Yes,  ii  the  intensities  of  hope  and  fear 
Attract  us  still,  and  passionate  exercise 
Of  lofty  thoughts,  the  way  before  us  lies 
Distinct  with  signs,  through  which  in  set 

As  through  a  lodiac,  moves  the  ritual  yeir 
Oi  England's  Church;  stupendous  mys- 
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Which  whoso  travels  in  her  bosom  eyes. 
As   he   approaches   (hem,   with   solemn 

Upon  that  circle  traced  from  sacrec  story 
We  only  dare  to  cast  a  transient  glance, 
Trusting  in  hope  that  Others  may  advance 
With  mind  intent  upon  the  King  of  Glory, 
From  his  mild  advent  till  his  • 
Shall  dissipate  the  seas  ant 


Dear  be  the  Church,  that,  watching  o'er 

the  needs 
Of  Infancy,  provides  a  timely  shower 
Whose  virtue  changes  to  a  christian  Flower 
A  Growth  from  sinful  Nature's  lied  of 

weeds'  — 
Fitliest  beneath  the  sacred  tool  proceeds 
The  ministration;  while  parental  Love 
Looks  on,  and  Grace   descendeth   from 


As  the  high  service  pledges  now,   now 

There,  should  vain  thoughts  outspread 

theii  wings  and  f9y 
To  meet  the  coming  hours  of  festal  mirth. 
The  tombs  — which  hear  and  answer  that 

The  Infant's  notice  of  his  second  birth  — 
Recall  the  wandering  Soul  to  sympathy 
With  what  man  hopes  from  Heaven,  yet 
tears  from  Earth. 


Be  duly  mindful:  still  more  sensitive 
Do  Thou,  in  truth  a  second  Mother,  strive 
Against  disheartening  custom,   that   by 

Watched,  and  with  love  and  pious  industry 


Tended  at  need,  the  adopted  Plant  may 

For  everlasting  bloom.     Benign  and  pare 
This  Ordinance,  whether  loss  it  would 

supply. 
Prevent  omission,  help  deficiency, 
Or  seek  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure. 
Shame,  il  the  consecrated  Vow  be  found 
An  idle  (orin,  the  Word  an  empty  sound  ' 


Each  with  a  vernal  posy  at  his  breast, 
We  stood,  a  trembling,  earnest  Oimpany  ! 
With  low  soft  murmur,  like  a  distant  bee. 
Some  spake,  by  thoi^bt>perplexing  fears 

betrayed; 
And  some  a  bold  unerring  answer  made  ; 
How  fluttered  then  ihy  anxious  heart  for 


fullie; 
Sweet  flowers!  at  whose  inaudible  coir 

Her  countenance,  phantom.like,  doth  n 

O  lost  too  early  for  the  frequent  tear. 
And  ill  requited  by  this  heartfelt  ^gh ! 


Thk  You ng-ones  gathered  in  from  hill  and 

dale. 
With  holiday  delight  on  every  brow: 
'T  is  passed  away;    far  other  thoughts 

For  they  are  taking  the  baptismal  Vow 
Upon  their  conscious  selves;  their  own 

lips  speak 
The  solemn  promise.     Strongest  sinews 


And  n 


fail, 
many  i 


.  bloo 


ling,  many  a  lovely. 
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Under  Ihe  holy  feai  of  God  turns  pale: 
While  on  each  head  his  lawn-robed  Ser- 

V.1.1  1.,, 
An  apostolic  hand,  and  witV  prayer  seals 
TbeCovenant.   TheOmnipotentwillraise 
Tbeit  feeble  Souls;   and  bear  with  iis 

Who,  looking  round  the  (air  assemblage, 
feels 

Thai  ere  the  Sun  goes  down  their  child- 
hood sets. 


CONCIBMATION   CONTINUED. 

I  SAW  a  Mother's  eye  intensely  bent 
Upon  a  Maiden  trembling  as  she  knell; 
In  and  for  whom  the  pious  Molhei  felt 
Things  that  we  judge  of  by  a  light  loo 

Tell,  If  we  may,  some  star -crowned  Muse, 

Tell  what  rushed  in,  from  what  she  was 

Then,  when  her  Child  the  hallowing  touch 

And  such  vibration  through  the  Mother 

That  tears  burst  forth  amain.    Didgleams 

appear? 
Opened  a  vision  ol  that  blissful  place 
Where  dwells  a  Sister-child?    And  was 


T-leaf  had  faded,  passed  to 


Bv  chain  yet  stronger  must  Ihe  Soul  be 


In  Heaven,  have  lifted  up  their  hearts  to 


died. 
Ye,  who  have   duly  weighed  (he   sum. 

No  longer;  ye,  whom  to  the  saving  rite 
The  Altar  calls,  come  early  under  laws 
That  can  secure  lor  you  a  path  of  light 
Through  gloomiest  shade;   put  on  (nor 

dread  its  weight) 
Armor  divine,  and  conquer  in  your  cause  1 
i8i..  .8.7- 


CBKBMONV. 

The   Vested    Priest    before    the    Altar 

Approach,  come  gladly,  ye  prepared,  in 

sight 
Of  God  and  chosen  irienda,  your  troth 

to  plight 
With  ibe  symbolic  ring,  and  willing  hands 
Solemnly  joined.    Now  sanctify  Ihe  bands 
O  Father  1  —  to  the  Espoused  thy  blessing 

That  mutually  assisted  they  may  live 
Obedient,  as  here  taught,  to  thy  com- 

So  prays  the  Church,  to  consecrate  a  Vow 
"TTie  which  would  endless  matrimony 

Union  thai  shadows  forth  and  dolh  par- 
take 

A  mystery  potent  human  love  to  endow 

With  heavenly,  each  more  priied  for  the 
other's  sake; 

Weep  not,  meek  Bride  t  uplift  thy  timid 


ER   CHltDBIRTH. 

Woman  !  Ihe  Power  who  left  his  Ihtont 
And  deigned  lo  wear  the  robe  of  flesh 


:.bv  Google 


704 


ECCLESIASTICAL  SONNETS. 


His  own  humanity  with  Thee  will  share, 
Pleased  with  the  thanks  that  in  his  Peo- 
ple's eye 
Thou  oflerest  up  tot  safe  Etehvery 
From  Childbirth's  perilous  throes.     And 

should  the  Heir 
Of  thy  fond  hopes  hereafter  walk  inclined 
To  courses  ht  to  make  a  mother  rue 
Thai  ever  he  was  born,  a  glance  of  mind 
Cast  upon  this  observance  may  renew 
A  better  will;  and,  in  the  imagined  view 
Of  thee  thus  kneeling,  safely  he  may  find. 
iS...  lUi- 


The  Sabbath  bells   renew  the  i 

Glad  music  1   yet   (here  be   that,   worn 

And  sickness,   listen   where   they   long 

have  lain. 
In  sadness  listen.     With  maternal  zeal 
Inspired,  the  Church  sends  ministers  to 

Be5idelheafBicted;tosustain  with  prayer, 
And  soothe  the  heart  confession  hath  laid 

That  pardon,  from  God's  throne,   may 

Onatrue  Penitent.  When  breath  departs 
From  one  disburthened  so,  so  comforted. 
His  Spirh  Angels  greet;  and  ours  be  hope 
That,  if  the  Sufierer  rise  from  his  sick-bed. 
Hence  he  will  gain  a  firmer  mind,  to  cope 
With  a  bad  world,  and  foil  the  Tempter's 

.a...        '  ,845. 


,  this  Rite,  neglected,  yea  ab- 


By  some  of  unretlecting  mind, 
Man  to  curse  man,  (thought 

and  appalling.) 
Go  thou  and  bear  the  threatenings  of  the 

Listening  within  his  Temple  see  his  sword 


Unsheathed    in    wrath     to    strike    the 

offender's  head, 
Thy  own,  if  sorrow  (or  thy  sin  be  dead. 
Guilt  unrepejited,  pardon  unimplored. 
Two   aspects   bears  Truth    neeclful   (or 

salvation; 
Who  knows  not  iAae?  —  yel  would  this 

delicate  age 
Look  only  on  the  Gospel  s  brighter  paee: 
Let  tight  and  dark   duly  our   thou^its 

employ; 
So  shall  the  fearful  words  of  Commina- 

Yield  timely  (ruit  of  peace  and  love  and 


To  kneeling  Worshippers  no  earthly  floor 
Gives  holier  invitation  than  the  deck 
Of  a  storm-shattered  Vessel  saved  from 

Wreck 
(When  all  that  Man  could  d< 


«) 


By  him   who  raised  the  Tempest   and 
Happy  the  crew  who  this  have  felt,  and 
the    Church 


Forth    for    his    mercy. 


Solemn  thank^ving.    Nor  will  iiey  im- 

In  viun  who.  for  a  rightful  cause,  give 

To  words   the  Church  prescribes  aiding 

the  lip 
For  the  heart's  sake,  ere  ship  with  hostile 

Encounters,  armed  for  work  of  pain  and 

death. 
Suppliants  1  the  God  to  whom  your  cause 

Will  listen,  and  ye  know  that  He  is  just. 


FUNERAL   S' 

From  the  Baptismal  hi 
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Nor  quits  (he  Body  when  the  SouHs  freed, 
The  mort^  weigbl  casl  off  to  be  laid  tow. 
Blest  Rile  for  tiim  who  hears  in  faith. 

Thai  roy  Redeemer  livelh,"  — hearseach 

That  follows  —  striking  on  some  kindred 

Deep  in  the  thankful  heart; — yet  i 

will  flow. 
Man  is  as  grass  that  sptingeth  upat  m 
Grows  green,    and   is   cut    donn    and 

Ere  nightfall  —  truth  that  well  may  claim 

a  sigh. 
Its  natural  echo;  but  hope  conies  reborn 
At   Jesu's   bidding.      We   rejoice,    "  O 

Death, 
Where  is  thy  Sting?  — O  Grave,  where 

is  thy  Victory?" 

XXXll. 

RtlRAL   CEKBMONV.' 

Closing  the  sacred  Book  which  long  has 


And  usages,  whose  due  return  invites 
A  stir  of  mind  too  natural  to  deceive; 
Giving  to  Memory  help  when  she  would 

A  crown  for  Hope  I — I  dread  the  boasted 

lights 
That  all  too  often  are  but  5ery  bights. 
Killing  the  bud  o'er  which  Jn  vain  we 

Go,  seek,  when  Christmas  snows  discom- 
fort bring, 
The  counter  Spirit  found  in  some  gay 

Green  with  fresh  holly,  every  pew  a  perch 
In  which  the  linnet  or  the  tbrmh  might 

sing, 
Merry  and  loud  and   safe  from  prying 

Strains  offered  only  to  the  genial  Spring. 


MUTABIUTV. 

Fkom  low  to  high  doth  dissolution  climb. 
And  sink  from  high  to  low,  along  a  scale 
Of  awful  notes,  whose  concord  shall  not 


With    evening    lights,   advaj 

Through  the  still  churchyard,  each  with 

garland  gay, 
That,  carried  sceptre -like,  o'ertops  the 

bead 
Of  the  proud  Bearer.   To  the  wide  church- 
Chafed  with  these  oHerings  which  their 

fathers  bore 
For  decoration  in  the  Papal  time, 
The  innocent  procession  softly  moves;  — 
The  spirit  o(  Laud  is  pleased  in  heaven's 

And  Hooker's  voice  the  spectacle  ap- 


Nor  avarice,  nor  over-anxious  care. 
Truth  fails  not;   but  her  outward  fornis 

that  bear 
The  longest  date  do  melt  like  frosty  rime, 
That  in  the  morning  whitened  billand  plain 
And  is  no  more;    drop  like  the  tower 

sublime 
Of  yesterday,  which  royally  did  wear 
His  crown  of  weeds,  but  could  not  even 


Would   that  our   scrupulous  Sires  I 

dared  to  leave 
Less  scanty  measure  of  those  gracelot  r 


Monastic  Domes  1  following  my  down- 
ward way, 
Ducbed  by  due  re^et  I  marked  youi 
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Now,  rum,  beauty,  ancient  silliness,  all 
Dispose  lo  judgments  temperate  as  we  lay 
On  out  pajl  selves  in  life's  declining  day : 
For  as,  by  discipline  of  Time  made  wise, 
We  learn  lo  tolerate  the  infirmities 
And  faults  of  others  —  gently  as  he  may, 
So  without  own  the  mild  Inslruetoi  deals, 
Teaching  us  lo  forget  them  or  forgive.' 
Perversely  curious,  then,  lor  hidden  ill 
Why  should  we  break  Time's  charitable 

Once  ye  were  holy,  ye  are  holy  still; 
Youi  spirit  freely  let  me  drink,  and  live  ! 


Ev&N  while  I  speak,  the  sacred  roofs  of 

France 
Are  shattered  into  dust;  and  self-exiled 
Fromallais  thTeatened,levelled,or  defiled, 
Wander  the  Ministers  of  God,  as  chance 
Opens  a  way  for  life,  or  consonance 
Of  faith  invites.  More  welcome  lo  no  land 
The  fugitives  than  to  the  British  strand, 
Where  priest  and  layman  with  the  vigi- 

0(  true  compassion  greet  them.     Creed 

Vanish  before  the  unteserved  embrace 

Of  catholic  humanity:  — dislresl 

They  x;ame,  —  and,  while  the  moral  lem- 


hroughout  th 


Througliout  the  Country  they  have  left, 
to  their  Faith  a  fearless  resting-place. 


CONGRATULATION. 

Thus  all  thirds  lead  to  Charily  secured 
By  THEM  who  blessed  ihe  soil  and  happy 

gale 
That  landward  urged  thegreal  Deliverer's 


ss  of  apprehension,'  with  a  mind 


Sickened  by  injuries,  dreading  worse  de- 
Froni  month  lo  month  trembling  and  ud- 
How  had  we  then  rejoiced  I   But  we  have 


have 
A  Slate  whose  generous  will  through  earth 

is  dealt; 
A  Stale  —  which,  balancing  herself  be- 

License  and  slavish  order,  dares  be  free. 

1*21.  igH. 

XXXVIII. ' 


But  liberty,  and  triumphs  on  the  Main, 
And   laurelled   armies,  not'  lo  be  wlth- 

What  serve  ihey?  if,  on  transitory  good 
Intent,  -and  sedulous  of  abject  gain. 
The  State  (ah,  surely  not  preserved  in 

Forbear  to  shape  due  channels  which  the 

Flood 
Of  sacred  truth  may  enter  — till  it  t»ood 
O'er  the  wide  realm,  as  o'er  the  ^yptian 

plain 
The  all -sustaining  Nile.     No  more  —  the 


of  her  want;  through  Eng- 
land's bounds. 
In  rival  haste,the  wished-for  Temples  rise  ! 
I  hear  their  sabbath. bells'   harmonious 

Float  on  the  breeic  —  the  heavenliest  of 

all  sounds 
That  vale  or  hill  prolongs  or  multiplies  I 


Be  this  the  chosen  site;  the  virgin  sod, 
Moistened  (torn  age  to  age  by  dewy  eve. 
Shall  disappear,  and  graletul  earth  receive 
The  corner-stone  from  hands  that  build 
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Yon  revereod  bawthoros,  hardened  to  ihe 

rod 
Of  winler  storms,  yet  budding  cheer  tutly; 
Those  forest  oaks  of  Druid  memory, 
Shall  long  survive,  lo  shelter  the  Abode 
0(  genuine  Faith.     Where,  haply,  'mid 

this  band 
Of  daisies,  shepherds  sate  of  yore  and  wove 
May-garlands, (here  let  the  holy  altar  stand 
For  kneeling  adoration; — while — above, 
Broods.visiblyportrayed,the  mystic  Dove, 
That  shall  protect  from  blasphemy  the 

Land. 


aunling  veiled 


MiNB  eat  has  rang,  1 

Sharing  Ihe  strong  en 
When  each  pale  brov 

bowed 
While  clouds  of  incei 

the  rood, 
Thai  glimmered  like  a  pine-tree  dimly 

Through  Alpine  vapors.     Such  appalling 

Our  Church  prepares  not,  trusting  to  the 

Of  simple  truth  with  grace  divine  imbued; 
Vet  will  we  not  conceal  the  precious  Cross, 
Like  men  ashamed:'  the  Sun  with  his  first 

Shall  greet  that  symbol  crowning  the  low 

Pile: 
And  the  fresh  air   ol  incense- breathing 

Shall  wooingly  embrace  it ;  and  green  moss 
Creep  round  its  arms  through 
unborn. 


And  where  the  tu^ed  colls  their  gambols 

played. 
And  wild  deer  bounded  through  the  forest 

'glade, 
Unchecked   as  when  by   merry  Outlaw 

Shall  hymns  of  praise  resound  at  morn  and 

And  soon,  full  soon,  the  lonely  Sexton's 

Shall  wound  the  tender  sod.    Encinclure 

Bui  inlinile  its  grasp  of  weal  and  woe '. 
Hopes,  fears,  in  nevei-ending  ebb  and 

.flow;— 
The  spousal  trembling,  and  the  "  dust  to 

dust," 
Tlie  prayers,  the  contrite  struggle,  and 

Ihe  trust 
That  Co  Ihe  Almighty  Father  looks  through 

all. 


Open  your  gates,  ye  everlasting  Piles ! 
Types  of  the  spiritual  Church  which  God 

hath  reared: 
Not  loth  we  quit  the  newly-hallowed  sward 
And  humble  altar,  'mid  your  sumptuous 

aisles 
To  kneel,  01  thrid  your  intricate  deliles, 
Or  down  the  nave  to  pace  in  motion  slow; 
Watching,  with  upward  eye,  the  tall  tower 

And  mount,  at  every  step,  with  living  wiles 

Instinct  —  to  rouse  the  heart  and  lead  Ihe 
wilt 

By  a  bright  ladder  to  tht  world  above. 

Open  your  gales,  ye  Monuments  of  love 

Divine  !  thou  Lincoln,  on  thy  sovereign 
hill! 

Thou,  stately  York  I  and  Ve,  whose  splen- 
dors cheer 

Isis  and  Cam,  to  patient  Science  dear! 


INSIDB  OF  itltJG' 

CAMBRIDGE. 

Tax  not  theroyal  Saint  with  vain  expense, 
With  ill-matched  aims  ihe  Architect  who 
planned  — 
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-this  im- 

And  glorious  Work  of  fine  intelligence ! 
Give  all  thou  canst;  high  Heaven  rejects 

the  loie 
Of  nicely. calculated  less  or  more; 
So  deemed  (he  man  who  tashioned  for  the 

These  lofty  pillais,  spread  that  branching 

Self-poised,  andsctKiped  into  ten  thousand 

cells, 
Where   light   and   shade  lepose,   where 

Lingering  —  and  wandering  on  as  loth  (o 

LJke    thoughts    whose    very    sweetness 

yietdeth  proof 
lliat  they  were  born  for  immortality. 


Or  grovelling  thought,  to  seek  a  refuge 
Or  through  the  ables  of  Westminster  to 

Where  bubbles  burst,  and  tolly's  dan- 
cing foam 

Melts,  if  it  cross  the  threshold;  where  (he 
wreath 

Of  awe-struck  wisdom  droops;  or  let  my 

Lead  to  that  younger  Pile,  whose  sky-like 

Hath  typified  by  reach  of  daring  ait 
Infinity's  embrace;  whose  guardian  crest, 
The  silent  Cross,  among  the  stars  shall 

As  now,  when  She  faath  also  seen   her 

Filled  with  mementos,  satiate  with  its  part 
Of  grateful  England's  overflowing  Dead. 


What  awful  perspective  !  while  from  our 

sight 
With  gradual  s(ealth  the  lateral  windows 

hide 
Their  Portraitures,  their  stone-work  glinn- 

In  the  soft  checkerings  of  a  sleepy  light. 
Martyr,  or  Kit^,  or  sainted  Eretnite, 
Whoe'er  ye  be,  that  thus,  yourselves  un- 

Imbueyourprison-barswithsolemnsheen, 
Shine  on,   until   ye   fade   with    coming 

Night !  — 
But,  from  the  arms  of  silence— list '.  O  list '. 
The  music  bursteth  into  second  life ; 
The  notes  luxuriate,  every  stone  is  kissed 
By  sound,  or  ghost  of  sound,  in  mazystrite ; 
Heart-tbiilling  strains,  that  cast,  before 

Of  the  devout,  a  vail  of  ecstasy '. 


In  filial  duty,  clothed  with  love  divine. 
That  made  his  human  tabernacle  shine 
Like  Ocean  burning  with  purpurea!  flame; 
Or  like  the  Alpine  Mount,  that  takes  its 


e  hues,  tar  kenned  at  n 
ir  when  the  storr 


In  hours  of  peace,  c 

Along  the  nether  region'sro^ed  frame  I ' 
Earth  prompts  —  Heaven  urges;  let   us 

seek  the  light. 
Studious  of  that  pure  intercourse  begun 
When  first  our  infant  brows  their  lustre 


So,   like  the  Mountain,  may  we   grow 

From  unimpeded  commerce  with  (he  Sun, 
At  the  approach  of  all-involving  night. 


CONTINUKD- 
Thby  dreamt  not  of  a  perishable  home 
Who  thus  could  build,    Be  mine,  in  hours 
of  feat: 


CONCLUSION. 

Why  sleepsthe  future,  as  asnake  enrolled, 
Coil  within  coil,  at  noon-lide?    For  the 
Word 

'Stt  Now. 
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Vields,  it  with  unpresumptuoua  faith  i 

Power  at  whose  louch  the  sluggard  shall 

unfold 
His  drowsy  rings.     Look  forth  1  — 

Stream  behold, 
Tkat  Stream  upon  wliose  bosom  we  have 

passed 

Floating  at  ease  while  nations  have  effaced 
Nations,  and  Death  has  gathered  to  his  told 
Long  lines  of  mighty  Kings  —  loofctoilh, 

my  Soul ! 
(Nor  in  this  vi^ou  be  thou  slow  to  trust) 
The  living  Waters,  less  and  less  by  guilt 
Stained  andpolluted,  brighten  as  they  loll, 
"nil  they  ha,ve  reached  the  eternal  City  — 

built 
For  the  perfected  Spirit  of  the  just  I 


A  FEN  —  lo  register :  a  key  — 
That  winds  through  secret  wards 
Are  well  assigned  to  Memory 
By  allegoric  Bards. 

As  aptly,  also,  might  be  given 

A  Pencil  lo  her  hand ; 

Thai,  softening  objects,  sometimes  evei 

Outstrips  the  heart's  demand; 

That  smooths  foregone  distress,  the  lini 
Of  lingering  care  subdues. 
Long-vanished  happiness  refines. 
And  clothes  in  brighter  hues; 

Vet,  like  a  tool  ol  Fancy,  works 
Those  Spectres  to  dilate 
*  That  startle  Conscience,  as  she  lurks 
Within  her  lonely  seat. 

Oh  !  that  our  lives,  which  flee  so  fast. 
In  purity  were  such, 
That  not  an  image  of  the  past 
Should  feai  that  pencil's  touch  I 

Retirement  then  might  hourly  look 
Upon  a  soothing  scene. 
Age  steal  to  his  allotted  nook 
Contented  and  serene; 


JRY.  709 

With  heart  as  calm  as  lakes  (hat  sleep, 
In  frosty  moonlight  glistening; 
Or  mountain  rivers,  where  they  creep 
Along  a  channel  smooth  and  deep, 
To  their  own  far-off  murmurs  listening. 


TO  THE   LADY   FLEMING 


service  she  had  done  10  her  nejgtiborhood  by 
erecliog  lhi>  Ch.pel,  I  have  notliinglD  »;  bejond 
Ihe  expretiion  ol  regret  ttui  the  an:hilect  did  nol 

sequence,  iKtterconilnicled  in  the  inlehor  (or 
the  purposei of  worship.  IttiasDochancel;  the 
altar  is  nDbecomingly  confined ;  the  pews  art  so 


Blest  is  this  Isle  —  out  native  Land; 
Where  battlement  and  moated  gate 
Are  objects  only  for  the  hand 
Of  hoary  Time  to  decorate; 
Where  shady  hamlet,  town  that  breathes 
lis  busy  smoke  in  social  wreaths. 
No  rampart's  stern  delencc  require. 
Naught  bul  Ihe  heaven -directed  spire. 
And  steeple  tower  (with  pealing  bells 
~  it'heard)  —  our  only  citadels. 


O  Lady  1  from  a  noble  line 
Of  chieftains  sprung,  who  stoutly  bore 
The  spear,  yet  gave  to  works  divine 
A  bounteous  help  in  days  of  yore, 
(As  records  mouldering  in  the  Dell 
Of  Nightshade  '  haply  yet  may  tell ; ) 
Thee  kindred- aspirations  moved 
To  build,  within  a  vale  beloved. 
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ON  THE   SAME   OCCASION. 


For  Him  upon  whose  high  behests 
All  peace  depends,  all  saiely  rests. 

How  (ondly  will  the  woods  embrace 
This  daughter  of  thy  pious  care, 
Lifting  her  front  with  modest  grace 


Tom 


And  to  exalt  the  passing  hour; 
Or  soothe  it  with  a  healing  power 
Drawn  from  the  Sacrifice  fulfilled. 
Before  this  ru^ed  soil  was  tilled. 
Or  human  habitation  rose 
To  interrupt  the  deep  repose! 

Well  may  the  vills^ers  rejoice  '. 
Nor  heat,  not  cold,  nor  weaty  ways. 
Will  be  a  hindrance  to  the  voice 
That  would  uoile  in  prayer  and  praise; 
More  duly  shall  wild  wandering  Youth 
Receive  the  curb  of  sacred  truth. 
Shall  tottering  Age,  bent  earthward,  hear 
The  Promise,  with  uplifted  eai; 
And  all  shall  welcome  the  new  ray 
Imparled  to  their  sabbath -day. 

Nor  deem  the  Poet's  hope  misplaced. 
His  fancy  cheated  —  that  can  see 
A  shade  upon  the  future  cast. 
Of  lime's  pathetic  sanctity; 
Can  heat  the  monitory  clock 
Sound  o'er  the  lake  with  gentle  shock 
At  evening,  when  (he  ground  beneath 
Is  ruffled  o'er  with  cells  of  death; 
Where  happy  generations  lie, 
Mere  tutored  for  eternity. 


Lives  there  a  man  whose  sole  delights 
Are  trivial  pomp  and  city  noise. 
Hardening  a  heart  that  loathes  or  slights 
What  every  natural  heart  enjoys? 
Who  never  caught  a  noon-tide  dream 
From  murmur  of  a  running  stream; 
Could  suip,  for  aught  the  prospect  yields 
To  him,  their  verdure  from  the  fields; 
And  take  the  radiance  from  the  clouds 
In  which  the  sun  his  setting  shrouds. 


May  season  apathy  with  scorn. 
May  tbrn  indifference  to  pride; 
And  still  be  not  unblesl — compared 
With  him  who  grovels,  self-debarred 
From  all  that  lies  within  the  scope 
Of  holy  faith  and  christian  hope; 
Or,  shipwrecked,  kindles  on  the  coast 
F^lse  fires,  (hat  others  may  be  lost. 


Alas !  that  such  perverted  leal 

Should    spread    on     Britain's     favored 

ground ! 
That  public  order,  private  weal, 
Should  e'er  have  felt  or  feared  a  wound 
From  champions  of  the  desperate  law 
Which  from  their  own  blind  hearts  they 

draw; 
Who  tempt  their  reason  to  deny 
God,  whom  their  passions  dare  defy, 
And  boast  that  they  alone  are  free 
Who  reach  this  dite  extremity  T 


But  turn  we  from  these  "  bold  bad  "  men; 
The  way,  mild  Lady!  that  halh  led 
Down  to  their  "dark  opprobrious  den," 
Is  all  too  tough  lot  Thee  to  tread. 
Softly  as  morning  vapors  ghde  . 

Down  Rydal-cove  from  Fairfield's  side. 
Should  move  the  tenor  ol  Ais  song 
Who  means  to  charity  no  wrong; 
Whose  offering  gladly  would  accord 
Withthisday'swork,  in  thought  and  word. 


iven  prosper  it!  may  peace,  and  love. 
And  hope,  and  consolation,  fall. 
Through  its  meek  influence,  from  above. 
And  penetrate  the  hearts  of  all; 
All  who,  around  the  hallowed  Fane, 
Shall  sojourn  in  this  fail  domain; 
Grateful  to  Thee,  while  service  pure, 
ancient  ordinance,  shall  endure. 
For  opportunity  bestowed 
To  kneel  ti^ethet,  and  adore  their  God  ! 

ON  THE   SAME  OCCASION. 


I  upon  the  fooonu-kl  of  hii  ni 
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"NOT  LOVE,  NOT  WAR.  NOR  THE  TUMULTUOUS  SWELL." 


Kes,  iTivanab^y  pertu^>9,  stand  easi 
it  ivAy  is  by  few  pei^ona  txactly 
that  the  d^ne  ol  deviation  froin 

in  each  puiicular  cau,  by  the  point 

Unl  to  whom  the  church  was  dedi- 
e  observance,  of  our  mceilon,  atid 


mhlem  givii  _ 
Of  meek  devotion,  whidi  erewhile  il  gave, 
That  symbol   of   the  dayspring  from  o 


'&, 


1  the  antique  age  of  bow  and 


And  feudal  rapine  clothed  with  iron  mail 
Came  ministers  of  peace,  intent  to  rear, 
The  Mother  Church  in  yon  sequestered 

Then,  to  her  Patron  Saint  a  previous  rile 
Resounded  with  deep  swell  and  solemn 

Thiough  unremitting  vigils  of  the  night. 
Till  from  his  couch  Che  wished-tor  Sun 

He  rose,  and  straight  —  as  by  divine  coin- 

They,  who  had  wailed  for  Ihals^n  to  trace 
JTieir  work's  foundation,  gave  with  caie- 

To  the  high  altar  its  determined  place; 

Mindful  of  Him  who  in  the  Orient  born 
There  lived,  and  on  [he  cross  his  life  re- 

And  who,  from  out  the  regions  o(  the 


A  V01.ANT  Tribe  of  Bards  on  earth  are 

Who,  while  the  flattering  Zephyrs  round 

them  play, 
On  "  coignes  of   vantage"   hang   their 

How  quickly  from   that   aery  hold   un- 
bound, 
Dust  for  oblivion  !    To  the  solid  ground 
Ot  nature  trusts  the  Mind  that  builds  for 

Convinced   that   there,  there  only,  she 

Secure  foundations.      As    the   year  runs 

Apart  she  toils  within  the  chosen  ring; 
While   the  stars  shine,  or  while  day's 

purple  eye 
Is  gently   closing   with   the  flowers   of 

spring; 
Where  even  the  motion  ol  an  Angel's 

Would  interrupt  (he  intense  tranquillity 
Of  silent  hills,  and  more  than  silent  sky. 


So  taught  thtir  creed; — nor  failed  the 

eastern  sky, 
'Mid  these  more  awful  feelings,  to  infuse 
The  sweet  and  natural  hopes  that  shall 


For  us  hath  such  prelusive  vigil  ceased; 
Vet  still  we  plant,  like  men  ol  elder  days. 
Our  christian  altar  faithful  to  the  east. 
Whence    the    tall    window   drinks    the 
morning  ra.ys; 


Not  Love,  1 


veil, 


t  War,  n. 


I  the  tumultuous 


the  wrecks  of  change, 
Nor    Duly    struggling    with      afflictions 

strange  — 
Not  these  aloni  inspire  the  tuneful  shell ; 

dwell, 
There  also  is  the  Muse  not  loth  to  range, 
Watching  the  twilight  smoke  of  cot  or 

grange. 
Skyward  ascending  from  a  woody  delt. 
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Meek  aspkations  please   her,  lone  en- 

Andsageconlent,  and  placid  melancholy; 
She  loves  to  gaie  upon  a  crystal  river  — 
Diaphanous  because  il  travels  slovirly; 
Soft  Is  the  music  that  would  charm  for- 


Wriiun  11  Rydal  Mouol.    Oa  Mn.  Wordt- 

Let  other  bards  ol  angels  sing, 

Bright  suns  without  a  spot; 
But  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing: 

Rejoice  that  thou  art  not ! 

Heed  not  tho'  none  should  call  (hee  fair; 

So,  Mary,  let  it  be 
If  nought  in  loveliness  compare 

With  what  thou  ait  to  me. 

True  beauty  dwells  in  deep  retleals. 

Whose  veil  is  unremoved 
nil  heajt  with  heart  in  concord  beats. 

And  the  lover  is  beloved. 


Wrilten  at  Rydal  Mouni.    To  Mm  W, 

O  DBARBR  far  than  light  and  life  are  dear, 
Full  ott  our  human  foresight  I  deplore; 
Trembling,    through     my    un worthiness, 

with  fear 
That   friends,  by  death   disjoined,  may 


Peace  settles  where  Ihe  intellect  is  meek. 

And  Love  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed; 
TTirough  Thee  communion  with  that  Love 

I  seek: 
The  faith  Heaven  strengthens  where  he 

moulds  the  Creed. 


WritlcQ  al  Rydal  Mount.    Mn.  Wordmonh's 

orton :  it  wu  certainlr  Higgoted  by  a  Iriot  at 
ColHTton  Hall. 

How  rich  thai  forehead's  calm  expanse! 

How  bright  thai  heaven -directed  glance  1 

—  Waft  her  to  glory,  wingid  Powers, 

Ere  sorrow  he  renewed, 

And  intercourse  with  mortal  hours 

Bring  back  a  humblei  mood  ! 

So  looked  Cecilia  when  she  drew 

An  Angel  from  his  station; 

So  looked ;  not  ceasing  lo  pursue 

Her  tuneful  adoration  1  * 

But  hand  and  voice  alike  are  still; 

No  sound  hire  sweeps  away  the  will 

That  gave  it  birlh :  in  service  meek 

One  upright  arm  sustains  (he  cheek. 

And  one  across  the  bosom  lies  — 

That  rose,  and  now  forgets  to  rise. 

Subdued  by  breathless  harmonies 

Of  meditative  feeling; 

Mute  strains  from  worlds  beyond  the  skies. 

Through  the  pure  light  of  female  eyes, 

Theii  sanctity  revealing! 


Look  at  the  fate  of  summer  floweis, 
Which  blow  at  daybreak,  droop  e'er  even- 

And,  grieved  for  their  brief  date,  confess 
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A    FLOWER   GARDEN. 


If  w 


iwiitly  than  the  flower, 
of  a      ■        ■    ■ 


Whal  space  hath  Virgin's  beauty  to  dis- 

Her     sweets,    and     triumph    o'er    (he 
breathing  rose? 
Not  even  an  hour  t 

The  deepest  grove  whose  foliage  hid 
The  happiest  lovers  Arcady  might  boast. 
Could  not  the  entrance  of  this  thought 

O  be  thou  wise  as  they,  soul -gifted  Maid  ! 
"  ■       ■     '       ' '  h  what  must  so  quickly 


Or  peeped  they  often  from  their  beds 
And  prematurely  disappeared. 
Devoured  like  pleasure  ere  it  spreads 
A  bosom  to  the  sun  endeared? 
If  such  their  haish  untimely  doom. 
It  falls  not  hire  on  hud  or  bloom. 

ig  the  happy  Eve 

it  her  floweis  may  bind, 

,   ruffled  fancy,  grieve. 

From  the  next  glance  she  casts,  to  lind 
That  love  for  little  things  by  Fate 
Is  rendered  vain  as  love  lor  great. 


Ol  this 


fade, 
Sos< 


n  be  lost. 


Then  shalliove  leach  some  virtuous  Youth 
"  To  draw,  out  of  the  object  of  his  eyes,' 
The  while  on  thee  they  gaze  in  simpli 


A   FLOWER   GARDEN. 
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Tell  me,  ye  Zephyrs!  that  unfold. 
While  flullering  o'er  this  gay  Recess, 
Pinions  that  fanned  the  teeming  mouk 
01  Eden's  blissful  wilderness, 
Did  only  softly-stealing  hours 
There  close  the  peaceful  lives  of  flowei 

Say,  when  the  miwij^f  creatures  saw 
All  kinds  commingled  without  fear. 
Prevailed  a  like  indulgent  law 
For  the  still  growths  that  prosper  here 
Did  wanton  fawn  and  kid  forbear 
The  half-blown  rose,  the  lily  spare? 


Yet,  where  the  guardian  fence  is  wound, 
So  subtly  are  our  eyes  beguiled. 
We  see  not  nor  suspect  a  tiound, 
No  more  than  in  some  forest  wild; 
The  sight  is  free  as  air  —  or  crost 
Only  (^  art  in  nature  lost. 

And,  though  the  jealous  turf  teftwe 
By  random  footsteps  lo  be  prest. 
And  feed  on  never-sullied  dews, 
Yt,  gentle  breeies  from  the  west. 
With  all  the  ministers  of  hope 
Are  tempted  to  this  sunny  slope ! 

And  hither  throngs  of  birds  resort; 
Some,  inmates  lodged  in  shady  nests. 
Some,  perched  on  stems  of  stately  port 
That  nod  to  welcome  transient  guests; 
While  hare  and  leveret,  seen  al  play, 
Apptar  not  more  shut  out  than  they. 

)t  emblem  (for  reprool  or  pride) 

lis  delicate  Enclosure  shows 
01  modest  kindness,  that  would  hide 
The  firm  protection  she  bestows; 
Of  manners,  like  its  viewless  fence. 
Ensuring  peace  lo  innocence. 

Thus  spake  the  moral  Muse  —  her  wing 
Abruptly  spreading  to  depart. 
She  left  thai  farewell  offering, 
Momento  for  some  docile  heart; 
That  may  respect  the  good  old  age 
When  Fancy  was  Truth's  willing  Page; 
And  Truth  would  skim  the  flowery  glade, 
Though  entering  but  as  Fancy's  Shade. 
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TO   THE   LADY   E.  B.  AND   THE   HON.   MISS   P. 


ia  Ihe  GrouDds  ol  PUsi  Newidd 


d  relired,  u  one  may  s 


LDnumCEablevltaDgere-  They  took  much  del 
in  passing  joku  on  our  Mend  Jones's  fJumpn 
ruddy  cheeks,  and  amiling  countenance,  as  I 
suited  ton  hemul  Uving  In  the  Vale  o<  Medital 
We  all  Ihougbt  there  was  ampJe  Toom  for  le 

these  ladies,  so  elaborately  seDtimeatal  al 
themselves  and  their  Cora  Alttrgo,  as  they  nai 

the  endearing  epitbel  being  preceded  by  (he  » 

So  oddly  was  ooe  ol  these  ladiei  all 


(hat 
Catholi 


DDk  her, 


leck.     They 


:rud£iaiid  n1i!s  bu 
witbDut  caps,  tbeir 


bushy  and  white  as  snc 

A  Stream,  to  mingle  with  your  favorite 

Dee, 
Alotig  the  Vale  OF  Meditation  '  flows; 
So  styled  by  those  fierce  Britons,  pleased 

In  Nature's  face  the  expression  of  repose; 
Or  haply  there  some  pious  hermit  chose 
To  live  antl  die,  the  peace  of  heaven  his 

To  whom  the  wild  sequestered  region  owes 
At  (his  late  day,  its  sanctifying  name. 
Glvn  Cafaillgaroch,  in  the  Cambrian 

tongue. 
In  ours,  the  Vale  of  Friendship,  let 

Be  named;  where,  faithful  to  a  low-roofed 

Cot, 
On  Deva's  banks,  ye  have  abode  so  long; 
Sisters  in  love,  a  love  allowed  to  climb. 
Even  on  this  earth,  above   the  reach   of 

Time! 


TO  THE  TORRENT   AT  THE  DEV- 
IL'S BRIDGE,  NORTHWALES,  1824. 

How  art  thou  named?     Id  search  of  what 

strange  land 
From   whal   huge    height,   descending? 

Can  such  force 
01  waters  issue  from  a  British  source. 
Or  hath  not  Pindus  fed  thee,  where  the 

band 
Of  Patriots  scoop  their  freedom  out,  with 

Desperate  as  thine?    Oi  ccmie  (he  inces- 
sant shocks 
From  thai  young  Stream,  thai  smites  the 

throbbing  rocks 
Of  Via  mala?    There  I  seem  to  stand, 
As  in  life's  mom;  permitted  to  behold. 
From  the  dread  chasm,  woods  climbing 

above  woods. 
In   pomp   that    fades   not;    everlasting 


Through  shattered  galleries,  'mid  roof- 
less halls. 
Wandering  with  timid  footsteps  oft  be- 

The  Stranger  sighs,  not  scruples  lo  up- 
Old  Time,  though  he,  gentlest  among  the 

Thralls 
Of  Destiny,  Dpon  these  wounds  hath  laid 
His  lenient  touches,  soft  as  light  that  falls, 
From  the  wan  Moon,  upon  Ihe  towers 

and  walls, 
Ljght  deepening  the  proloundest  sleepof 

RelicolKingsl  Wreck  o(  forgotten  wars. 
To  winds  abandoned  and  the  prying  stars, 
Time  kmts  Thee  !  at  his  call  the  Seasons 
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And,  though  past  pomp  no  changes  can 
Asoothing  lecompense,  his  gift,  is  thine  I 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 
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itiKrilied  upon  her  Cenotaph  in  Coleailou  church. 

O  FOR  a  dirge  !     But  why  complain? 

Ask  rather  a  triumphal  strain 

When  FehMOR'S  race  is  run; 

A  garland  at  immortal  boughs 

To  twine  around  the  Christian's  brows, 

Whose  glorious  work  is  done. 

We  pay  a  high  and  holy  debt; 
No  tears  oi  passionate  regret 
Shall  stain  this  volive  lay; 
Ill-worthy,  Beaumont !  were  the  grief 
That  flings  itsell  on  v/ild  relief 
When  Saints  have  passed  away. 

Sad  doom  at  Sorrow's  shrine  lo  kneel. 

Forever  covetous  lo  feel, 

And  impotent  to  bear  ! 

Such  once  was  hers  —  lo  think  and  think 

On  severed  love,  and  only  sink 

From  anguish  to  despair  1 


But  n 


Faith  had  refined;  and  to  her  heart 
A  peaceful  cradle  given. 
Calm  as  the  dew-drop's,  free  to  rest 
Within  a  breeze- fanned  rose's  breast 
Till  it  exhales  to  Heaven.- 

Was  ever  Spirit  that  could  bend 

So  graciously?  —  (hat  could  descend. 

Another's  need  to  suit, 

So  promptly  from  her  lofty  throne?  — 

In  works  of  love,  in  these  alone, 

How  restless,  how  minute  ! 

Pale  was  her  hue;  yet  mortal  cheek 
Ne'er  kindled  with  a  livelier  streak 
When  aughl  had  suffered  wrong,  — 
Whtnaughilhaibreatheshadfeltawound: 
Such  look  the  Oppressor  might  confound. 
However  proud  and  strong. 

But  hushed  be  every  thought  that  springs 
From  out  the  bitterness  of  things; 

No  thorns  can  pierce  her  tender  feet. 
Whose  life  was,  like  the  violet,  sweet. 
As  climbing  jasmine,  pure  — 

As  snowdrop  on  an  infant's  grave. 

Or  lily  heaving  with  the  wave 

That  feeds  it  and  defends; 

As  Vesper,  ere  the  star  hath  kissed 

The  mountain  top,  o"r  breathed  the  mist 

That  from  the  vale  ascends. 

Thou  takest  not  away,  O  Death! 
Thou  strikest  —  absence  perisheth. 
Indifference  is  no  niore; 
The  future  brightens  on  our  sight; 
For  on  the  past  hath  fallen  a  light 
That  tempts  us  lo  adore. 


CENOTAPH. 

"Ele^ac  Slauias.    Addrew 

ffeclionatereniembnnceof  Fn 

■3,  near  Worceste.-.  this  Hone 
ster.  Dame  Maigarel,  wife  o 
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in  the  pouesiuoii  of  this  place. 

By  vain  aFEeclions  mientliialled, 
Though  resolute  when  da^  called 
To  meet  the  world's  btoad  eye, 
Pure  as  the  holiest  cloistered  nun 
Thai  ever  leared  the  lempling  sun, 
Did  Fetmor  live  and  die. 
This  Tablet,  hallowed  by  her  name, 
One  heart-telieving  tear  may  claim; 
But  if  the  penave  gloom 
Ol  fond  regiet  be  still  thy  choice. 
Exalt  thy  spirit,  hear  the  voice 
Of  Jesus  from  her  tomb ! 


Owefl  LLoyd)  the  subject  of  this  epil^l 
bom  al  Old  Biathay,  Dear  Ambleside,  an 
(he  ion  uf  Charles  Lloyd  and  his  wife  i 
(nit  PemberloiiJ,  bcilh  of  BinnlDghain,  whu 

their  marriage.    They  had  maiiy  children 


guishet 
bodUy 


e,  Dr.  Butler, 
ly  College.  Ca 
ED  greatly  dist 


front  eariy  childhood, 

i  in  which  he  was  bom,  and  tiis  sympathy 
L  the  haUla  and  duiacten  of  the  motinlain 
nafiry,  id  conjunction  with  irregular  SFdHts, 
uniitled  him  for  being  duties  Id  situations 

pt  the  reti 


leloved  aud  h> 


angdale.      Hon 
ired  there,  auc 


with  what  feelings  he  diachai^ed  his  d 

though  imperfectly,  in  the  epitaph. 

Bv  playful  sitiiles,  (alas!  too  ofl 

A  sad  heart's  sunshine),  by  a  soft 

And  gentle  nature,  and  a  free 

Vet  modest  hand  ot  charity. 

Through  life  was  OwEN  I.l.OVD  endeared 

To  young  and  old;  and  how  revered 


Had  been  that  pious  spirit,  a  tide 
Ot  humble  mourners  testified. 
When,  after  pains  dispensed  to  prove 
The  measure  ol  God's  chastening  love. 
Here,  bioiight  from  far,  his  corse  found 

though  he 
Planted  with  such  fond  hope  the  tree; 
Less  for  the  love  of  stream  and  rock, 
Dear  as  they  were,  than  that  his  Flock, 
When  they  no  more  their  Pastor's  voice 
Could  hear  to  guide  them  in  their  choice 
Through  good  and  evil,  help  might  have, 
Admbnished,  from  bis  silent  grave, 
Ol  righteousness,  of  sins  forgiven. 
For  peace  on  earth  and  bliss  in  heaven. 
■8.4.  '»«■ 

THE   CONTRAST. 


The  Parrot  belonged  to  Mrs. 
It  Foi-Ghyll.  The  Wren  was 
Di  many  yean  the  suiDmer-h 
wo  terraces  at  Rydil  Mount. 


Within  hex  gilded  cage  conBned, 
I  saw  a  dazzling  Belle, 
A  Partot  of  that  famous  kind 
Whose  name  is  NON-PABEIL. 

Like  beads  ot  glossy  jet  her  eyes; 
And,  smoothed  by  Nature's  skill. 
With  pearl  ot  gleaming  agate  vies 
Her  finely-curvid  bill. 

Her  plumy  mantle's  living  hues 
In  mass  opposed  to  mass, 
Outshine  the  splendor  that  imbue* 
The  robes  of  pictured  glass. 

And,  sooth  to  say,  an  apler  Mate 
Did  never  tempt  the  choice 
Of  feathered  Thing  most  delicate 
In  f^re  and  in  voice. 

But,  exiled  from  Australian  bowers. 
And  singleness  her  lot. 
She  trills  her  song  with  tutored  powers. 
Or  mocks  each  casual  note. 
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No  more  of  pily  lor  repels 
Wilh  which  she  may  have  striven  1 
Now  but  in  wanlonness  she  dels, 
Or  spile,  i(  cause  be  given; 

Arch,  volatile,  a  sportive  bird 
By  social  g'ee  inspired; 
Ambitious  to  be  seen  or  heard. 
And  pleased  to  be  admired  ! 


This  moss-lined  shed,  green,  soft,  and 

Harbors  a 'self -contented  Wren, 

Not  shunning  man's  abode,  though  shy, 

Almosi  as  thought  itsell,  of  human  ken. 

Strange  places,  coverts  unendeared, 
She  never  tried;   the  very  nest 
In  which  this  Child  of  Spring  was  reared, 
1 5  wanned,  thro'  winter,  by  her  feathery 

To  the  bleak  winds  she  sometimes  gives 
A  slender  unexpected  strain; 
Proof  thai  the  herralless  still  lives. 
Though  she  appear  not,  and  be  sought  in 


Which  would  you  be,  — the  bird  of  the 

By  lady-fingeis  (ended  with  nice  care, 
Caressed,  applauded,  upon  dainties  fed, 
Or  Nature's  Darkling  of  this  mossy  shed  ? 


TO  A  SKY-LARK. 


e.  717 

Leave  to  the  nightingale  her  shady  wood; 
A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine; 
Whence  thou  dost  pour  upon  the  world  a 

flood 
Ot  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine; 
Type  of  the  wise  who  soar, but  never  roam ; 
True  to  the  kindred  points  of  Heaven  and 

.8.J.  'B"? 


"ERE  WITH   COLD  BEADS  OF 
MIDNIGHT   DEW." 

Writleo  il  Rjital  Mount.     Suggested  by  the 
condition  of  >  friend. 

Ere  with  cold  beads  of  midnight  dew 

Had  mingled  tears  of  thine. 
1  grieved,  fond  Youth  1  that  thou  shouldst 

To  haughty  Geraldine. 

Immovable  by  generous  sighs, 

She  glories  in  a  (rain 
Who  drag,  beneath  our  native  skies. 

An  oriental  chain. 

Pine  not  like  them  with  arms  across. 

Forgetting  in  thy  care 
How  the  fast -rooted  trees  can  toss 

Their  branches  in  mid  air. 

The  humblest  rivulet  will  take 

Its  own  wild  liberties; 
And.  every  day,  the  imprisoned  lake 

Is  Bowing  in  the  bteeie. 

Then,  crouch  no  more  on  suppliant  knee, 
But  scorn  with  scorn  outbrave; 

A  Briton,  even  in  love,  should  be 
A  subject,  not  a  slave  ! 


Ethereal  minstrel!  pilgrim  of  the  sky! 
Dost  thoa  despise  the  earth  where  cares 

abound? 
Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and 

eye 
Both  with  thy  nesi  upon  the  dewy  ground? 
Thy  nest  which  thou  canst  drop  into  at  will. 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that 


My 


This  and  the  (oUowing  poem 
ines  "  How  deliaie  ihe  hily  ■ 
iaughlet  and  I  left  Rydal  Mouni  upon  a  luu. 
:1itough  our  mountains  »ilh  Mr.  and  Mr*.  Can 
n  tlie  monlh  of  May  1S16,  and  as'we  were  golnj 
up  the  vale  of  Newlands  1  was  stiuck  with  Ihf 
ippeaiance  of  Ihe  Utile  chapel  gleaming  ihrougli 
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While  from  ihe  purpling  east  departs 

The  slai  ihal  led  the  dawn. 
Blithe  Flora  from  her  couch  upstarts, 

For  May  is  on  the  lawn. 
A  quickening  hope,  a  freshening  glee, 

Foreran  the  expected  Power, 
Whose  first-drawn  breath,  Irom  bush  and 
tree. 

Shakes  oft  that  pearly  shower. 

All  Nature  welcomes  Hei  whose  sway 

Tempers  the  year's  extremes; 
Who  scatlereth  lustres  o'er  noon-day. 

Like  morning's  dewy  gleams; 
While  mellow  warble,  sprightly  trill. 

The  tremulous  heart  excite; 
And  hums  the  balmy  air  to  slili 

The  balance  of  delight. 

Time  was,  blest    Power !  when   youths 

At  peep  of  dawn  would  rise. 
And  wander  forth,  in  forest  glades 

Thy  birth  to  soiemniie. 
Though  mule  the  song  —  to  grace  the  rite 

Untouched  the  hawthorn  bough, 
Thy  Spirit  triumphs  o'er  the  slight; 

Man  changes,  but  not  Thou  ! 

Thy  feathered  Lieges  bill  and  wings 

!n  love's  disport  employ, 
Warmed  by  thy  influence,  creeping  things 

Awake  to  silent  joy: 
Queen  an  thou  still  for  each  gay  plant 

Where  the  slim  wild  deer  roves; 
And  served  in  depths  where  fishes  haunt 

Their  own  mysterious  groves. 

Goud-piercing  peak,  and  trackless  heath. 

Instinctive  homage  pay; 
Nor  wants  the  dim-lit  cave  a  wreath 

To  honor  thee,  sweet  Mayl 
Where  cities  fanned  by  Ihy  brisk  airs 

Behold  a  smokeless  sky, 
Theit  puniest  flower- pol -nursling  dares 

To  open  a  bright  eye. 


And  if,  on  this  thy  natal  morn. 

The  pole,  Irom  which  thy  name 
Hath  not  departed,  stands  forlorn 

Oi  song  and  dance  and  game; 
Still  from  the  village-green  a  vow 

Aspires  to  thee  addrest. 
Wherever  peace  is  on  the  brow, 

Otiove  within  the  breast. 

Yes !  where  Love  nestles  thou  canst  leach 

The  soul  to  love  the  more; 
Hearts  also  shall  thy  lessons  reach 

That  never  loved  before. 
Stript  is  the  haughty  one  of  piide, 

TTie  bashful  freed  from  tear. 
While  rising,  like  the  ocean-tide. 

In  flows  the  joyous  year. 

Hush,  feeble  lyre  1  weak  words  refuse 

The  service  to  prolong ! 
To  yon  exulting  thrush  the  Muse 

Enlnists  the  imperfect  song; 
fis  voice  shall  chant,  in  accents  cleai. 

Till  ti 

The  sovereignty  of  May. 


TO  MAY. 

THOtTGH  many  suns  have  risen  and  set 

Since  thou,  blithe  May,  werl  born, 
And  Bards,  who  hailed  thee,  may  forge' 

Thy  gifts,  thy  beauty  scorn; 
There  are  who  to  a  birthday  strain 

Confine  not  harp  and  voice, 
But  evermore  throughout  thy  reign 

Are  grateful  and  lejoice  ! 

Delicious  odors!  music  sweet. 

Too  sweet  lo  pass  away  I 
Oh  for  a  deathless  song  lo  meet 

The  soul's  desire  — a  lay 
That,  when  a  thousand  years  are  told. 

Should  praise  thee,  genial  Power ! 
Through  summer  heat,  autumnal  cold. 

And  winlei's  dreariest  hour. 

Earth,  sea,  thy  presence  feel  —  nor  less 

II  yon  ethereal  blue 
With  its  soft  smile  the  truth  express. 

The  heavens  have  felt  it  too. 
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"ONCE   I   COULD  HAIL  (HOWE'ER   SERENE  THE  SKY)."     719 


The  inmost  heart  of  man  i(  glad 

Paclakes  a  livelier  cheei; 
And  eyes  that  cannot  but  be  sad 

Let  fall  a  brightened  tear. 

Since  thy  return,  through  days  and  weeks 

Of  hope  that  grew  by  stealth. 
How  many  wan  and  (aded  cheeks 

Have  kindled  into  health  > 
The  Old,  by  thee  (evived,  have  said, 

"  Another  year  is  ours; " 
And  wayworn  Wanderers,  poorly  fed 

Have  smiled  upon  (hy  flowers. 

Who  tripping  lisps  a  merry  song 

Amid  his  playful  peers? 
The  lender  Infant  who  was  long 

A  prisoner  of  fond  fears; 
But  ivow,  when  every  sharp.edged  blast 

Is  quiet  in  its  sheath, 
His  Mother  leaves  him  free  to  taste 

Earth's  sweetness  in  thy  breath. 

Thy  help  is  with  the  weed  that  creeps 

Along  the  humblest  ground; 
No  cliff  so  bare  but  on  its  steeps 

Thy  tavots  may  be  found; 
But  most  on  some  peculiar  nook 

That  our  own  hands  have  drest, 
Thou  and  (hy  train  are  proud  to  look. 

And  seem  to  love  it  best. 

And  yet  how  pleased  we  wander  forth 

When  May  is  whispering,  "  Come ! 
"  Choose  from  the  bowers  of  virgin  earth 

"  The  happiest  for  your  home; 
"  Heaven's  bounteous  love  through  me 

"  From  sunshine,  clouds,  winds,  waves, 
"  Drops  on  the  mouldering  turret's  head, 
"And  on  your  turf-clad  graves  !  " 

Such  greeting  heard,  away  with  sighs 

For  lilies  that  must  fade, 
Or  "  the  rathe  primrose  as  it  dies 

Forsaken  "  in  the  shade! 
Vernal  fruitions  and  desires 

Are  linked  in  endless  chase; 
While,  as  one  kindly  growth  retires. 

Another  takes  its  place. 


I(  eilpectalions  newly  blown 

Have  poristied  in  thy  sight; 
If  loves  and  joys,  while  up  they  sprung. 

Were  caught  as  in  a  snare; 
Such  is  the  lot  of  all  the  ^oung, 

However  bright  and  fair. 

Lo  1  Streams  that  April  could  not  check 

Are  patient  □(  thy  rule; 
Gurgling  in  foamy  water-break. 

Loitering  in  glassy  pooh 
By  thee,  thee  only,  could  be  sent 

Such  gentle  mists  as  glide. 
Curling  with  unconfirmed  intent. 

On  thai  green  m  '   '     ' ' 


How  delicate  the  leafy  veil 

Through  which  yon  house  of  God 
Gleams,  'mid  the  peace  of  this  deepdale 

By  few  but  shepherds  trod  I 
And  lowly  huts,  near  beaten  ways, 

No  sooner  stand  attired 
In  thy  fresh  wreaths,-than  they  for  praise 

Peep  forth,  and  are  admired. 

Season  of  fancy  and  of  hope, 

Permit  not  for  one  hour, 
A  blossom  from  thy  crown  to  drop. 

Not  add  to  it  a  flower ! 
Keep,  lovely  May,  as  if  by  touch  ■ 

Of  self-restraining  art. 
This  modest  charm  of  not  loo  much. 

Pari  seen,  imagined  parti 

lSl6-iS34.  .835. 
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7IO    "THE  MASSV  WaVS,  CARRIED  ACROSS  THESE  HEIGHTS." 


No  (acuity  yet  given  me  to  espy 
The  dusky  Shape  within  her  atmsimbound, 
That  thin  memento  ol  effulgence  lost  ' 
Which    some    have    named    het    Prede- 


Young,  like  the  Creaceni  that  above  i 

Nought  I  peiceived  within  it  dull  or  dim; 
All  that  appeared  was  suitable  to  One 
Whose  fancy  had  a    thousand    fields  to 

To    expectations    spreading    with    wild 


So  changes  mortal  Life  with  fte el ing  years; 
A  mournful  change,  should  Reason  fail 

The  timely  insight  (hat  can  temper  (ears, 
And  from  vicissitude  remove  its  sting; 
While  Faith  aspires  to  seals  in  that  domain 
Where  joys  are  perfect  —  neither  wax  not 


iwth, 


I  saw  (ambition  quickening  at  the  view) 
A  silver  boat  launched  on  a  boundless 

flood; 
A  pearly  crest,  like  Dian's  when  it  threw 
Its  brightest  splendor  round  a  leafy  wood; 
But  not  a  hint  from  underground,  no  sign 
Fit  for  the  glimmering  brow  of  Proserpine. 

Or  was  it  Dian's  self  that  seemed  to  move 
Before  me?  — nothing  blemished  the  fair 

"sight; 
On  her  I  looked  whom  jocund  Fairies  love, 
Cynthia,  who  puts  the  /i///s  stars  to  flight, 
And  by  that  (binning  magnifies  the  great, 
for  exultation  of  her  sovereign  state. 

And  when  I  learned  lo  mark  the  spectral 

AseachnewMoonobeyedthecallof  Time, 
It  gloom  fell  on  me,  swift  was  my  escape; 
Suchhappy  privilege  hath  life's  gay  Prime, 
To  see  or  not  to  see,  as  best  may  please 
A  buoyant  Spirit,  and  a  heart  at  ease. 

Now,     dazzling    Stranger!     when    Ihou 

TTiy  dark  Associate  ever  I  discern; 
Emblem  ol  thoughts  too  eager  to  advance 
While  I  salute  my  joys,  thoughts  sad  or 

Shades  of  past   bliss,  or  phantoms  that, 

to  gain 
Their  fill  ol  promised  lustre,  wait  in  vain. 


The  massy   Ways,  carried  across  these 

By  Roman  perseverance,  are  destroyed. 
Or  hidden  under  ground,   like   sleeping 

Howventure  then  to  hope  that  Time  will 


A  Fort's  hand  first  shaped  it;   and  the 

0(  that  same  Bard  —  repeated  to  and  fro 
At  morn,  a(  noon,  and  under  moonlight 


No  longer,  scattering  to  (he  heedless  winds 

The  vocal  raptures  of  fresh  poesy. 

Shall  he  frequent  these  precincts;  locked 

In  earnest  converse  with  lielovJd  Friends, 
Here  will  he  gather  stores  of  ready  bliss, 
As  from  the  beds  and  borders  of  a  garden 
Choice  flowers   are  gathered!      But,   if 

Power  may  spring 
Out  of  a  farewell  yearning  —  favored  more 
Than  kindred  wishes  mated  suitably 
With  vain  regrets  — the  Exile  would  con- 

agn 
This  Walk,  his  loved  possession,  to  (he 
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THE   PILLAR  OF  TEIAJAN. 


THE  PILLAR  OF  TRAJAN. 
These 'rtise<perhap>hadbi!ner be  transfeireii 


es  as  a  proof  of  wlut  mighl. 


Where  towers  are  crushed,  and  unfor- 
bidden weeds 

O'er  mutilated  archcE  shed  their  seeds; 

And  temples,  doomed  to  milder  change, 
untold 

A  new  magnificence  that  vies  with  old; 

Firm  in  its  pristine  majesty  halh  stood 

A  votive  Column,   spared   by   fire   and 


And,  thoi^h  the  passions  ol  n 


tulr: 


s  tret- 


ceased  to  eddy  round  its  base. 
Not  injured  more  by  touch  of  meddling 

Than  a  lone  obelisk,  'mid  Nubian  sands. 
Or  aught  in  Syrian  deserts  lelt  to  save 
From  death  the  memory  of  (he  good  and 

brave. 
Historic  figures  round  the  shall  embost 
Ascend,  with  lineaments  in  air  not  lost: 
Still  as  he  turns,  the  charmed  spectator 

Croup  winding  after  group  with  dream- 
like ease; 
Trium  phs  in  sunbright  gratitude  displayed. 
Or  softly  stealing  into  modest  shade. 
—  So,  pleased  with   purple  clusters  to 


Some  lofty  elm-tr 


s  the  daritig 


The  woodbine  so,  with  spiral  grace,  and 
breathes 

Wide -spreading  odors  from  her  flowery 
wreaths. 
Borne  by  the  Muse  from  rills  in  shep- 
herds' ears 

Murmuring  but  one  smooth  story  lor  all 


I  gladly  commune  with   the   mind   and 

Ol  him  who  thus  survives  by  classic  art. 
His  actions  witness,  venerate  his  mien. 
And  study  Trajan  as  by  Pliny  seen; 
Behold    how   fought    the   Chief   whose 

conquering  sword 
Stretched  far  as  earth  might  own  a  single 

lord; 
In  the  del^htol  moral  prudence  schooled. 
How  feelingly  at   home   the   Sovereign 

Best  of  the  good  —  in  pagan  faith  allied 
To  more  than  Man,  by  virtue  deitied. 
Memorial  Pillar !  'mid  (he  wrecks  of 
Time 
Preserve  thy  charge  with  confidence  sub- 

Tbe   exultations,  pomps,  and   cares  of 

Whence  half  the  breathing  world  received 

Things  that  recoil  Irom  language;  that,  if 

By  apler  pencil,  from  the  light  had  flown. 
A  Pontiff,  Trajan  *?rs  the  Gods  implores, 
Thirc  greets  an  Embassy  ftom  Indian 

Lol  he  harangues  his  cohorts  —  there '^e 

Of  battle  meets  him  in  authentic  form  1 
Unharnessed,  naked,  troops  ol  Moorish 

Sweep  to  the  charge;   more   high,  the 

Dacian  force. 
To  hoof  and  finger  mailed;' — yet,  high 

None  bleed,  and  none  lie  prostrate  but 

the  foe; 
In  every  Roman,  through  all  turnsof  fate. 
Is  Roman  dignity  inviolate; 
Spirit  in  him  pre-eminent,  who  guides. 
Supports,  adorns,  and  over  all  presides; 
Distinguished  only  by  inherent  stale 
From  honored  Instruments  that  round  him 

Rise  as  he  may,  his  grandeur  scorns  the 

test 
Ol  outward  symbol,  nor  will  deign  to  rest 
On  aught  by  which  another  is  deprest. 
— -Alas!  that  One  thus  disciplined  could 
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■jii    ON   SEEING   A  NEEDLECASE   IN  THE   FORM   OF  A   HARP. 


To  enslave  whole  nal. 


hisai 


Hediooped,  'mid  else  unclouded  victories, 
And  turned  Ills  eagles  back  with  deep- 

O  weakness  of  (he  Great  1  O  (oily  of  the 
Wise! 
Where  now  (he  haughty  Empire  that 

With  such  iond  hope?  hei  very  speech  is 

Yet  glorious  Art  the  power  of  Time  defies, 
And  Trajan  still,  through  various  enter- 


Still   are  we  present  with  the  imperial 

Chief, 
Nor  cease  to  gaze  upon  the  bold  Relief 
Till  Rome,  to  silent  marble  unconlined. 
Becomes  with  all  her  years  avisionof  the 

Mind. 


Frowns  are  on  every  Muse's  face. 
Reproaches  from  tbeii  lips  are  sent, 

That  mimicry  should  thus  di^race 
The  noble  Instrument. 

A  very  Harp  in  all  but  size  ! 

Needles  for  strings  in  apt  gradation '. 
Minerva's  self  would  stigmatize 

The  unclnssic  profanation. 

Even  her  man  needle  thai  subdued 

Arachne's  rival  spirit. 
Though   wrought  in   Vulcan's   happiest 


And  this,  too,  from  the  Laureate's  Child, 

A  living  lord  of  melody ! 
How  will  her  Sire  be  reconciled 

To  the  refined  indignity? 


I  spake,  when  whispered  a  low  voice, 
"Bardi  moderate  your  ire; 

Spirits  of  all  degrees  rejoice 
In  presence  of  (he  lyre. 

The  Minstrels  of  Pygmean  bands. 
Dwarf  Genii,  moonlight -loving  Fays, 

Have  shells  to  fit  their  tiny  hands 
And  suit  their  slender  lays. 

Some,  still  more  delicate  of  ear, 
Have  lutes  (believe  my  words) 

Whose  framework  is  of  gossamer. 
While  sunbeams  are  the  chords. 


Gay  Sylphs  this  minisiure  win  coun,  - 
Made  vocal  by  their  brushing  wings. 

And  sullen  Gnomes  wilt  learn  to  spoit 
Around  its  polished  strings; 

Whence  strdns  to  love-sick  maiden  dear. 
While  in  her  lonely  bower  she  tries 

To  cheat  the  thought  she  cannot  cheer. 
By  fanciful  embroideries. 

Trust,  angry  Bard!  a  knowing  Sprile, 
Nor  think  the  Harp  her  lot  deplores  1 

Though  'mid  the  stars   the   Lyre  shine 
bright. 
Love  slocks  as  fondly  as  he  soars." 


priHluced  three  5 
Em  I  tvR  wroi 
uhoDl.    Of  that 
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DECAY   OF   PIETY. 
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Veins  it  discovers  exquisite  and  rare, 
Which  for  the  loss  of  that  mqisl  gleam  atone 
That  tempted  fitsl  togalher  it.  That  here 
O  chief  of  Friends  t  such  feelings  I  present, 
Tothyregard,  with  thoughts  so  fortunate, 
Were  a  vain  notion ;  but  the  hope  is  dear. 
That  thou,  if  not  with  partial  joy  elate. 
Wilt  smile  apon  this  gift  with  more  than 


.8.7. 


[nildci 


.&17. 


"HER  ONLY  PILOT  THE  SOFT 
■    BREEZE." 

Her  only  pilot  the  soft  bieeze,  the  boat 
Lingers,  but  Fancy  is  well  satisfied; 
With  keen-eyed  Hope,  with  Memory,  at 

And  the  glad  Muse  at  liberty  to  note 
All  that  to  each  is  precious,  as  we  float 
Gently  along;  regardless  who  shall  chide 
If  the  heavens  smile,  and  leave  us  free  (o 

Happy  Associates  breathing  air  remote 
From  trivial  cares.     But,  Fancy  and  the 

Muse, 
Why  have  I  crowded  this  small  bark  with 


To  flesh  and  blood  j  no   Goddess  from 
No  fleeting  Spirit,  but  my  own  true  love  ? 


"WHY,    MINSTREL,   THESE    UN- 
TUNEFUL   MURMURINGS." 
"  Why,  Minstrel,  these  untunelul  mur- 
muring! 


ar?" 


;s  (hat  with  each  other 


"Think,  gentle  Lady,  of  a  Harp  so  far 
From  its  own  country,  and  forgive  the 


A   simple   answer!   but   even   so   fotth- 

springs. 
From  the  Castalian  fountain  of  the  heart, 
The  Poetry  of  Life,  and  all  thai  Art 
Divine   of    words   quicltenii^  insensate 

From  the  submissive  necks  of  guiltless  men 
Stretched  on  the  block,  the  glittering  axe 


niggle  in  the 


01  mortal  sympathy;  what  wonder  then 
Thai  the  poor  Harp  distempered  music 

To  its  sad  Lord,  far  from  bis  native  fields  1 


TO  S.   H. 

Excuse  is  needless  when  with  love  sincere 
Of  occupation,  not  by  fashion  led. 
Thou  tuin'st  the  Wheel  that  slept  with 

dust  o'erspread; 
My  nerves  from  no  such  murmur  shrink, — 

Soft  as  the  Dorhawk's  to  a  distant  ear. 
When  twilight  shades  darken  (he  rnoun- 

Even  She  who  toils  to  spin  our  vital  thread 
Might  smile  on  work,  O  Lady,once  so  dear 
To  household  virtues.     Venerable  Art, 
Tom  from  the  Poor !  yet  shall  kind  Hea- 

Its  own;  though  Rulers,  with  undue  re- 
Trusting  to  crowded  factory  and  mart 
And  proud  discoveries  of  the  intellect. 
Heed  not   the  pillage  of  man's  ancient 

1817-  "Si?- 

DECAY   OF   PIETY. 

AncDdaonu  diurrh  on  prayer-<lay>,  Wedocs- 
day>  and  Fridajis  and  Holidayg,  received  a  shock 
allhe  Revolulion.    It  a  now,  ticwever,  happlljr 

SoDDel  were  amoDg  the  laM  of  that  plou  dan. 
May  wt  hope  that  Ihe  piaclice,  now  la  toiuc 

Oft  have  I  seen,  ere  Time  had  ploughed 

my  cheek. 
Matrons  and  Sires  —  who,  punctual  to  the 
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'■SCORN   NOT  THE  SONNET." 


Of  their  loved  Churchy  on  fast  or  festival 
Through   ihe   long  year   the   house    o( 

Prayer  would  seek : 
By  Christmas  snows,  by  visitation  bleak 
Of  Eastet  winds,  unseated,  (torn  hut  or 


hall 


o  lowiy  bench  or  sculptured 


And  ask,  surrounded  even  by  kneeling 

crowds, 
Is  ancient  Kety  iotever  flown? 
Alas!  even  then  they  seemed  like  fleecy 

That,  slru^ling  through  the  western  sky. 

Their  pensive  light  from  a  departed  sun  I 
.8.7.  .8.7. 

"SCORN   NOT  THE   SONNET." 

oa  Die  weslero  side  of  Rydal  Lake. 

Scorn  not  the  Sonnet;  Critic,  you  have 

Mindless  of  its  just  honors;   with  this  key 
Shakspeare  unlocked  his  heart;  the  mel- 

Ot  this  small  lute  gave  ease  to  Petrarch's 

A  thousand   times   this  pipe  did  Tasso 

With  it  Camoens  soothedan  exile's  grief; 


crowned 

His  visionary  brow ;  a  glow-worm  lamp, 
It    cheered   mild    Spenser,    called    from 

Faery  land 
Tostrug^le  through  dark  ways;  and,  when 

Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 
The  Thing  became  a  trumpet;  whence  he 

Soul-animating  strains  ^ — alas,  too  few  1 


mlsapebl  hjs  Ijme  and  miBapplied  his  talents.  He 
look  afteiwardt  a  better  course,  and  beome  a 
u&^ul  memlKr  of  socjety,  respected,  1  txlieve. 

Fair  Prime  of  life  I  were  it  enough  to 

gild 
With    ready   sunbeams   every  stra^ling 

And,  if  an  unexpected  cloud  should  lower. 
Swiftly  thereon  a  rainbow  arch  lo  build 
For  Fancy's  errands,  —  then,  from  fields 

half-tilled 
Gathering  green  weeds  to  mix  with  poppy 

Thee  might  thy  Minions  ciown,  and  chant 
thypon 


Fair  Prime  of  life !   arouse  the  deeper 

Confirm  the  Spirit  glorying  to  pursue 
Some  path  of  steep  ascent  and  lottyaim; 
And,  if  there  be  a  joy  that  slights  the 

claim 
Of  grateful  memory,  bid  that  joy  depart. 


RETIREIHENT. 
If  the  whole  weight  of  what  we  think  and 

(eel. 
Save  only  fat  as  thought  and  feeling  blend 
With  action,   were   as   nothing,  patriot 

Friend! 
From  thy  remonstrance  would  be  no  ap- 

Gut  to  promote  and  fortify  the  weal 

Of  our  own  Being  is  her  paramount  end; 

A  truth  which  they  alone  shall  compre- 

Whoshun  the  mischief  which  they  cannot 
heal. 

Peace  in  these  feverish  times  issovereign 
bliss: 

Here,  with  no  thirst  but  what  the  stream 
can  slake. 

And  startled  only  by  the  rustling  brake. 

Cool  air  I  breathe;  while  the  unincum- 
bered Mind 

By  some  weak  aims  at  services  assigned 

To  gentle  Natures,  thanks  not  Heaven 
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"WHILE  ANNA'S  PEERS  AND  EARLY  PLAYMATES  TREAD." 


There  is  a  phaiure  in  poetic  pains 
Which  only  Poetsknow;  —  '1  was  rightly 

Whom  could  the  Museselse  allure  to  Itead 
Their  smoothest  paths,  to  wear  their  light- 
est chains? 
When  happiest  Fancy  has  inspired  the 

How  oft  the  malice  of  one  luckless  word 
Pursues  (be  Enthusiast  to  the  social  board, 
Haunts  him  belated  on  the  silent  plains  1 
Yet  he  repines  not,  if  his  thought  stand 

At  last,  of  hindrance  and  obscurity, 
Fresh  as  the  star  that  crowns  the  brow  of 

Bright,  speckless,  as  a  softly-moulded  teat 
The  moment  it  has  left  the  virgin's  eye, 
Or  rain-drop  lingering  on   the   pointed 

RECOLLECTION  OF  THE  POR- 
TRAIT OF  KING  HENRY 
EIGHTH,  TRINITY  LODGE, 
CAMBRIDGE. 

Thb  imperial  Stature,  the  colossal  stride. 
Are  yet  before  me;  yet  do  I  behold 
The  broad  full  visage,  chest  of  amplest 

mould. 
The  vestments  'broidered  with  barbaric 

pride: 
And  lo !  a  poniard,  at  the  Monarch's  side. 
Hangs  ready  to  be  grasped  in  sympathy 
With  the  keen  threatenings  of  that  fulgent 

eye. 
Below  the  while-rimmed  bonnet,  lar-de- 

Who  trembles  now  at  thy  capricious  mood  ? 

"Midthosesurrounding  Worthies,  haughty 
King, 

We  rather  think,  with  grateful  mind  se- 
date. 

How  Providence  educeth,  Irom  the  spring 

Of  lawless  will,  unlooked-for  streams  of 

Which  neither  force  shall  check  nor  time 


When  Philoctetes  in  the  Lemnian  isle 
Like  a  form  sculptured  on  a  monument 
Lay  couched;  on  him  or  his  dread  bow 

unbent 
Some  wild  Bird  oft  might  settle  and  be- 
guile 
The  rigid  features  of  a  transient  smile. 
Disperse  the  tear,  or  to  the  sigh  give  veit. 
Slackening  the  pains  of  ruthless  banish- 


Griefs  to  allay  which  Reason  cannot  he«l; 
Yea,  veriest  reptiles  have  sufficed  (o  prove 
To  fettered  wretchedness,  that  no  BaE:ile 
Is  deep  enough  lo  exclude  the  light  of 


While  Anna's  peers  and  early  playmates 
In  freedom,   mounltdn-turf  and   river's 


Or  float  with  music  in  the  festal  barge; 
Rein  the  proud  steed,   or  through   the 

dance  are  led; 
Her  doom  it  is  to  press  a  weary  bed  — 
Tillolt  her  guardian  Angel,  to  some  charge 
More  urgent  called,  will  stretch  bis  wings 

at  large. 
And  friends  too  rarely  prop  the  lai^;uid 

Yet,  helped  by  Genius  —  untired  com- 
forter, 
Thepresenceeven  of  astuHedOwl  lorher 
Cancheatthetime;  sending  her  fancy  out 
To  ivied  castles  and  to  moonlight  skjea. 
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TO  THE  CUCKOO. 


Though  he  can  neither  stir  a  plume,  nor 
Nor  veil,  with  restless  film,  his  staling 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert 

When    sunshine    follows    shower,    the 

biesst  can  thrill 
Like  the  litst  summons.  Cuckoo !  oi  thy 

bill, 


Sends  gladness,  by  no  languid  smile  de. 
The  lordly  eagle-race  through  hostile 
May  perish;  time  may  come  when  never 

The  wilderness  shall  hear  the  lion  roar; 

But,  long  as  cock  shall  crow  from  house- 
hold petch 

To  rouse  ihe  dawn,  soft  gales  shall  speed 
thy  wing. 

And  thy  erratic  voice  be  faithful  to  the 
Spring  1 
i8»7.  iSij. 


THE   INFANT   M 1 

The  iahni  was  Muy  Monkhoiu 


Unquiet  Childhood  here  by  special  grace 
Forgets  her  nature,  opening  like  a  flower 
Thai  neither  feeds   nor  wastes  its  vital 

power 
In  painful  struggles.     Months  each  Other 

And  nought  untunes  that  Infant's  voice; 

Of  fretful  temper  sullies  her  pure  cheek; 
Prompt,  lively,  self-sufficing,  yet  so  meek 
That  one  enrapt  with  gazing  on  her  face 


(Which   even   the   placid   inn 

Could  scarcely  make  more  placid,  heaven 

more  bright) 
Mightlearn  to  picture,  tor  the  eye  of  failh, 
The  Virgin,  as  she  shone  wiUi  kindred 

light; 
A  nursling  couched  upon  her  mother's 

Beneath  some  shady  palm  of  Galilee. 
■8.J.  .8.7. 

TO   ROTHA  Q . 


ROTHA,  my  Spiritual  Child !   this   head 

was  gray 
When  at  the  sacred  font  for  thee  I  stood ; 
Pledged  till   thou   reach    the    verge   of 


For  steadfast  hope  the  contract  to  fulfil; 
Yet  shall  my  blessing  hover  o'er  thee  stUl, 
Embodied  in  the  music  of  Ihis  Lay, 
Breathed  forth  beside  the  peaceful  moiin- 

lain  Stream ' 
Whose    murmur    soothed    thy    languid 

Mother's  ear 
After  her  throes,  this  Stream  of  name 

Since   (hou   dost  bear  it,  —  a  memorial 

For  others;  for  thy  future  self,  a  spell 
To  summon  fancies  oul  of  Time's  dark 
cell. 


Iddy  Fitigenld,  u  d«KritMd  to  me  by  Ijidy 

Baumont. 

Such  age  how  beautiful!    O  Lady  bright. 
Whose  mortal  lineaments  seem  all  refined 
By  favoring  Nature  and  a  saintly  Mind 
To  something  purer  and  more  exquisite 
'  The  river  Rolha,  Ibal  llo»<  into  WindemMre 
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CONCLUSION. 


Than  flesh   and   blood;    whene'er  thou 

meel'al  my  sighl, 
When  I  behold  thy  blanched  unwithered 

Thy  temples  iringed  wilh  locks  of  gleam- 

And  head  that  flroops  because  the  soul  is 

Thee  with  the  welcome  Snowdrop  1  com- 
pare; 

That  child  of  winter,  prompting  thoughts 
that  climb 

From  desolation  toward  the  genial  prime; 

Or  wilh   ihe   Mooo   conquering    earth's 

And  filling  more  and  more  with  crystal 

light 
As  pensive  Evening  deepens  into  night. 


In  my  mind's  eye  a  Temple,  like  a  cloud 
Slowly  surmounting  some  invidious  hill, 
Rose  out  o(  darkness:  the  bright  Work 

And  might  ol  its  own  beauty  have  been 

But  it  was  fashioned  and  to  God  was 
vowed 

By  Virtues  that  diffused,  in  every  part. 

Spirit  divine  through  forms  of  human  art; 

Faith  had  her  arch  —  her  arch,  when 
winds  blow  loud, 

Into  the  consciousness  of  safety  thrilled; 

And  Love  her  towers  of  dread  founda- 
tion laid 

Under  Ihe  grave  of   things;   Hope  had 

Star-high,  and  pointing  slill  to  something 

Trembling  I  gaied,  but  heard  a  voice  — 

"  Hell-gates  are  powerless  Phantoms 
when  aie  build." 


Of   the  rash  Spirit  that  still  holds   her 

place, 
Prompting  the  world's  audacious  vanities! 
Go  back,  and  see  Ihe  Tower  of  Babel  rise; 
The  pyramid  extend  its  monstrous  base, 
For  some  Aspirant  of  our  short-lived  race. 
Anxious  an  aery  name  to  iro mortal iie. 
There,  too,  ere  wiles  and  politic  dispute 
Gave  specious  coloring  to  aim  and  act. 
See   the  first    mighty    Hunter  leave   the 

To  chase  mankind,  with  men  in  armies 

packed 
For  his  field-pastime  high  and  absolute, 
While,  to  dislodge  his  game,  cities  are 

sacked '. 


IN  THE  WOODS  OF   RYDAL. 
Wild  Redbreast  <  hadsl  thou  at  Jemima's 

lip 
Pecked,  as  at  mine,  thus  boldly,  Love 

m^ht  say, 
A  half-blown  rose  had  tempted  thee  to  sip 
Its  glistening  dews;   but  hallowed  is  the 

Which  the  Muse  warms;   and  I,  whose 

head  is  gray. 
Am  not  unworthy  of  thy  fellowship; 
Not  could  I  let  one  thought  — one  notion 

That  might  thy  sylvan  confidence  betray. 
For  are  we  not  all  His  without  whose  care 
Vouchsafed   no  sparrow  falleth   to   the 

ground? 
Who  gives    his   Angels  wings  to  speed 

through  air, 
And  rolls  the  planets  through  the  blue 

Then  peck  or  perch,  fond  Flulterer  !  nor 

forbear 
To  trust  a  Poet  in  still  musings  bound.' 


CONCLUSION. 

If  these  brief  Records,  by  the  Muses'  art 
Produced  as  lonely  Nature  or  the  strife 
That  animates  the  scenes  of  public  life  ' 
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MORNING   EXERCISE. 


IiiEpiied,  may  in  ihy  leisure  claim  a  part;    i 
And  if  these  Transcripts  o(  ihe  private  I 

Have  gained  a  sanction  from  ihy  falling  : 

TlienI  repent  not.    But  my  sou!  bath  tears 
Brealtied  irom  eternity;   ior,  as  a  dart 
Cleaves  the  blank  air.  Life  flies:   now 

every  day 
Is  but  a  glimtnerii^  spoke  in  the  swift 

Of  the  revolving  week.  -  Away,  away. 

All  titful  cates,  all  transitory  zeal ! 

So  timely  Grace  the  immoiUl  wing  may 


t  upon  the  senseless  clay. 


heal. 
And  honor  re 


A   MORNING   EXERCISE. 


addressed  lo  (he  skylark. 

Fancy,  who  leads  the  pastimes  of  the 

glad, 
Full   oft  is  pleased  a  wayward  dart  to 

Sending  sad  shadows  alter  things  nolsad. 
Peopling  the  harmless  fields  with  signs  of 


Blithe  ravenscroak  of  death;  and  when 
the  owl 

Tu-iehit — Tv-whoc  !  the  unsuspecting 


What  wonder?  at  her  bidding,  ancient 

Steeped  in  dire  grief  the  voice  of  Fhilo- 

And  that  fleet  messenger  of  summer  days. 
The  Swallow,   twittered  subject    to  like 

spell; 
But  ne'er  could  Fancy  bend  the  buoyant 

Lark 
To  melancholy  service  —  hark !  O  hark  ! 


bowed 

But  He  is  risen,  a  later  star  of  dawn, 
Glittering  and  twinkling  near  yon  rosy 

Bright  gem  instinct  with   music,  vocal 

The  happiest  Urd  that  spiai^  out  of  the 

Hail,  blest  above  all  kinds  I  —  Su- 
premely skilled 

Restless  with  fined  to  balance,  high  with 
low. 

Thou  leav'st  the  halcyon  free  her  hopes 
lo  build 

On  such   forbearance  as  Ihe  deep  may 

Perpetual  flight,  unchecked  by  earthly  lies, 
Leav'st  to  the  wandering  bird  of  paradise. 

Faithful,  though  swift  as  lightning,  the 


Through  border  wilds  where  naked  In- 
dians stray, 
Myriads  of  notes  attesi  her  subtle  skill; 
A  feathered  task-master  cries,  "Work 


To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond, 
Mount,    darting    warbler!  —  Ihal   love- 
prompted  strain, 
('Twixt   thee  and  thine  a  never.failing 

Thrills  not   the  less  the  bosom  of  the 
plain  r 
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Vet  m^ht'st  thou  seem,  proud  privilege  1 

All  independent  of  the  leaty  spring. 

How  would  it  please  old  Ocean  to  par- 
lake, 
With  sailors  longing  tor  a  breeze  in  vain, 
The  harmonythy  notes  most  gladly  make 
Where   earth   resembles    most   his  own 

domain  I 
Urania's  self  might  welcome  with  pleased 


Chanter  by  heaven  attracted,  whom  no 

To  daylight  known  deter  from  (hat  pur- 

'T is  well  that  some  sage  instinct,  when 

the  stars 
Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  Thee  still 

For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  incline 
Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  as  they 

.S2S.  *  .83.. 

THE  TRIAD. 


Show  me  the  noblest  Youth  of  present 

Whose  trembling  fancy  would  to  love  give 

birth; 
Some  God  or  Hero,  from  the  Olympian 

Returned,  to  seek  a  Consort  upon  earth; 
Or,  in  no  doubtful  prospect,  let  me  see 
The  brightest  star  of  ^es  yet  to  be, 
And  I  will  mate  and  match  him  blissfully. 
I  will  not  fetch  a  Naiad  from  a  flood 
Pure  as  herself  —  (song  lacks  not  mightier 

Nor  leaf-crowned  Dryad  from  a  pathless 

Nor  Sea-nymph  glistening  from  her  coral 

Mere  Mortals  bodied  forth  in  vision  still, 
Shill  with  Mount  Ida's  triple  lustre  fill 
The  chaster  coverts  of  a  British  hill. 


"  Appear !  —  obey  my  lyre's  command  ! 
Come,  like  the  Graces,  hand  in  hand ! 
For  ye,  though  not  by  birth  allied, 
Are  Sisters  in  the  bond  of  love; 
Noi  shall  the  tongue  of  envious  pride 
Presume  those  interweavings  to  reprove 
Inyou,  which  that  fair  progeny  of  Jove, 
Iieained  from  the  tuneful  spheres  that 

In  endless  union,  earth  and  sea  above." 

—  I  sine  in  vain;  — the  pines  have  hushed 

(heir  waving : 
A  peerless  Youth  expectant  at  my  side. 
Breathless  as  they,  with  unabated  craving 
Looks  lo  the  earth,  and  to  the  vacant  air; 
And,  with  a  wandering  eye  that  seems  to 

Asks  ot  the  clouds  what  occupants  they 

hide:  — 
But    why  solicit  more  than  sight  could 

By  casting  on  a  moment  all  we  dare? 
Invoke  we  those  bright  Beings  one  by  one ; 
And  what  was  boldly  promised,  truly  shall 
be  done. 
"  Fear  not  a  constraining  measure  '. 
— -Yielding  to  this  gentle  spell, 
Lucidal  from  domes  of  pleasure, 
Or  from  cottage -sprinkled  dell. 
Come  to  regions  solitary, 
Where  the  eagle  builds  hei  aerie, 
Above  the  hermit's  long-forsaken  cell !  " 

—  She  comes!  — behold 

That  Figure,  like  a  ship  with  snow-while 

Nearer  she  draws;    a  breeie  uplifts  hei 

Upon  her  coming  wait 

As  pure  a  sunshine  and  as  soft  a  gale 

As   e'er,  on  herbage  coveting    earthly 


gait 
And  every  motion  of  bis  starry  train 
Seem  governed  by  a  strain 
Of  music,  audible  to  him  alone. 

"O  Lady,  worthy  of  earth's  proudest 

Nor  less,  by  excellence  of  nature,  fit 
Beside  an  unambitious  hearth  to  sit 
Domestic  queen,  where  grandeur  is  un- 


:.bv  Google 


THE  TRIAD. 


Humbling    ihat     lily-sleir,    thy    sceplre 

Thai  ilE  lair  Roweis  maj'  from  his  cheek 
Biiish  the  too  happy  lear? 
—  Queen,  and  handmaid  lowly  ! 
Whose  skill  can  speed  the  day  with  lively 

And  banish  melancholy 

By  all  that  mind  invents   or  hand   pre- 

O  ThoH,  against  whose  lip,  without  ils 


The  softest  Nursling  oi  a  gorgeous  palace 
To  the  bare  life  beneath  the  hawthotn-roof 
Of  Sherwood's  Archer,  or   in   caves   ol 

Wallace  — 
Who  that  hath  seen  thy  beauty  could  con- 

His  soul  with  but  a  glimpse  oi  heavenly 

day? 
Who  that  hath  loved  thee,  but  would  lay 
His  strong  hand  on  the  wind,  il   it  were 

bent 
To  take  thee  in  thy  majesty  away? 
Pass  onward  (even  the  glancing  deer 
Till  we  depart  intrude  not  here;) 
That  mossy  slope,  o'ei  which  the  wood- 
bine throws 
A  canopy,  ia  smoothed  for  thy  repose  !  " 

—  Glad  moment  is  it  when  the  throng 
0(  warblers  in  full  concert  strong 
Strive,  and  not  vainly  strive,  to  rout 
The  lagging  shower,  and  force  coy  Phcebus 

Mel  by  the  rainbow's  form  divine. 
Issuing  itom  her  cloudy  shrine;  — 
So  may  the  thrillings  of  (he  lyre 
Prevail  to  hirlher  our  desire. 
While  to  these  shades  a  sbter  Nymph  I 

"  Come,  if  the  notes  thine   ear  may 

Come,  youngest  of  the  lovely  Three, 
Submissive  to  the  might  of  vetse 
And  the  dear  voice  of  harmony, 
By  none  mote  deeply  felt  than  Thee  \  " 

—  I  sang;  and  lo  !  from  pastimes  virginal 


She  hastens  lo  the  Cents 

0(  nature,  and  the  lonely  elements. 

Air  sparkles  round  her    with  a  dazzling 

But  mark  her  glowing  cheek,  her  vesture 

green! 
And,  as  if  wishful  to  disarm 
Or  lo  repay  the  potent  Charm, 
She  bears   the  stringed  lute  of  old  ro- 

That  cheered  the  trelllsed  arbor's  privacy. 
And  soothed  war-wearied  knights  in  raf' 

tered  hall. 
How  vivid,  yet  how  delicate,  her  glee  ! 
So  tripped  the  Muse,  inventress  of  the 

So,  truant  in  waste  woods,  the  blithe 

Euphrosyne ! 
But  the  ringlets  of  that  head 
Why  are  they  ungarlanded? 
Why  bedeck  her  temples  less 
Than  the  simplest  shepherdess? 
Is  it  not  a  brow  inviting 
Choicest  flowers  that  ever  breathed, 
,  Which  the  myrtle  would  delight  in 
With  Idalian  rose  enwreathed? 
But  her  humility  is  well  content 
With  OBf  wild  floweret  (call  it  not  forlorn) 
Flower  of  the   winds,  beneath   her 

bosom  worn  — 
Yet  more  for  love  than  ornament. 
Open,  ye  thickets!  let  her  fly, 
Swift  as  a  Thracian  Nymph  o'er  field  and 

height  < 
For  She,  to  all  hut  those  who  lore  her. 

Would  gladly  vanish  from  a  Stranger's 

sight; 
Though  where  she  is  beloved  and  loves. 
Light  as  the  wheeling  butterfly  she  moves; 
Her  happy  spirit  as  a  bird  is  free. 
That  rifles  blossoms  on  a  tree. 
Turning  them  inside  out  with  arch  au. 

dacity. 
Alas!  how  little  can  a  moment  show 
Of  an  eye  where  teelii^  plays 
In  ten  thousand  dewy  rays; 
A  face  o'er  which  a  thousand  shadows  go  ! 
—  She  stops  —  is  fastened  to  thai  rivuWi's 

And  there  (while,  with  sedater  mien, 
O'er  timid  waters  that  have  scarcely  Icfl 
Their  birthplace  in  the  rocky  deft 
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She  bends)  at  leisure  may  be  seen    _ 
Features  to  old  ideal  grace  allied, 
Amid  their  smiles  and  dimples  dignitied  — 
Fit  countenance  for  the  soul  of  primal 

truth; 
The  bland  composure  of  eternal  youlh  1 
What  more  changeiul  than  the  sea? 
But  over  his  great  tides 
Fidelity  presides; 
And  this  light-hearted  Maiden  constant  is 

as  he. 
High  is  her  aim  as  heaven  above,  I 

And  wide  as  ether  her  good-will;  I 

And,  like  the  lowly  reed,  her  love 
Can  drink  its  nurture  from  the  scantiest   , 

rilh 
Insight  as  keen  as  frosty  star 
Is  to  itr  charity  no  bar, 
Nor  interrupts  her  frolic  graces 
When  she  is,  far  from  these  wild  places. 
Encircled  by  familiar  faces. 
O  the  charm  that  manners  draw, 
Nature,  irom  thy  genuine  law  I 
If  from  what  her  hand  would  do, 
Her  voice  would  ultei,  aught  ensue 
Untoward  or  unfit; 
She,  in  benign  affections  pure. 
In  self-forgetfulness  secure. 
Sheds  round  the  transient  harm  or  vague 

mischance 
A  light  unknown  to  tutored  elegance; 
Hers  is  not  a  cheek  shame -stricken, 
But  her  blushes  are  joy-flushes; 
Andthe'fBUlt(i(faultitbe) 
Only  ministers  to  quicken 
Laughter -loving  gayety. 
And  kindle  sportive  wit  — 
Leaving  this  Daughter  of  the  mountains 

As  if  she  knew  that  Oberon  king  of  Faery 
Had  crossed  her  purpose  with  some  quaint 

vagary. 
And  heard  his  viewless  bands 
Over   their    mirthful    triumph   clapping 

"  Last  of  the  Three,  though  eldest  born , 
Reveal  thyself;  like  pensive  Morn 
Touched  by  the  skylark's  earliest  note. 
Ere  humbler  gladness  be  afloat. 
Bui  whether  in  tfie  semblance  drest 
Of  Dawn — or  Eve,  fair  vision  of  the  west. 
Come  with  each  anxious  hope  subdued 
By  woman's  gentle  lortitude. 


Eachgiief,  through  meekness,setlling  into 

—Or  I  would  hail  thee  when  some  high- 
wrought  page 
Of  a  closed  volume  lingering  in  thy  hand 
Has  raised  thy  spirit  to  a  peaceful  stand 
Among  the  glories  of  a  happier  age." 
Herbrow  hath  opened  on  me — see  inhere. 
Brightening  the  umbrage  of  her  hair; 
So  gleams  the  crescent  moon,  that  loves 
To  be  descried  through  shady  groves. 
Tenderest  bloom  is  on  her  cheek; 
Wish  not  for  a  richer  streak; 
Nor  dread  the  depth  of  meditative  eye; 
But  lei  thy  love,  upon  that  azure  field 
Of  thoughlfulness  and  beauty,  yield 
Its  homage  offered  up  in  purity. 
What   would'st  thou  more?      In  sunny 

glade, 
Or  under  leaves  of  thickest  shade. 
Was  such  a  stillness  e'er  diffused 
Since  earth  grew  calm  while  angels  mused  ? 
Softly  she  treads,  as  if  her  foot  were  loth 
To  crush  the  mountain  dew-drops  —  soon 
to  melt 


With  all  their  fragrance,  all  their  glis- 

Call  to  the  heart  lor  inward  listening  — 
And  though  for  bridal  wreaths  and  tokens 

Welcomed  wisely;   though  a  growth 
Which  the  careless  shepherd  sleeps  on, 
As  fitly  spring    from    turf   the  mourner 

And  without  wrong  are  cropped  the  mar- 
ble tomb  to  strew. 

The  Charm  is  overl  the  mute  Phantoms 
gone. 

Nor  will  return  —  but  droop  not,  favored 
Youlh; 

The  apparition  that  before  thee  shone 

From  these  wild  rocks  thy  footsteps  I  will 

To  bowers  in  which  thy  fortune  may  be 

And  one  of  the  bright  Three  become  thy 
happy  Bride. 
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Written  at  Rydal  Moun 

Si^ 

^ 

[ite  Destroyed." 

i* 

ime  out  of  midd,  hu  bee 

ailed  (he 

there  bain  i  favorable  isiue. 

Hope  rules  a  land  forever  green; 
All   powers   that   serve  ihe  bright-eyed 
Qmtn 

Are  confident  and  gay; 
Clouds  at  her  bidding  disappear; 
Points  she  la  aught  ? — the  bli^s  draws  near. 

And  Fancy  smooths  the  way. 

Not  such  the  land  of  Wishes  —  there 
Dwell  fruitless  day-dieanns,  lawless  prayer. 

And  thoughts  with  things  at  strife; 
Vet  how  (oriorn,  should  yt  depart 
Ye  supersliljons  of  the  heart. 

How  poor,  were  human  litel 

When  magic  lore  abjured  its  might, 
Ve  did  not  forfeit  one  dear  right, 

One  tender  claim  abate; 
Witness  this  symbol  oi  your  sway. 
Surviving  near  the  public  way. 

The  rustic  Wishing-gate  1 

Inquire  not  if  lh°  faeiy  race 

Shed  kindly  influence  on  the  place, 

Ere  northward  they  retired; 
If  here  a  warrior  left  a  spell, 
Panting  for  glory  as  he  fell; 

Or  here  a  saint  expired. 

Enough  that  all  around  is  fair. 
Composed  with  Nature's  finest  care. 

And  in  her  fondest  love  — 
Peace  to  embosom  and  content  ^ — ■ 
To  overawe  the  turbulent, 

The  selfish  to  reptove. 

Veal  even  the  Stranger  from  afar, 
Reclining  on  this  moss-grown  bar, 

Unknowing,  and  unknown, 
The  infection  of  the  ground  partakes, 
I-onging  for  his  Beloved  —  who  makes 

All  happiness  her  own. 


Th^n  why  should  conscious  Spirits  fe 
The  mystic  stirrings  that  are  here. 

The  ancient  faith  disclaim? 
The  local  Genius  ne'er  befriends 
Desires  whose  course  in  folly  ends. 

Whose  just  reward  is  shame. 

Smile  if  thou  will,  but  not  in  scorn. 

It  some,  by  ceaseless  pains  outworn. 

Here  crave  an  easier  lot; 


And  not  in  vain,  when  thoughts  are  cast 
Upon  the  irrevocable  past. 

Some  Penitent  sincere 
May  for  a  worthier  future  sigh, 
While  trickles  from  his  downcast  eye 

No  unavailing  tear. 

The  Worldling,  pining  to  be  freed 
From  turmoil,  who  would  turn  or  speed 

The  current  of  his  fate, 
Might  stop  before  this  favored  scene. 
At  Nature's  call,  nor  blush  to  lean 

Upon  the  Wishing-gate. 

The  Sage,  who  feels  how  blind,  how  weak 
Is  man,  though  loth  such  help  to  seek. 

Yet,  passing,  here  might  pause. 
And  thirst  for  insight  to  allay 
Misgiving,  while  the  crimson  day 

In  quietness  withdraws; 

Or  when  the  chilrch- clock's  knell  pro- 

To  Time's  first  step  across  the  bound 

Of  midnight  makes  reply; 
Time  pressing  on  with  starry  crest. 
To  filial  sleep  upon  Ihe  breast 

Ot  dread  eternity. 
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THE  WISHING-GATE  DESTROYED. 

'T  IS  gone  —  with  old  belief  and  dream 
That  round  it  clung,  and  tempting  scheme 

Released  from  fear  and  doubt; 
And  the  bright  landscape  loo  must  lie. 
By  this  blank  wall,  from  every  eye. 

Relentlessly  ^ut  out. 
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Bear  witness  ye  who  seldom  passed 
That  opening  —  but  a  look  ye  cast " 

Upon  (he  lake  below, 
Whal  spirit-sliriing  power  i(  gained 
From  faith  which  here  was  entertained. 

Though  reason  might  say  no. 

Blest  is  Ibal   gtound,   where,   o'er  (he 

springs 
0(  history.  Glory  claps  her  wings, 

Fame  sheds  the  exulting  tear; 
ye(  earth  is  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
Unheard  ot  is,  like  Ibis,  a  book 

For  modest  meanings  dear. 

It  was  in  sooth  a  happy  thought 
That  grafted,  on  so  fair  a  spot, 

So  confident  a  token 
Of  coming  good;  — the  charm  is  fled, 
Indulgent  centuries  spun  a  thread. 

Which  one  harsh  day  has  broken. 

Alas!  for  him  who  gave  the  word; 
CouH  he  no  sympathy  afford, 

Derived  from  earib  or  heaven. 
To  hearts  so  oft  by  hope  betrayed; 
Their  very  wishes  wanted  aid 

Which  here  was  freely  given? 

Where,  for  the  love-lotn  maiden's  wound, 
Will  now  so  readily  be  found 

A  balm  of  eipeclation? 
Anxious  for  far-off  children,  where 
Shall  mothers  breathe  a  like  sweet  air 

Of  home-felt  consolation? 

And  not  unfelt  will  prove  the  loss 
'Mid  trivial  care  and  petty  cross 

And  each  day's  shallow  grief; 
Though  the  most  easily  beguiled 
Were  oK  among  the  first  thai  smiled 

At  their  own  fond  belief. 

I(  still  ihe  reckless  change  we  mourn, 
A  reconciling  (bought  may  turn 

To  harm  lha(  might  lurk  here. 
Ere  judgment  prompted  from  within 
Fit  aims,  with  courage  to  begin, 

And  strength  lo  persevere. 

Not  Fortune's  slave  is  Man: 

Enjoins,  while  firm  resolves  a 

On  wishes  just  and  wise. 


That  strenuous  action  follow  both. 

And  life  be  one  perpetual  growth 

Of  heaven- ward  enterprise. 

So  taught,  so  trained,  we  boldly  face 
All  accidents  of  time  and  place; 

Whatever  props  may  fail. 
Trust  in  that  sovereign  law  can  spread 
New  glory  o'er  the  mountain's  head. 

Fresh  beauty  through  the  vale. 

That  truth  informing  mind  and  heart. 
The  simplest  cottager  may  part, 

Ungiieved,  with  charm  and  spell; 
And  yet,  lost  Wishing-gate,  to  thee 
The  voice  o(  grateful  memory 

Shall  bid  a  kind  farewell '.  > 
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With  laithful  memory  led  of  things 

To  pencil  dear  and  pen, 
Thou  would'st   forego   the   neighboring 
Rhine, 

And  all  his  majesty  — 
A  studious  forehead  to  incline 

O'er  this  poor  family. 

The  Mother  —  het  thou  must  have  see 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  rifted  rocks  between, 

Or  found  on  earth  a  name; 
An  image,  loo,  of  that  sweet  Boy, 

Thy  inspirations  give  — 
Of  playfulness,  and  love,  and  joy. 

Predestined  here  to  live. 


far, 


Downcast,  or  shooting  gh 

How  beautiful  his  eyes, 
That  blend  the  nature  of  the  star 

With  that  of  summer  skies! 
.   I  speak  as  if  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncounted  months  are  gone. 
Yet  am  I  with  the  Jewish  Child, 

That  exquisite  Saint  John. 

I  see  the  dark -brown  curls,  the  brow, 

The  smooth  transparent  skin. 
Refined,  as  with  intent  to  show 

The  holiness  within; 
The  grace  of  parting  Infancy 

By  blushes  yet  untamed; 
Age  faithful  to  the  mother's  knee, 

Nor  of  her  arms  ashamed. 

Two  lovely  Sisters,  still  and  sweet 

As  flowers,  stand  side  by  side; 
Their  sou  I- subduing  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  of  his  pride: 
Such  beauty  hath'the  Eternal  poured 

Upon  them  not  forlorn, 
Though  of  a  lineage  once  abhorred, 

Nor  yet  redeemed  from  scorn. 


Mysterious  safeguard,  that, 

Of  poverty  and  wrong. 
Doth  here  preserve  a  living  light, 

From  Hebrew  fountains  sp 
That  gives  this  ra^ed  group 

Around  the  dell  a  gieam 
Of  Palestine,  of  glory  past, 

And  proud  Jerusalem ! 


ing; 
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was  Hull 


That  happy  gleam  of  vernal  eyes. 
Those  locks  from  summer's  golden  skies, 

That  o'er  thy  brow  are  shed; 

That  cheek  — a  kindling  of  the  morn. 

That  lip  —  a  rosebud  from  the  thorn, 

I  saw ;  and  Fancy  sped 

:enes  Arcadian,  whispering,  through 

Of  bliss  (hat  grows  without  a  care. 
And  happiness  that  never  flies  — 
(How  can  il  where  love  never  dies?) 
Whispeiii^  of  promise,  where  no  blight 
"  n  reach  the  innocent  delight; 

That  Time,  unwrinkled  grandsire,  flings 
From  his  smoothly  gliding  wings. 

What  mortal  form,  what  earthly  face 
Inspired  the  pencil,  lines  to  trace. 
And  mingle  colors,  that  should  tireed 
Such  rapture,  nor  want  power  to  feed; 
For  had  thy  charge  been  idle  flowers. 
Fair  Damsel  I  o'er  my  captive  mind. 
To  truth  and  sober  reason  blind, 
'Mid  that  soft  air,  those  long-lost  bowers. 
The  sweet  illusion  might  have  hung,  for 

Thanks  to  this  tell-lale  sheaf  of  coin. 
That  touchingly  bespeaks  thee  born 
Lite's  daily  tasks  with  them  to  share 
Who,  whether  (rom  their  lowly  bed 
They  rise,  or  resl  the  weary  head, 
Ponder  the  blessing  they  entreat 
From  Heaven,  andy^^/what  they  repeat. 
While  they  give  utterance  (o  the  prayer 
That  asks  lor  daily  bread. 


ON  THE  POWER  OF  SOUND. 

Written  at  Rydal  Mouut     I  have  ofKn  re 
grelled  Ihaltny  tour  in  Ireland,  chiefly  perfomei 
'tt  short  day&  of  Oclotwr  In  a  Carriage-aud 
(1  was  with  Mr.  ManhiU),  supplied  n; 
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pair  of  eagles  nheekd  jboir  our  hrad>  and  darted 
off  as  if  lo  hide  Ihemselves  in  sblau  of  sky  nude 
1}y  Ihe  scldog  lUD. 

ARGUMENT. 

Tlie  Eariiddreued,  ai  ociniidEd  liy  a  spiiiliul 

vidual,  or  CDmbined  in  studied  hannonj— Source* 
and  effects  of  lliose  sounds  (to  |)ie  close  of  6th 
Slan^)  —  The  power  of  rnuHC,  whence  proceed- 
bg,  eiemplified  in  the  idiol  —  Origin  ofinusic, 
and  its  effect  in  early  ages— How  produced  (lo  the 
middle  of  tenth  SuniaJ  —  The  mind  recalled  lo 
sounds  acting  casually  and   severally  —  Wiafa 

intelleciuaJ  comemplalion  —  (Stania  iilh)  The 
Pyth^oTEan  theory  of  numbers  and  muaic,  with 

theory — Wish  expressed  (in  nth  San£a)  realised, 
in  some  d^iree,  by  the  representation  of  all  sounds 
under  the  form  of  thank^ving  to  the  Creator  — 
{fast  Stanta)  the  deslniction  of  earth  and  ihe 
planelaij  system— The  surriyal  of  audible  har- 
mony, and  its  support  in  the  Dirine  Nature,  as 
revealed  In  Holy  Writ. 


Thy  funclions  are  ethereal. 
As  it  within  ihee  dweit  a  glancing  mind, 
Organ  ol  vision  !     And  a  Spirit  aerial 
Informs  (he  cell  of   Hearing,  dark  and 

blind; 
Intricate  labyrinth,  more  dread  lor  thought 
To  enter  than  oracular  cave; 
Strict  passage,  through  which  sighs  are 

brought. 
And  whispers  for  the  heart,  their  slave; 
And  shrieks,  that  revel  in  abuse 
Of  shivering  flesh;  and  warbled  air, 
Whose  piercing  sweetness  can  unloose 
The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 
Into  (he  ambush  of  despair; 
Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-drawn 

And  requiems  answered  by  the  pulse  that 

Devoutly,  in  life's  last  retreats ! 


Cheering   the   wakeful   t 


Theylull  perchance  ten  thousand  thousand 

flowers. 
T'Ai/roar,  the  prowling  lion's  Htrel  am. 
How  fearful  to  the  desert  wide  ! 
That  bleat,  how  tender  !  of  the  dam 
Calling  a  straggler  to  her  side. 
Shout,  cuckoo!  — let  the  vernal  soDi 
Go  with  thee  to  the  frozen  lonej 
Toll  from  ihy  loftiest  perch,  lone  bell- 
bird,  lolM 
At  the  still  hour  to  Mercy  dear, 
Mercy  from  hei  twilight  throne 
Listening  to  nun's  taint  ihiob  of  holy  fear, 
To  sailor's  prayer  breathed  fromadarken- 

Or  widow's  cottage-lullaby. 


Ye  Voices,  and  ye  Shadows 

And  Images  of  voice  —  to  bound  and  horn 

From    rocky  steep    and  rock-besludded 

Flung  back,  and,  in  the  sky's  blue  caves. 

On  with  your  pastime!   till  the  church- 
lower  bells 
A  greeting  give  of  measured  glee; 
And  milder  echoes  from  (heir  cells 
Repeat  the  bridal  symphony. 
Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  us  rove 
Where  mists  are  breaking  up  or  gone. 
And  from  aloft  look  down  into  a  cove 
Besprinkled  with  a  careless  quite, 


Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  bhnd  man's  gloom,  exalts  the  vet- 

Unscornedthepeasanl'swhistling  breath, 

that  lightens 
His  duteous  toil  of  furrowing  the  gieen 
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For  ihe  (ired  slave.  Song  lilts  the  laDgJiid 


That  beautifies 

And  mitigates  the  harshest  clime. 

Yon  pilgrims  see  —  in  lagging  file 

They  movei  but  soon  the  appointed  way 

A  choral  Ave  Marie  shall  beguile, 

And  to  theii  hope  the  distant  shrine 

Glisten  with  a  livelier  ray; 

Noi  friendless  he,  the  prisoner  o(  the  mine, 

Wholrom  the  well-sprir^of  his  own  clear 

breast 
Can  diaw,  and  sing  hb  griefs  to  rest. 


When  civic  renovation 
Da,wns  on  a  kingdom,  and  for  needful  haste 
Best  eloquence  avails  not,  Inspiration 
Mountswithatune,  that  travels  like  a  blast 
Piping  through   cave  and  batllemented 

Then  starts  the  sluggard,  pleased  to  meet 
That  voice  of  Freedom,  in  its  power 
Of  promises,  shrill,  wild,  and  sweet ! 
Who,  from  a  martial  pageanif  spreads 
Incitements  of  a  battle-day. 
Thrilling   the   unweaponed   crowd   with 

piumeless  heads?  — 
Even  She  whose  Lydian  airs  inspire 
Peaceful  striving,  gentle  play 
Of  timid  hope  and  innocent  desire 
Shot  from  the  dancing  Graces,  as  they 

Fanned  by  the  plausive  wings  of  Love. 


O  Thou,  through  whom  the  temple  rings 

with  praises. 
And  blackening  clouds  in  thunder  speak 

of  God, 
Betray  not  fiy  the  coienage  of  sense 
Thy  votaries,  wooingly  resigned 
To  a  voluptuous  influence 
That  taints  the  purer,  belter,  mind; 
But  lead  sick  Fancy  to  a  harp 
That  hath  in  noble  tasks  been  tried; 
And,  if  the  virtuous  feel  a  pang  too  sharp, 
Soothe  it  into  patience, — stay 
The  uplifted  arm  of  Suicide; 


And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  Rrm  array 
Knit  every  thought  the  impending  issue 

Ere  martyr  burns,  or  patriot  bleeds  1 


As  CoBsdence,  to  the  centre 
Of  being,  smites  with  irresistible  pain 
So  shall  a  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 
The  mouldy  vaaltsof  the  dull  idiot's  brain. 
Transmute  him  to  a  wretch  from  quiet 

Convulsed  as  by  a  jarring  din; 

And  then  E^hast,  as  at  the  world 

Of  reason  partially  let  in 

By  concords  winding  with  a  sway 

Terrible  for  sense  and  soul ! 

Or,  awed  he  weeps,  struggling  to  quell 

dismay. 
Point  not  these  mysteries  to  an  Art 
Lodged  above  the  starry  pole; 
Pure  modulations  Sowing  from  the  heart 
Of  divine  Love,  where  Wisdom,  Beauty, 

Truth 
With  Order  dwell,  in  endless  youth? 

VIII. 
Oblivion  may  not  cover 
All  treasures  hoarded  by  the  miser,  Time. 
Orphean  Insight  Uruth'sundauntedlover, 
To  the  first  leagues  of   tutored  passion 

When  Music  deigned  within  this  grosser 

Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold, 
And  voice  and  shell  drew  forth  a  tear 
Softer  than  Nature's  self  could  mould. 
Vet  sirenuom  was  the  inlant  Age: 
Art,  daring  because  souls  could  (eel. 
Stirred  nowhere  but  an  urgent  equipage 
Of  rapt  imagination  sped  her  march 
Through  [he  realms  of  woe  and  weal : 
Hell  to  the  lyre  bowed  low;  the  Upper  aich 
Rejoiced  that  clamorous  spell  and  magic 


Her  wan  disasters  could  dispersi 


The  Gift  to  king  Amphion 

That  walled  a  city  with  its  melody 

Was  for  belief  no   dream:  — thy    skill. 

Arion! 
Could  humanize  the  creatures  of  the  sea. 
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Where  m 


■e  monsters.   A  last  grace 


X^eave  for  one  choDt ;  —  the  dulcet  sound 
Steals  (rom  the  deck  o'er  willing  waves. 
And  listening  dolphins  gather  round. 
Self-cast,  as  wilh  a  desperate  course, 
'Mid  that  strange  audience,  be  bestrides 
A  proud  One  docile  as  a  managed  horse; 
And  singing,  while  ihe  accordant  hand 
Sweeps  his  harp,  the  Master  rides; 
So  shall  he  touch  at   length  a   friendly 

strand. 
And  he,  with  his  preserver,  shine  slar- 

In  memory,  through  silent  night. 


The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  shepherds 
CouchedinlheshadowofMaenalian  pines, 
Was  passing  sweet;  the  eyeballs  of  the 

leopards, 
That  in  high  triumph  drew  the  Lord  of 

How  did  (hey  sparkle  to  the  cymbal's 

clang ! 
While  Fauns  and  Satyrs  beat  the  ground 
In  cadence,  — and  Silenus  swang 
This   way  and   that,   wilh   wild -flowers 

crowned. 
To  life,  to  life  give  back  thine  ear : 
Ye  who  are  longing  to  be  rid 
Of  fable,  though  to  truth  subservient,  hear 
The  little  sprinkling  of  coldearlh  Ihal  fell 
Echoed  from  the  coflin-lid; 
The  convict's  summons  in  the  steeple's 

knell; 
"  The  vain  distress-gun,"  from  a  leeward 

Repeated  — heard,  and  heard  no  moiel 


Rolling  a  solemn  sea-like  ba^s.  that  floats 
Far  as  the  woodlands — -with  the  trill  to 

blend 
Of  that  shy  songstress,  whose  love-lale 
Might  tempt  an  angel  to  descend. 
While  hovering  o'er  the  moonlight  vale. 
Ye  wandering  Utterances,  has  earth  no 

scheme, 


No  scale  of  moral  music  —  to  unite 
Powers  that  survive  but  in  the  fainte 

Of  memory?  —  Othal  ye  might  stoop 

Chains,  such  precious  chains  of  sight 
As  labored  ininslrelsies  through  ages  weai 
O  for  a  balance  fit  the  truth  to  tell 
Of  the  Unsubstantial,  pondered  welll 


By  one  pervading  spuHt 

Of  tones  and  numbers  all  things  are  con- 
trolled, 
As  sages  taught,  where  faith  was  found  to 

Initiation  in  that  mystery  old. 

The  heavens,  whose  aspect  makes  our 

minds  as  still 
As  they  themselves  appear  lo  be, 
Innumerable  voices  fill 
With  everlasting  harmony; 
The  towering  headlands,  crowned  wilh 

Their  feel  among  the  billows,  know 

That  Ocean  is  a  mighty  harmonist; 

Thy  pinions,  universal  Air, 

Ever  waving  lo  and  fro. 

Are  delegates  of  harmony,  and  bear 

Strains  thai  support  the  Seasons  in  their 

Stem  Winter  loves  a  dirge-like  sound. 


Break  forth  into  ihank^ving, 
Ye  banded  instrumenls  of  wind  and  chords 
Unite,  lo  magnify  the  Ever-living, 
Your  inarticulate  notes  wilh  the  voice  of 

Nor  hushed  be  service  from  the  lowing 

Nor  mule  the  forest  hum  of  noon; 

Thou  too  be  heard,  lone  eagle  !  freed 

From  snowy  peak  and  cloud,  attune 

Thy  hungry  barkings  lo  the  hymn 

Of  joy,  that  from  her  utmost  walls 

The  SIX  .days'  Work,  by  flaming  Seraphim 

Transmits  lo  Heaven  !    As  deep  lo  Deep 

Shouting  through  one  valley  calls, 

All  worlds,  all  natures,  mood  and  nu-as- 
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For   praise    and    ceaseless    gratntation, 

Into  the  ear  ot  God,  theii  Lord  I 

XIV. 
A  Voice  to  Light  gave  Being; 
To    Time,   and   Man,    his    earth  -  bom 

chroniclei; 
A  Voice  shall  finish  doubt  and  dim  (ote- 

And  sweep  away  life's  visionary  stii; 

The  trumpet  (we,  intoxicate  with  piide. 

Aim  al  its  blast  for  deadly  wars) 

To  aichangelic  lips  applied, 

The  grave  shall  open,  quench  the  stars. 

O  Silence  I  are  Man's  noisy  years 

No  more  than  moments  of  thy  life  ? 

Is  Harmony,  blest  queen  of  smiles  and 

With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  just, 

Tempered  into  rapturous  strife. 

Thy  destined  bond-slave  ?    No !  though 

earth  be  dust 
And  vanish,  though  the  heavens  dissolve, 

her  stay 
Is  in  the  Word,  (hat  shall  not  pass  away. 
Dbcbmbhr,  iSiS.  iSjj. 


INCIDENT  AT  BRUGfeS. 
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In  Bruges  town  is  many  a  street 

Whence  busy  life  halh  fled; 
Where,  without  hurry,  noiseless  feet 

The  giass-grown  pavement  tread. 
There  heard  we,  halting  in  the  shade 

Flung  from  a  Convent -tower, 
A  harp  that  tuneful  prelude  made 

To  a  voice  of  thrilling  power. 

The  measure,  ample  truth  to  tell. 
Was  fit  for  some  gay  throng; 

Though  from  the  same  grim  turret  fell 
■nie  shadow  and  the  song. 


When  silent  were  both  voice  and  chords. 
The  strain  seemed  doubly  dear. 

Yet  sad  as  sweet,  —  for  English  words 
Had  fallen  upon  the  eai. 

It  was  a  breezy  hour  of  eve; 

And  pinnacle  and  spire 
Quivered  and  seemed  almost  to  heave, 

Qothed  with  innocuous  fire; 
But,  where  we  stood,  the  setting  sun 

Showed  little  of  his  state; 
And,  if  the  glory  reached  the  Nun, 

'T  was  through  an  iron  grate. 

Not  always  is  the  heart  unwise, 

Noi  pity  idly  born, 
If  even  a  passing  Stranger  sighs 

For  them  who  do  not  mouin. 
Sad  is  thy  doom,  self-so!aced  dove. 

Captive,  whoe'er  thou  be  ! 
Ob  !  what  is  beauty,  what  is  love. 

And  opening  life  to  thee? 

Such  feeling  pressed  upon  my  soul, 

A  feeling  sanctified 
By  one  soft  trickling  teai  that  stole 

From  the  Maiden  at  my  side ; 
Less  tribute  could  she  pay  than  this. 

Borne  gayly  o'er  the  sea, 
Fresh  from  the  beauty  and  the  bliss 

Of  English  liberty? 
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The  roving  bee  prodaims  aloud 

Her  flignl  by  vocaJ  wings; 
While  Ve,  in  lasting  durance  pent, 

Vout  silent  lives  employ 
For  something  more  than  dull  content, 

Though  haply  less  than  joy. 

Vet  might  your  glassy  prison  seem 

A  place  where  joy  is  known, 
Where  golden  flash  and  silver  gleam 

Have  meanings  ot  their  own; 
While,  high  and  low,  and  all  about. 

Your  motions,  glittering  Elves! 
Ye  weave  —  no  danger  from  without. 

And  peace  among  yourselves. ' 

Type  of  a  sunny  human  breast 

Is  your  Iranspaient  cell; 
Where  Fear  is  but  a  transient  guest. 

No  sullen  Humors  dwell; 
Where,  sensitive  of  every  tay 

Hiat  smiles  this  tiny  sea, 
Yout  scaly  panoplies  repay 

The  loan  with  usury. 


For  day-dieams  soft  as  e'er  beguiled 
Day-thoughts  while  limbs  repose; 

For  moonlighl  fascinations  mild, 
"our  gift,  eie  shutters  close  — 

Accept,    mute    Caplives  1    thanks    ai 

And  may  this  tribute  prove 

That  gentle  admirations  raise. 

Delight  resembling  love 


How  beautiful  i  —  >  t.  ..u..v 
This  ever-graceful  change 

Renewed  — renewed  incessa 
Within  your  qi"-'  'f-"' 

Is  it  that  ye  with 
For  mutual  pl<~ 


knows  why 


And  sometimes.  i 


wiUiout  y 


Fays,  Genii  of  gigantic  size ! 

And  now,  in  twilight  dim, 
Clusleritig  like  constellated  eyes, 

In  wings  of  Cherubim, 
When  the  fierce  orbs  abate  their  glare  ;- 

Whate'er  your  forms  express, 
Whate'er  ye  seem,  whate'er  ye  are  — 

All  leads  to  gentleness. 

Cold  (hough  youi  nature  be,  'I  is  pure; 

Your  birthright  is  a  fence 
From  all  that  haughtier  kinds  endure 

Through  tyranny  of  sense. 
Ah  '.  not  alone  by  colors  tnight 

Are  Ve  to  heaven  allied, 
When,  like  essential  Forms  of  light, 

Ve  mingle,  or  divide. 


i8)s. 


UBERTV. 
(sequel  to  the  A] 


Those  breathing  Tokens  of  your  kind 

(Suspect   not,  Anna,  that  their  fate  is 

soon   does    aughl    to   which   mild 

In  lonely  spots,  become  a  slighted  thing;  ) 
Those  silent  Inmates  now  no  longer  share. 
Nor  do  they  need,  our  hospitable  care, 
Removed  in  kindness  from  their  glassy 
Cell 


inds  disturb;  the  mirror  oi  whose 

Is  smooth   as   clear,   save   where   with 

dimples  small 
A  fly  may  settle,  ot  a  blossom  fall. 

""  '  ns,  of  blazing  sun  and  beal- 

>wer 
Fearless  (but  how  obscured  I)  the  golden 

Power. 
That  from  his  bauble  prison  used  to  cast 
Gleams  by  the  richest  jewel  unsurpast; 
near   him,  darkling   like  a   sullen 
Gnome, 
The  silver  Tenant  of  the  crystal  dome; 
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Dissevered  bolh  from  all  ihe  mysleries 
Oi  hue  and  altering  shape  ihat  charmed 

Alas!  ihey  pined,  they  languished  while 

they  shone; 
And,   it   not   so,  what   mailers   beauty 

And  admiration  lost,  by  change  of  place 
That  brings  to  the  inward  creature  no 

But  if  the  change  restore  his  birthright, 

then, 
Whate'er  (he  difleience,  boundless  is  the 

gain. 
Who  can  divine  what  impulses  irom  God 
Keach  (he  caged  lark,  within    a  town- 

Fiom  his  poor  inch  or  two  of  daisied  sod  ? 

0  yield  him  back  his  privilege  !  — No  sea 
Swells  like  the  bosom  ot  a  man  set  free; 
A  wilderness  is  rich  with  liberty. 

Roll  on.  ye  spouting  whales,  who  die  or 

Your  independence  in  the  fathomless 
Deepi 

Spread,  tiny  nautilus,  the  living  sail; 

Dive,  at  thy  choice,  or  brave  the  freshen- 
ing gale ! 

If  unrepioved  the  ambitious  eagle  mount 

Sunward  to  seek  the  daylight  in  its  fount. 

Bays,  gulfs,  and  ocean's  Indian  width, 
shall  be. 

Till  the  world  perishes,  a  field  for  thee ! 
While  musing  here  I  sit  in  shadow  cool, 

And  watch  these  mute  Companions,  in 
the  pool, 

(Among  reflected  boughs  of  leafy  trees) 

By  glimpses  caught  —  disporting  at  their 

Enlivened,  braced,  by  hardy  luxuries,   , 

1  ask  what  warrant  fixed  them  (like  a 

spell 
Of  witchcraft  Hxed  them)  in  the  crystal 

cell; 
To  wheel  with  languid  motion  round  and 

Beautiful,  yet  in  mournful  durance  bound. 
Their  peace,  perhaps,  our  lightest  foot- 
fall matted; 
On  their  quick  sense  our  sweetest  music 


No  sheltering  stone,  no  tangled  root  was 

When  fire  or  taper  ceased  to  cheer  the 

They   wore   away  the  night   in  starless 

And,  when  the  sun  first  dawned  upon 

How    laint    their  portion   of    his  vital 

beams! 
Thus,  and  unable  to  complain,  they  fared, 
While  not  one  joy  of  ours  Iqr  them  was 

Is  there  a  cherished  bird  (I  venture  now 
To  snatch  a  sprig  from  Chaucer's  rev- 
erend brow) —  ' 
Is  there  a  brilliant  fondling  of  the  cage, 
Though  sure  of  plaudits  on   his   costly 

stage, 
Though  fed  with  dainlies  from  the  snow- 
white  hand 
Of  a  kind  mistress,  fairest  of  the  land, 
Bui  gladly  would  escape;  and,  if  need 

Scatter  the  colors  from  the  plumes  that 

The  emancipated  captive  through  blithe 

Into  strange  woods,  where  he  at  large 

On  best  or  worst  which  Ihey  and  Nalure 

giveP 
The  beetle  loves  his  unpretending  track. 
The  snail  the  house  he  carries  on  his  back ; 
The  far-ietched  worm  with  pleasure  would 

disown 
The  bed  we  give  him,  though  of  softest 

A  noble  instinct;  in  all  kinds  the  same. 
All  ranks  !     What  Sovereign,  worthy  ot 

the  name, 
li  doomed  to  breathe  against  his  lawful 

will 
An  element  that  flatters  him  —  to  kill, 
But  would  rejoice  to  barter  outward  show 
For  the  least  boon  that  freedom  can  be- 
But  moat  the  Bard  is  true  to  inborn  right, 
Larkof  the  dawn,  and  Philomel  of  night. 
Exults  in  freedom,  can  with  rapture  vouch 
For  the  dear  blessings  of  a  lowly  couch, 
A   natural  meat  —  days,   months,   bom 

Nature's  hand; 


^cbvCooglc 


Time,  place,  and  business,  all  at  his  coin- 

Who  bends  to  happier  dulies,  who  more 

Than  the  industrious  Poet,  taught  to  piiie. 
Above  all  grandeur,  a  pure  lile  uncrossed 
By  cares  in  which  simplicily  is  lost? 
That  life  —  the  flowery  pal  h  I  hat  winds 

by  stealth  — 
Which   Horace  needed   lor  his   spirit's 

health; 
Sighed  for,  in  heart  and  genius,  overcome 
By  noise  and  strife,  and  questions  weari- 


Let  easy  mirth  his  social  hours  inspire. 
And  fiction  animate  his  sportive  lyre. 
Attuned  lo  verse  that,  crowning  light  Dis- 


Drawn  forth  by  pressure  of  bis  gilded 

chains. 
As  a  chance -sunbeam  from  his  memory 

fell 
Upon  Ihe  Sabine  farm  he  loved  so  well; 
Or  when  the  prattle  of  Blandusia's  spring 
Haunted  his  ear  —  he  only  listening  — 
He,  proud  to  please,  above  all  rivals,  til 
To  win  the  palm  o(  gayety  and  wit; 
He,  doubt  not,  with  involuntary  dread. 
Shrinking  from  each  new  favor  to  be  shed. 
By  the  world's  Ruler,  on  his  .honored 

In  a  deep  vision's  intellectual  scene. 
Such  earnest  longings  and  regrets  as  keen 
Depressed  the  melancholy  Cowley,  laid 
Under    a.    fancied    yew-tree's    luckless 

A  doleful  bower  (or  penilenlial  song. 
Where  Man   and   Muse  complained   ot 

mutual  wrong; 
While  Cam's  idea!  current  glided  by, 
And  antique  towers  nodded  their  fore- 
heads high. 
Citadels  dear  lo  sludious  privacy. 
But  Fortune,  who  had  long  been  used  lo 

With   this  tried  Servant  of  a  thankless 

Court, 
Relenting  met  his  wishes;  and  lo  you 


The  remnant  of  his  days  at  least  was  true ; 
You,  whom,  though  long  deserted,  he 

loved  best; 
You,  Muses,  books,  fields,  liberty,  and 

Far  happier  they  who,  fixing  hope  and 

On  the  humanities  of  peaceful  fame. 
Enter  betimes  with  more  than  martial  lire 
The  generous   course,  aspire,   and  still 

Upheld  by  warnings  heeded  not  loo  late 
Stifle  the  contradictions  of  their  fate. 
And  to  one  purpose  cleave,  their  Being's 
godlike  mate ! 
Thus,  gifted  Friend,  but  with  Ihe  placid 

Thai  woman  ne'ershould  forfeit,  keep  tky 

With  modest  scorn  reject  whate'er  would 

blind 
The  ethereal  eyesight,  cramp  the  winged 


Life's  book  for  Thee  may  lie  unclosed, 
I  till  age 

'  Shall  with  a  thankful  tear  bedrop  its  latest 


Wm.  Flelcher,  1e  India,  and  died  oi  cho 
the  age  <A  Ihirty-Iwo  or  thiny-lhrcc  yean, 
way  from  Shalapore  to  BomtKiy,  deeply  lai 


was  modeat  and  humble,  and,  iadecd,  far  IkIow 
their  merlls;  u  i<  often  the  case  wllb  Ihote  who 
Eire  making  trial  n[  tiiclr  powers,  with  a  hope  to 

she  had,  within  Ihe  rang*  ot  the  Aulhor'i  agquainl- 
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uidston,  twtb  for  judicUl 
>e>.  Such  slones  an  not 
It  tidi  day,  both  in  Great 


What  though  the  Accused,  upon  his  own 

appeal 
To  righteous  Gods  when  man  has  ceased 

to  ieei, 
Or  at  a  doubting  Judge'sslern  comtnand, 
Betore  the  Stone  of  Power  no  longer 

To  lake  his  sentence  from  the  balanced 

Block, 
As,  at  his  touch,  it  rocks,  or  seems  to 

Though,  in  the  depths  of  sunless  groves, 


Do  still  perform  mysterious  offices! 
And  functions  dwell  in  beast  and  bird  [hat 

The  reasoning  mind,  or  with  the  fancy 

play. 
Inviting,  at  all  seasons,  ears  and  eyes 
To  watch  for  undelusive  auguries;  — 
Not    uninspired    appear    their    simplest 

Their  voices  mount  symbolical  of  praise  — 
To  mix  with  hymns  that  Spirits  make  and 

And  to  fallen  man  their  innocence  is  dear. 
Enraptured  Art  draws  from  those  sacred 

Streams  (hat  reflect  the  poetry  o(  things  ! 
Where  christian  Martyrs  stand  in  hues 

That,  might  a  wish  avail,  would  never 
fade; 


There,  too,  behold  thelambandguileless         I 

Prest  in  the  tenderness  of  virgin  love 

To   saintly  bosoms!  —  Glorious   is    the         I 

blending  I 

Of  right  affections  climbing  or  descending      "    i 
Along  a  scale  of  light  and  life,  with  cares 
Alternate;    carrying  holy   thoughts  and 

prayers 
Up  to  the  sovereign  seat  of  the  Most 

Hlghl 
Descending  to  the  worm  in  charity; ' 
Like  those  good  Angels  whom  a  dream  of 

night 
Gave,  in  the  field  of  Lui,  to  Jacob's  sight 
AU,  while  he  slept,  treading  the  pendent 

Earthward  or  heavenward,  radiant  mes- 

That,  with  a  perfect  will  in  one  accord 
Of  strict  obedience,  serve  the  Alm^hty 

Lord; 
And  with  untired  humility  forbore 
To  speed  their  errand  by  the  wii^  they 


What  a  fair  world  » 


Opinion  bow  before  the  naked  sense 
Of  the  great  Vision,  —  faith  in  Providence; 
Merciful  over  all  his  creatures,  just 
To  the  least  particle  of  sentient  dust; 
But,  fixing  by  immutable  decrees, 
Seedtime  and  harvest  for  his  purposes  ! 
Then  would  be  closed  the  restless  oblique 
eye 


winds 

That  into  breezes  sink;   impetuous  minds 
By  discipline  endeavor  to  grow  meek 
As  Truth  herself,  whom  they  profess  to 

Then  Genius,  shunning  fellowship  with 

Pride, 
Would  braid  his  golden  locks  at  Wisdom's 

Love  ebband  flow  untroubled  by  caprice; 
And  not  alone  iirj^  tyranny  would  cease, 
But  unoffending  creatures  find  release 
From  qualified  oppression,  whose  defence 
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"THIS   LAWN,   A   CARPET  ALL   ALIVE." 


Rests  on  a  hollow  plea  of  recompense ; 
Thought -tempered  wrongs,  (or  each  hu- 

Oft  worse  to  bear,  or  deadlier  io  effect. 
Witness  those  glances  of  indignant  scorn 
From  some  high-minded  Slave,  impelled 

The  kindness  that  would  make  him  less 

forlorn; 
Or,  if  the  soul  Io  bondage  be  subdued, 
His  look  of  pitiable  gratitude  t 

Alas  for  thee,  bright  Galaxy  of  Isles, 
Whose  day  departs  in  pomp,  returns  with 

To  greet  the  flowers  and  fruitage  of  aland, 
As  the  sun  mounts,  by  sea-borti  breezes 

fanned; 
A  land  whose  ai 


For  Gods  in  council,  whose  green  vales. 

Fit  for  the  shades  of  heroes,  mingling  there 
To  breathe  Elysian  p>eace  in  upper  air. 
Though  cold  as  winter,  gloomy  as  the 
grave. 
Stone-walls  a  prisoner  tnake,  but  not  a 

Shall  man  assume  a  property  in  man? 
Lay  on  the  moral  will  a  withering  ban? 
Shame  that  our  laws  at  distance  still  pro- 
Enormities,  which  they  at  home  reject! 
"  Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England  "  — 

yet  that  boast 
Is  but  a  mockery  1  when  from  coast  to 

Though  ftltered  slave  be  none,  her  floors 

Groan  underneath  a  weigh!  of  slavish  toil, 
For  the  poor  Many,  measured  out  by  rules 
Fetched   with    cupidity   from    heartless 

schools, 
Thai    to    an    Idol,    falsely    called    "the 

Wealth 
Of  Nations,"  sacrifice  a  People's  health. 
Body  and  mind  and  soul;  a  thirst  so  keen 
Is  ever  urging  on  the  vast  machine 
Of   sleepless    Labor,   'mid    whose    diziy 

The   Power  least   prized   is  that   which 
thinks  and  ieels. 
Then,  for  the  pastimes  of  this  delicate 
age. 


Our  varying  moods,  on  human  kind  or 

brute, 
'T  were  well  in  Uttle,  as  in  great,  to  pause. 
Lest  Fancy  trifle  with  eteroal  laws. 
Not  from  bis  fellows  only  man  may  learn 
Rights  to  compare  and  duties  to  discern  ! 
All  creatures  and  all  objects,  in  degree. 
Are  friends  and  patrons  of  humanity. 
There  are  to  whom  the  garden,  grove, 

and  field. 
Perpetual  lessons  of  forbearance  yield; 
Who  would  not  lightly  violate  the  grace 
The  lowliest  flower  possesses  in  its  place; 
Nor  shorten  the  sweet  life,  loo  fugitive. 
Which  nothing  leas  than  Infinite  Power 

could  give. 


ihado* 


•Sas. 


»  of  Lighl  a 


md  .hniba.    Wlial  a 

[row  there  on  a  pi««  of  ufly-atiaped  uqaightly 

HTDT^Lppcd  by  the  EgypLiani,  and  he  must  have 
L  poor  eye  fm  beauty  oho  ha>  Dol  observed  how 
nuch  Qf  il  there  b  in  the  form  and  color  which 
:abba£C3  and  plaota  of  that  genius  eihibii  through 

scarcely  be  conceived  than  Coleridge,  my  Siilet, 

.ears  hut  upon  the  moot  between  Inveraueyd 
md  L«h  Katrine.  TheKbloiionuwereof  such 
!KlT40rdiDaiy  txauly  and  richnen  that  no  one 
ould  have  passed  theiti  without  notice.  But  the 
lense  must  be  cultivated  Ihnu^h  the  mind  before 


really  ate, 
»  to  the 


il  the 


ve  leant  t>yreaearch,  they  are  dependent.  Some 
ire  of  opinion  that  (be  tiablt  of  analyzing,  de- 
-ompositig,  and  analomizing  i>  Itievltably  un- 
aiDiable  to  the  perception  of  beauty.    Peoplt 
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THOUGHT  ON   THE   SEASONS. 


When  earth  repays  wilh  golden  sheaves 
The  labors  of  the  plough, 
.  And  ripening  fruils  and  forest  leaves 
All  brighten  on  the  bough; 

What  pensive  beauty  autumn  shows, 

Beloie  she  hears  the  sound 
Ot  winter  rushing  in,  to  close 

The  emblematic  round  1 

Such  be  our  Spring,  our  Summer  such; 

So  may  our  Autumn  blend 
With  hoary  Winter,  and  Life  touch, 

Through  heaven-torn  hope,  her  end  ! 


In  dance,  amid  a  press 
Of  sunshine,  an  apt  emblem  yields 
Of  Worldlings  revelling  in  the  fields 


Of 


idlen 


Less  quick  the  stir  when  tide  and  bree 
Encounter,  and  to  narrow  seas 

Forbid  a  moment's  rest; 
The  medley  less  when  boreal  Lights 
Glance  to  and  fro,  like  aery  Sprites 

To  feats  of  arms  addrest '. 

Vet,  spite  of  all  this  eager  strife. 
This  ceaseless  ptay,  the  genuine  life 

That  serves  the  steadfast  hours. 
Is  in  the  grass  beneath,  that  grows 
Unheeded,  and  the  mule  repose 

Of  sweetly-breathing  flowers. 
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THOUGHT  ON  THE   SEASONS. 
Wrilleo  al  Rydal  Mouqi. 

Flattbrsd  with  promise  of  escape 

From  every  hurtful  blast, 
Spring  takes,  O  sprightly  May  t  Ihy  shape, 

Her  loveliest  and  her  last. 


Less  fair  is  summer  riding  high 
In  fierce  solstitial  power, 

Less  fair  than  when  a  lenient  sky 
Bdogs  on  her  parting  hour. 


A       GRAVESTONE      UPON      THE 
FLOOR  IN  THE  CLOISTERS  OF 
WORCESTER  CATHEDRAL. 
"  MiserfirnuB-"    Many  coDJectureE  have  beea 

[onoed  u  to  tbe  perwD  who  lies  undei  this  «one. 

NoltuDg  ipptm  to  b«  known  for  1  cert^nty. 

QuEiT  — TliiRev.  Mr.  Mouis,  a  noncoafoimiit, 


"  Misirrimus,"  and  neither  name  nor 

date. 
Prayer,  text,  or  symbol,  graven  upon  the 

Nought  but  that  word  assigned  to  the 

unknown, 
That  solitary  word  —  to  separate 
From  all,  and  cast  acloud  around  the  fate 
Of  him  who  lies  beneath.    Most  wretched 

WiSo chose  his  epitaph?  —  Himself  alone 
Could  thus  have  dared  the  grave  to  agitate, 
And  claim,  among  the  dead,  this  awful 

Nor  doubt  that  He  marked  also  for  his 

Qose  to  these  cloistral  steps  aburial'place, 
That  every  foot  might  fall  with  heavier 

Trampling  upon  his  vileness.     Stranger, 
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THE   ARMENIAN   LADY'S   LOVE. 


A  TRADITION  OF  OKER  HILL  IN 

DARLEV  DALE,  DERBYSHIRE, 
TbiB  plca»ng  IndilioD  wu  told  me  by  the 


'T  IS  said  that  to  the  brow  of  yon  fair  hill 
Two  Brothers  clorob,  and,  tiuoing  face 

hrom  face. 
Nor  one  look  more  exchanging,  grief  to 

still 
Or  feed,  each  planted  on  thai  lofty  place 
A  chosen  Tree;  then,  eager  to  fulfil 
Their  courses,  like  two  new-boin  rivers. 

In  opposite  directions  urged  their  way 
Down    from    the    far -seen    moumt.       No 

blast  might  kill 
Or  blight  that  fond  memorial; — ihe  trees 

And  now  entwine  Iheir  arms;  but  ne'er 

again 
Embraced  those  Brothers  upon   earth's 

wide  plain; 
Nor  aught  of  mutual  joy  or  sorrow  knew 
Until  their  spirits  mingled  in  the  sea 
That  to  itself  takes  all,  Eternity. 


THE  ARIHENIAN  LADY'S  LOVE. 


OrJaiti&a  of  Ihe  author's  Iriend,  I 
Digby :  and  the  liberty  is  ukcD  < 


the  inety  and  chivalry  of  the  olden  time. 

You  have  heard  "a  Spanish  Lady 

How  she  wooed  an  English  man;"  ' 
'Hear  now  of  a  fair  Armenian, 
Daughlei  of  the  proud  Soldin; 
How   she  loved   a  Christian  slave,  and 

told  her  pain 
By  word,  look,  deed,  with  hope  thai  he 
might  love  again. 
<  See,  in  Peicy't  RrUfKtr,  that  Sue  old  ballad, 
'  The  Spaoilh  Ladf'l  Love  ;  "  from  which  Poem 
the  lono  ol  lUnia,  as  suitable  to  dUli^ue,  <• 
adoptcd- 


"Pluck  that  rose.it  moves  my  liking," 

Said  she,  lifting  up  her  veil; 

"  Pluck  it  for  me,  gentle  gardener, 

Ere  il  wither  and  grow  pale." 

"  Princess  fair,  I  till  the  ground,  but  may 


"Grieved  am  I,  submissive  Christian ! 

To  behold  thy  captive  state; 
Women,  in  your  land,  may  pity 
(May  they  not?)  the  un  fortunate." 
'  Yes,  kind  Lady  !  otherwise  man  could 


"  Worse  than  idle  is  compassion 

If  it  ends  in  fears  and  sighs; 
Thee  from  bondage  would  I  rescue 
And  from  vile  indignities; 
Nurtured,  as  thy  mien  bespeaks,  in  high 

Look  up— and  help  a  hand  ibat  longs  to 


"  Lady !  dread  the  wish,  nor  venture ' 

In  such  peril  to  engage; 
Think  how  it  would  stir  against  you 
Your  most  loving  father's  rage: 
Sad  deliverance  would  il  be,  and  yoked 

with  shame. 
Should   troubles  overflow  on  her  from 
whom  it  came." 


"  Generous  Frank  1  the  just  in  effort 

Are  ol  inward  peace  secure: 
Hardships  lor  the  brave  encountered, 
Even  the  feeblest  may  endure: 
li  almighty  grace  through  me  thy  chains 

unbind 
My  father  for  slave's  work  may  seek  a 
slave  in  mind." 
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"  Yet  you. make  all  courage  fruitless, 

Me  lo  save  (rum  chance  of  harm: 

Leading  such  companion  t  that  gilded 

Yon  minarets,  would  giadly  leave  for  his 


"  Feeling  lun* 


■  youri; 


ir  Prin- 


And  your  btow  is  free  ftomscotn, 

Else  these  words  would  come  like 

mockery. 

Sharper  than  the  pointed  thorn." 

"  Whence  the  undeserved  mistrust?   Too 

wide  apart 
Oiii  faith  hath  been,  —  O  would  that  eyes 
could  see  the  heart !  " 


"Tempt  me  not,  I  piay;  mydcximjs 

These  base  implements  to  wield; 

Rusty  lance,  I  ne'er  shall  grasp  thee. 

Ne'er  assoil  my  cobwebSed  shield ! 

Never  see  my  native  land,  not  caslletowera, 

Nor  Her  who  thinking  of  me  there  counts 

widowed  hours." 


' '  Prisoner  t  pardon  youthful  fancies ; 

Wedded?     It  you  cnfi,  say  no! 
Blessid  is  and  be  your  consort; 
Hopes  I  cherished  —  lei  them  go  1 
Handmaid's  privilege  would  leave  my  pur- 
pose free. 
Without  another  link  to  my  felicity." 


"  Wedded  love  with  loyal  Christians, 

Lady,  is  a  mystery  rare; 
Body,  heart,  and  soul  in  union. 
Make  one  being  ol  a  pair." 
"  Humble  love  in  me  would  look  for  no 

Soft  as  a  guiding  star  that  cheers,  but 


"  Gracious  Allah  !  by  such  title 
Do  1  dare  to  thank  the  God, 

Him  who  thus  exalts  thy  spirit. 
Flower  at  an  unchristian  sod  1 


Or  hast  thou  put  off  wings  which  thou  ii 


Her 


broke  off  the 


angerous  ci 


Less  impasssioncd  words  might  tell 
How  the  pair  escaped  together. 
Teats  not  wanting,  nor  a  knell 
Of  sorrow  in  her  heart  while  through  her 

lather's  door. 
And  from  her  narrow  world,  slle  passed 
for 


In  a  sensual  creed  that  trampled 

Woman's  birthright  into  dust. 

Little  be  the  wonder  then,  the  blame  be 

If  she,  a  timid  Maid,  hath  put  such  bold- 


Judge  both  Fugitives  with  knowledge ; 

In  those  old  romantic  days 
Mighty  were  the  soul's  command- 
Foes  might  hang  upon  their  path,  snakes 

But  nothing  from  their  inward  selves  bad 
they  to  fear. 


Thought  infirm  m 
then 


le  between 


Whether  printing  desert  sands 
With  accordant  steps,  or  gathering 
Foiest-fruit  with  social  hands; 
Or  whispering  like  two  reeds  that  in  the 

cold  moonbeam 
Bend  with  the  breeze  their  heads,  beside 
a  crystal  stream. 

XVII. 
On  a  friendly  decli  reposing 

They  at  length  for  Venice  steer; 
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There,  when  they  had  closed  Cheii 
voyage 
One,  who  daily  on  the  pier 
Watched  toi  tidings  (com  the  East,  beheld 

Fell  down  and  clasped  his  knees  for  joy, 
not  uttering  word. 


Mutual  was  the  sudden  transport; 

Breathless  questions  followed  last, 
Years  contracting  to  a  moment, 
Each  word  greedier  than  the  last ; 
"  Hie  thee  to  the  Counless,  friend ',  return 

with  speed, 
And  of  this  Stranger  speak  by  whom  her 
lord  was  (reed. 


Saythatl.whomighthairelanguished, 

Drooped  andpined  till  life  was 

Now  before  the  gates  of  Stolberg 

My  Deliverer  would  present 

ir  a  crowning  recompense,  the  precious 

grace 

her  who  in  my  heait  still  holds  her 


Make  it  known  that  my  Companion 

Is  ol  royal  eastern  blood. 
Thirsting  a(ter  all  perfection. 
Innocent,  and  meek,  and  good, 
Though  with  misbelievers  bred;  but  that 

dark  night 
Will  holy  ChuriA  disperse  by  means  of 
gospel-light." 


SwiWy  went  that  gray -haired  Servant, 

Soon  returned  a  (rusty  Page 
Charged  with  greetii^s,  benedict  ions, 
Thanks  and  praises,  each  a  gage 
ir  a  sonny  thought  to  cheer  the  Slran- 


way, 


ve,her  (ears 


And  how  bleat  the  Reunited, 

While  beneath  their  castle-walls. 
Runs   a   deafening   noise    of   web 

Blest,  though  every  tear  that  falls 
Doth  in  its  silence  o(  past  sorrow  tell. 
And  makes  a  meetitig  seem  most  like  a 
dear  farewell. 


Throi^h  a  haze  ot  human  nature. 

Glorified  by  heavenly  light, 
Looked  the  beautiful  Deliverer 
On  that  overpowering  sight. 
While  across  her  virgin  cheek  pure  blushes 


Fore 


On  the  ground  the  weeping  Counless 
Knelt,   and   kissed   the   Stranger's 

Act  of  soul-devoted  homage, 
Pledge  of  an  eternal  band: 
Nor  did  aught  ol  future  days  that  kiss  belie, 
Which,  with  a  generous  shout,  the  crowd 
did  ratify. 


Constant  to  the  fair  Armenian, 

Gentle  pleasures  round  her  moved. 
Like  a  tutelary  spirit 

Reverenced,  like  a  sister,  loved, 
Christian  meekness  smoothed  for  all  the 

path  ol  life, 
Who,  loving  most,  should  wiseliest  love, 
their  only  strile. 


Mute  memento  of  that  union 

In  a  Saxon  church  survives, 
Where    a    cross-legged    Knight    lies 
sculptured 
As  between  two  wedded  wives  — 
Figures  with  armorial  signs  of  race  and 

birth, 
And  the  vain  rank  the  pilgrims  bore  while 
yet  on  earth. 
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THE  RUSSIAN  FUGITIVE.' 
I  ofxen  thought  it  would  make  a  pleisiog  iubjed 

Part  I. 
Enough  ot  rosebud  lips,  and  eyes 

Like  harebells  bathed  in  dew, 
Of  cheek  thai  with  carnation  vies, 

And  veins  of  violet  hue; 
Earth  wants  not  beauty  that  may  acorn 

A  likening  to  frail  flowers; 
Yea,  to  the  stars,  if  they  were  born 

For  seasons  and  tor  hours. 

Through  Moscow's  gales,  with  gold  un- 

Stepped  One  at  dead  of  night. 
Whom  such  high  beauty  could  not  guard 

From  meditated  blight; 
By  stealth  she  passed,  and  fled  as  fast 

As  doth  (he  hunted  fawn, 
Nor  stopped,  till  in  the  dappling  east 

Appeared  unwelcome  dawn. 

Seven  days  she  lurlted  in  brake  and  field, 

Seven  nights  het  course  renewed. 
Sustained  by  what  her  scrip  might  yield. 

Or  berries  of  the  wood; 
At  length,  in  darkness  travelling  on, 

When  lowly  doors  were  shut, 
The  haven  ol  her  hope  she  won. 

Her  Foster- mother's  hut. 

"  To  put  your  love  to  dangerous  proof' 

I  come,"  said  she,  "  from  far; 
For  I  have  left  my  Father's  roof. 

In  terror  of  the  Tsar." 
No  answer  did  the  Matron  give. 

No  second  look  she  cast, 
But  hung  upon  the  Fugitive, 

Embracing  and  embraced. 

She  led  the  Lady  lo  a  seat 

Beside  the  glimmering  fire, 
Bathed  duieously  her  wayworn  feet. 

Prevented  each  desire :  — 
The  cricket  chirped,  the  house-d(^  dozed, 

And  on  that  simple  bed. 
Where  she  in  childhood  had  reposed. 

Now  tests  her  weary  head. 


When  she,  whose  couch  had  been  the  sod. 

Whose  curtain,  pine  oi  thorn. 
Had  breathed  a  sigh  ol  thanks  to  God, 

Who  comforts  (he  forlorn; 
While  over  her  the  Matron  bent 

Sleep  sealed  her  eyes,  and  stole 
Feeling  from  limbs  with  travel  spent. 

And  tronble  from  the  soul. 

Refreshed,  the  Wanderer  rose  at  morn. 

And  soon  again  was  dight 
In  those  unworthy  vestments  worn 

Through  long  and  perilous  flight; 
And  "O  beloved  Nurse,"  she  said, 

"  My  thanks  with  silent  tears 
Have  unto  Heaven  and  You  been  paid; 

Now  listen  to  my  (ears ! 


—  and    here   she 


"Have  you    (oi^ot" 
smiled- — 

"  The  babbling  flatteries 
You  lavished  on  me  when  a  child 

Disporting  round  your  knees? 
I  was  your  lambkin,  and  your  bird. 

Your  star,  your  gem,  your  flowerj 
Light  words,  that  were  more  lightly  heard 

In  many  a  cloudless  hour  1 

The  blossom  you  so  fondly  praised 

Is  come  to  bitter  fruit; 
A  mighty  One  upon  me  gazed; 

I  spurned  his  lawless  suit. 
And  must  be  hidden  from  his  wrath; 

You,  Foster-father  dear. 
Will  guide  me  in  my  forward  path; 

I  may  not  tarry  here  I 

I  cannot  bring  to  utter  woe 

Your  proved  fidelity."  — 
"  Dear  Child,  sweet  Mistress,  say  not  so  1 

For  you  we  both  would  die." 
"Nay,  nay,  1  come  with  semblance  feigned 

And  cheek  embrowned  by  art; 
Yet,  being  inwardly  unstained. 

With  courage  will  depart." 

"  But  whither  would  you,  could  you,  flee? 

A  poor  Man's  counsel  take; 
TTie  Holy  Vii^n  gives  to  me 

A  thought  tor  your  dear  sake; 
Rest,  shielded  by  our  Lady's  grace. 

And  soon  shall  you  be  led 
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Part  II. 

The  dwelling  ol  this  taithtul  pair 

In  a  stra^ling  village  slood, 
For  One  who  brealhed  unquiet  air 

A  dangerous  neighborhood; 
But  wide  around  lay  loiest  ground 

With  thickets  rough  and  blind; 
And  pine-trees  made  a  heavy  shade 

Impervious  to  the  wind. 

And  there,  sequestered  from  the  sight, 

Was  spread  a  treacherous  swamp. 
On  which  the  noonday  sun  shed  light 

As  from  a  lonely  lamp; 
And  midway  in  the  unsafe  morass, 

A  single  Island  rose 
Of  firm  dry  ground,  with  healthful  grass 

Adorned,  and  shady  boughs. 

The  Woodman  Itnew,  for  such  the  craft 

This  Russian  vassal  plied. 
That  never  fowler's  gun,  nor  shaft 

Of  archer,  there  was  tried; 
A  sanctuary  seemed  the  spot 

From  all  intrusion  free; 
And  there  he  planned  an  artful  Col 

P'or  perfect  secrecy. 

With  earnest  pains  unchecked  by  dread 

Of  Power's  (ar-stretching  band. 
The  bold  good  Man  his  labor  sped 

At  nature's  pure  command; 
Heart -soothed,  and  busy  as  a  wren. 

While,  in  a  hollow  nook. 
She  moulds  her  sight-eluding  den 

Above  a  murmuring  brook. 

His  task  accomplished  to  his  mind. 

The  twain  ere  break  of  day 
Creep  forth,  and  through  the  forest  wind 

Their  solitary  way; 
Few  words  they  speak,  nor  dare  to  slack 

Their  pace  from  mile  to  mile, 
Till  they  have  crossed  the  quaking  marsh 

And  reached  the  lonely  Isle. 


The  St 


And  Ina  looked  for  her  abode, 

he  promised  hiding-place; 
She  sought  in  vain,  the  Woodman  smiled ; 

No  threshold  could  be  seen. 
Nor  roof,  nor  window;  — all  seemed  wild 

s  it  had  ever  been. 

Advancing,  you  might  guess  an  hour. 

The  front  with  such  nice  care 
Is  masked,  "  it  house  it  be  or  bower," 

~ut  in  they  entered  are; 
As  shaggy  as  were  wall  and  roof 

With  branches  intertwined. 
So  smooth  was  all  within,  air-proof. 

And  delicately  lined: 

And  hearth  was  there,  and  maple  dish. 

And  cups  in  seemly  rows. 
And  couch  —  all  ready  to  a  wish 

For  nurture  or  repose; 
And  Heaven  doth  to  her  virtue  grant 

That  here  she  may  abide 
In  solitude,  with  every  want 

By  cautious  love  supplied. 

No  queen,  before  a  shouting  crowd. 

Led  on  in  bridal  state, 
^'ec  strolled  with  a  heart  so  proud. 

Entering  her  palace  gate; 
Rejoiced  to  bid  the  world  farewell. 

No  saintly  anchoress 
D'er  took  possession  of  her  cell 

With  deeper  thankfulness. 

"Father  of  all,  upon  thy  care 

And  mercy  am  I  thrown; 
Be    (bou    my    safeguard!" — such    her 
prayer 

When  she  was  left  alone, 
Kneeling  amid  the  wilderness 

When  joy  had  passed  away. 
And  smiles,  fond  efforts  of  distress 

To  hide  what  they  betray  ! 

The  prayer  is  heard,  the  Saints  have  seen. 

Diffused  through  form  and  face 
Resolves  devotedly  serene; 

That  monumental  grace 
Of  Faith,  which  doth  all  passions  lame 

That  Reason  shovtd  control ; 
And  shows  in  the  un trembling  frame 

A  statue  of  the  soul. 
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Part  III. 
'T  is  sung  in  andent  minslreUy 

That  PhcEbus  wont  to  wear 
The  leaves  of  any  pleasant  tree 

Around  his  golden  baii; 
Till  Daphne,  desperate  with  pursuit 

01  his  imperious  love, 
Al  herown  prayer  transloimed,  look  root 

A  laurel  in  the  grove. 

Then  did  the  Penitent  adorn 

His  brow  with  laurel  green; 
And  'mid  bis  biigbl  locks  never  shorn 


Noir 


And  poets  sage,  through  every  age, 

About  their  temples  wound 
The  bay;   and  conquerors    ibanked  the 

With  laurel  chaplels  crowned. 

Into  the  mists  of  iabling  Time 

So  far  runs  back  the  praise 
Ol  Beauty,  that  disdains  to  climb 

Along  forbidden  ways; 
That  scorns  temptation;   power  defies 

Where  mutual  love  is  not; 
And  to  the  tomb  for  rescue  Biei 

When  life  would  be  a  blot. 

To  this  (air  Votaress,  a  fate 

More  mild  doth  Heaven  ordain 

Upon  her  Inland  desolate; 
And  words,  not  breathed  in  vain. 

Might  tell  what  interconise  she  found. 
Her  silence  to  endear; 

What  birds  she  lamed,  what  floweis  the 

Sent  forth  her  peace  to  cheer. 

To  one  mute  Presence,  above  all. 
Her  soothed  afleaions  clung, 

A  picture  on  (he  cabin  wall 
By  Russian  usage  hung  — 

TTie   Mother -maid,   whose   counlenam 

With  love  abridged  the  day; 
And,  communed  with  by  taper  light, 
Chased  spectral  fears  away. 


Might  any  common  friendship  shame, 
!        So  high  their  hearts  would  beat; 
And  to  the  lone  Recluse,  whate'er 

They  brought,  each  visiting 
Was  like  the  crowding  of  the  year 

With  a  new  burst  ol  spring. 

But,  when  she  of  her  Puenis  thought, 

liie  pang  was  hard  to  bear; 
And,  if  with  all  things  not  enwrought. 

That  trouble  still  is  near. 
Before  her  flight  she  had  not  dared 

Their  constancy  to  prove. 
Too  much  the  heroic  Daughter  feared 

The  weakness  of  their  love. 

Dark  is  the  past  to  them,  and  dark 

The  future  still  must  be. 
Till  pitying  Saints  conduct  her  bark 

Into  a  safer  sea  — 
Or  gentle  Nature  close  her  eyes, 

And  set  her  Spirit  free 
From  the  altar  of  this  sacrifice, 

In  vestal  purity. 

Yet.  when  above  the  forest-glooms 

The  white  swans  southward  passed. 
High  as  the  pitch  of  their  swift  plumes 

Her  fancy  rode  the  blast; 
And  bore  her  toward  (he  fields  of  France 

Her  Father's  native  land. 
To  mingle  in  the  rustic  dance,. 

llie  happiest  of  the  band  1 

Of  those  belovid  fields  she  oft 

Had  heard  her  Father  tell 
In  phrase  that  now  with  echoes  soft 

Haunted  her  lonely  cell; 
She  saw  the  hereditary  bowers, 

She  heard  the  ancestral  stream; 
The  Kremlin  and  its  haughty  towers 

Forgotten  like  a  dream  1 


Paet  IV. 

Thb  ever-changing  Moon  had  traced 

Twelve  times  her  monthly  round, 
When  through  the  unfrequented  Waste 

Was  heard  a  startling  sound; 
A  shout  (hrice  sent  from  one  who  chased 

At  speed  a  wounded  deer. 
Bounding  through  branches  interlaced. 

And  where  the  wood  was  clear. 
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The  fainting  creature  took  the  marsh. 

And  toward  the  Island  fled, 
Awhile  plovets  screamed  with  tumult  harsh 

Above  his  anllered  head; 
rhis,  Ina  saw;   and,  pale  with  fear. 

Shrunk  to  her  citadel; 
The  desperate  deet  rushed  on,  and  near 

The  tangled  covert  fell. 

Across  the  maisb,  the  game  in  view, 

The  Hunter  followed  fast, 
Nor  paused,  till  o'er  the  stag  he  blew 

A  death -proclaiming  blast; 
Then,  resting  on  hei  upright  mind, 

Came  forth  the  Maid  —  "  In  me 
Behold,"  she  said,  "  a  stricken  Hind 

Pursued  by  destiny ! 

From  your  deportmenl.  Sir  !  I  deem 

That  you  have  worn  a  sword. 
And  will  not  hold  in  light  esteem 

A  suffering  woman's  word; 
There  is  my  coveii,  there  perchance 

I  might  have  lain  concealed. 
My  fortunes  bid,  my  countenance 

No(  even  to  you  revealed. 

Tears  might  be  shed,  and  I  might  pray. 

Crouching  and  terrified, 
That  what  bas  been  unveiled  (o-day, 

Vou  would  in  mystery  hide; 
But  I  will  not  defile  with  dust 

The  knee  (hat  bends  to  adore 
The  God  in  heaven;  —attend,  be  just; 

This  ask  I,  and  no  more  ! 

I  speak  not  ol  the  winter's  cold. 

For  summer's  heat  exchanged. 
While  I  have  lodged  in  this  rough  hold. 

From  social  life  estranged; 
Nor  yet  of  trouble  and  alarms: 

High  Heaven  is  my  defence; 
And  every  season  has  soft  arms 

For  injured  Innocence. 

From  Moscow  to  the  Wilderness 

It  was  my  choice  to  come, 
Lest  virtue  should  be  harborless. 

And  honor  want  a  home; 
And  happy  were  I,  i(  the  Tsar 

Retain  his  lawless  will. 
To  end  liie  here  like  this  poor  deer. 

Or  a  lamb  on  a  green  hill.'' 


"  Are  you  the  Maid,"  the  Stranger  cried, 

"From  Gallic  parents  sprung. 
Whose  vanishing  was  rumored  wide. 

Sad  theme  for  every  tongue; 
Who  foiled  an  Emperor's  eager  quest? 

Vou,  Lady,  forced  to  wear 
These  lude  habiliments,  and  rest 

Your  head  in  this  dark  lair '. ' ' 

But  wonder,  pity,  soon  were  quelled; 

And  in  her  (ace  and  mien 
The  soul's  pure  brightness  he  beheld 

Without  a  veil  between: 
He  loved,  he  hoped,  —  a  holy  flame 

Kindled  'mid  rapturous  tears; 
The  passion  of  a  moment  came 

As  on  the  wings  ol  years. 

"  Such  bounty  is  no  gift  of  chance," 

Exclaimed  he;  "righteous  Heaven, 
Preparing  your  deliverance. 

To  me  the  charge  hath  given. 
The  Tsai  full  oft  in  woids  and  deeds 

Is  stormy  and  self-willed; 
But,  when  the  Lady  Catherine  pleads. 

His  violence  is  stilled. 

Leave  open  to  my  wish  the  source. 

And  1  to  her  will  go; 
From  that  humane  and  heavenly  course. 

Good,  only  good,  can  flow." 
Faint  sanction  given,  the  Cavalier 

Was  eager  to  depart. 
Though  question  followed  question,  dear. 

To  the  Maiden's  filial  heart. 

Light  was  his  step, — his  hopes,  more  light. 

Kept  pace  with  his  desires; 
And  the  fifth  morning  gave  him  sight 

Oi  Moscow's  glittering  spires. 
He  sued:  — heart -smitten  by  the  wrong. 

To  the  lorn  Fugitive 
The  Emperor  sent  a  pledge  as  strong 

As  sovereign  power  could  give. 


Om 


ethan 


nighty  change  1     If  e'ei 

And  joy's  excess  produced  a  feai 
Of  something  void  and  vain; 

'T  was   when    the    Parents,   who    1 
mourned 
So  long  the  lost  as  dead. 

Beheld  their  only  Child  returned. 
The  household  floor  to  tread. 
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Soon  gratitude  gave  way  to  love 

Within  the  Maiden's  breasl; 
Delivered  and  Deliverer  move 

In  bridal  garment;  dtest; 
Meek  Catherine  had  her  own  reward; 

The  Tsar  bestowed  a  dower; 
And  universal  Moscow  shared 

Tbe  triumph  ol  that  hour. 


Flow 


itr«wed  (he  ground;  the  nuptial 


Was  held  with  costly  state; 
And  there,  'mid  many  a  noble  guest, 

The  Foster-parents  sate; 
Encouraged  by  the  imperial  eye, 

They  shrank  not  into  shade; 
Great  was  their  bliss,  the  honor  high 

To  them  and  nature  paid  1 
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For  the  oainei  and  pcnons  in  the  following 

em,  lee  the  "  Hialory  of  die  renowned  Prince 

AnhuraBdhiiKnighltof  the  Round  Table ;  " 

.he  rest  the  Autbor  i»  aniwirable;  onLj  il 

y  be  proper  to  add,  that  the  Lotiu,  with  Ae 

bust  of  the  Gnddess  appearing  to  rise  out  of  the 

-blown  flower,  was  suggested  by  the  beauli- 

worh  of  indent  irl,  once   locluded  among 

tb 

Townley  Marble.,  and  now  in  the  British 

n  addition  to  the  short  notice  prefiied  to  this 

em  il  may  be  worth  while  here  to  My  that  it 

w  out  of  a  lew  words  casually  used  in  conver- 

is  describing  with  gnat  ii{Hrit  the  appearance 

d  movement  of  a  vessel  which  he  seemed  to 

miie  more  than  aoy  other  be  had  ever  seen. 

ds^  her  name  was  the  WaUr  Lily.    This 

pl 

1 

ave  seen  ii  Boating  on  the  lake  ;  and  that  con- 

raalion  put  me  upoo  constructing  and  compos- 

in 

uld  never  have  been  written.    Thefomofthe 

th 

first  five  lioes  aa  they  were  thrown  off,  and  is 

perbapswell  suited  to narrative.and  certainly 

uld  not  have  been  trusted  to  bad  1  thought  at 

ih 

beginning  Ibat  Ibe  poem  would  have  gone  to 

ha  length. 

While  Merlin  paced  the  Cornish  sands. 
Forth-looking   toward    the    locks     of 

Scilly, 
The  pleased  Enchanter  was  awaie 
Of  a  bright  Ship  thai  seemed  to  hang 

Vet  was  she  work  ot  mortal  hands. 
And  took  from   men  her   name  —  The 
Water  Lilv, 

Soft  was  the  wind,  that  landward  blew ; 
And,  its  the  Moon,  o'er  some  dark  hill 

ascendant, 
Grows  from  a  little  edge  of  light 
To  a  lull  orb,  this  Pinnace  bright 
Becatne,  as  nearer  to  the  coast  she  drew. 
More   glorious,   with    spread    sail    and 


Upon  this  winged  Shape  so  fair 
Sage  Merlin  gazed  with  admiration: 
Her  lineaments,  thought  he,  surpass 
Atight  that  was  ever  shown  in  magic 

glass; 
Was  ever  built  with  patient  care; 
>r,   at  a  touch,  produced  by  happiest 

iransforiDalion. 


Grave  Merlin  (and  belike  the  more 
For  practising  occult  and  perilous  lore) 
Was  subject  to  a  freakish  will 
That  sapped  good   thoughts,  or  scared 
them  with  defiance. 

Provoked  to  envious  spleen,  he  cast 
An  altered  look  upon  (he  advancing 

Whomhehadhailedwilh  joy,  and  cried, 
"MyAit  shall  help  to  lame  her  pride — " 
Anon  the  breeze  became  a  blast. 
And  the  waves  rose,  and  sky  portended 

With  thrilling  word,  and  potent  Mgn 
Traced  on  the  beach,  his  work  the  Sor- 

The  clouds  in  blacker  clouds  are  lost. 
Like  spiteful  Fiends  that  vanish,  crost 
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By  Fiends  ol  aspect  more  malign; 
And  the  winds  roused   (he   Deep   with 
Retcer  scourges. 

But  wtMlhy  of  the  name  she  bore 
Was    this    Sea-flower,    this    booyanl 

Galley; 
Supreme  in  loveliness  and  grace 
Of  motion,  whether  in  the  embrace 
Of  ttusly  anchorage,  or  scudding  o'er 
The  main  flood  roughened  into  hill  and 


ing; 
Like  something  out  of  Ocean  sprung 
To  be  forever  iresh  and  young. 
Breasts  the  sea-Bashes,  and  huge  waves 
Top-gallant   high,   rebounding  and   re- 
bounding 1 

Bui  Ocean  under  magic  heaves. 

And  cannot  spare  the  Thing  he  cber- 

Ah !  what  avails  thatshe  was  fair. 
Luminous,  blithe,  and  debonair? 
The   storm   has  stripped  her   of   her 

The  Lily  floats  no  longer  1  —  She  hath 
perished. 

Grieve  for  her, —  she  deserves  no  less ; 
So  like,  yel  so  unlike,  a  living  Creature  1 
No  heart  had  she,  no  busy  brain; 
Though  loved,  she  could  not  love  again; 
Though  pitied,  ^ir/ her  own  distress; 
Nor  aught  thai  Iroables  us,  the  (ools  of 

Vet  is  there  cause  for  gushing  tears; 
So  richly  was  this  Galley  laden, 
A  fairer  than  hetseH  she  bore. 
And,  in  her  stru^les,  cast  ashore; 
A  lovely  One,  who  nothing  hears 
Of  wind  or  wave  —  a  meek  and  guileless 
Maiden. 

Into  a  cave  had  Merlin  fled 
From  mischief,  caased  by  spells  him- 
self had  muttered; 
And  while,  repentant  all  loo  late, 
In  moody  posture  there  he  sate. 


He  heard  a  voice,  and  saw,  with  half- 

raised  head, 
A  Visitant  by  whom  these  words  were 

"  On  Christian  service  thb  frail  Bark 
Sailed"   (hear  me,  Merlini)  "under 

high  protection. 
Though  on  her  prow  a  sign  of  heathen 

Was   carved^ a   Goddess  with   a  Lily 

The  old  Egyptian's  emblematic  mark 
Ot  joy  immortal  and  of  pure  affection. 

Her  course  was  tor  the  British  strand: 
Her  freight,  it  was  a  Damsel  peerless; 
God  reigns  above,  and  Spirits  strong 
May  gather  to  avenge  this  wrong 
Done  to  the  Princess,  and  her  Land 
Which  she  in  duty  lelt,  sad  but  not  cheer- 


And  to  Caerleon's  loftiest  lower 
Soon  will  theKnightsof  Arthur'sTable 
A  cry  of  lamentation  send; 
And  all  will  weep  who  there  attend. 
To  grace  that  Stranger's  bridal  hour. 
For  whom  the  sea  was  made  unnav^ble. 


Thus  to  the  Necromancer  spake 
Nina,  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
A  gentle  Sorceress,  and  benign. 
Who  ne'er  embittered  any  good  man's 

"What  boots,"   continued   she,  "to 

To  expiate  thy  sin  endeavor : 
From  the  bleak  isle  where  she  is  laid, 
Fetched  by  our  ail,  the  Egyptian  Maid 
May  yel  to  Arthur's  court  be  borne 
Cold  as  she  is,  ere  life  be  fled  forever. 
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Then  Merlin !  lor  a  T»pid  flight 
Through  air,  to  thee  mf  Charge  will   I 


Meanwhile,  tor  further  guida 
Into  thy  own  prophetic  book; 
And,  if  that  ful,  consult  the  Stars 
To  leain  thy  course;  larenell  1  be  prompt 
and  steady." 

This  scarcely  spoken,  she  again 
Was  seated  in  her  gleaming  shallop. 
That,  o'er  the  yet-distempered  Deep, 
Pursued  its  way  with  bird-like  sweep. 
Or  like  a  steed,  without  a  rein, 
Urged   o'er   the  wilderness  in  sportive 
gallop. 

Soon  did  the  gentle  Nina  reach 
That  Isle  without  s  house  or  haven; 
Landing,  she  lound  not  what  she  sought. 
Nor  saw  oi  wreck  or  ruin  aught 
But  a  carved  Lotus  cast  upon  the  beach 
By  the  tierce  waves,  a  flower  in  marble 
graven. 

Sad  relique,  but  bow  fair  the  while  I 
For  gently  each  from  each  retreating 
With  backward  curve,  the  leaves  re- 

Hie  bosom  hall,  and  hall  concealed. 
Of  a  Divinity,  that  seemed  to  smile 
On  Nina,  as  she  passed,  with  hopeful 
greeting. 

No  quest  was  hers  of  vague  desire, 
Of  tortured  hope  and  purpose  shaken; 
Following  the  margin  of  a  bay. 
She  spied  the  lonely  Castaway, 
Unmarred,  unstripped  of  her  attire. 
But  with  closed  eyes,  —  of  breath  and 
bloom  forsaken. 

Then  Nina,  stooping  down,  embraced. 
With  tenderness  and  mild  emotion. 
The  Damsel,  in  that  trance  embound; 
And,  while  she  raised  her  from  the 

ground. 
And  in  the  pearly  shallop  placed. 
Sleep  fell  upon  the  air,  and  stilled  the 


The  turmoil  hushed,  celestial  springs 
Of  music  opened,  and  there  came   a 

blending 
OI  fragrance,  underived  from  earth. 
With  gleams  that  owed  not  to  the  sun 

their  birth, 
And  that  soft  rustling  of  invisible  wings 
Which  Angels  make,  on  works  of  love 

descending. 

And  Nina  heard  a  sweeter  voice 
Than  ii  the  Goddess  of  the  flower  had 

"  Thou  hast  achieved,  fair  Dame  1  what 

Less  pure  in  spirit  could  have  done; 
Go,  in  thy  enterprise  rejoice  t 
Air,  earth,  sea,  sky,  and  heaven,  success 

So  cheered,  she  left  that  Island  bleak, 
A  bare  rock  of  the  Scilly  cluster; 
And,  as  they  traversed  the  smooth  brine. 
The  seli-illumined  Brigantine 
Shed,  on   the  Slumbeter's  cold  waji 

And  pallid  brow,  a  melancholy  lustre. 


Fleets 


;,  and  when  tbey 


To  the  dim  cavern,  whence  the  river 
Issued  into  the  salt-sea  flood. 
Merlin,  as  6xed  in  thought  he  stood. 
Was  thus  accosted  by  the  Dame; 
"  Behold  to  thee  my  Charge  I  now  deliver  I 

But     where    attends    thy    chariot  — 

Quoth  Merlin,  "  Even  as  I  was  bidden. 
So  have  I  done;  as  trusty  as  thyba^e 
My  vehicle  shall   prove  —  O  precious 

Charge  1 
If  this  be  sleep,  how  soltl    if  death, 

how  fair  I 
Much  have  my  books  disclosed,  but  the 

end  is  hidden." 

He  spake;   and  gliding  into  view 
Forth     from     the     grotto's    dimmest 

chamber 
Came  two  mute  Swans,  whose  plumes 

of  dusky  white 
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Changed,  as  the  psii  approached  the 


Once  mote  did  gentle  Nina  lift 
The  Princess,  passive  to  all  changes: 
The  cai  received  her:  — then  up-wen 
Into  the  ethereal  element 
The  Birds  with  prepress  smooth  and 


And  soon  Caerleon's  towers  appeared. 

And  notes  of  minstrelsy  were  heard 

From  rich  pavilions  spreading  wide. 

For    some    high    day   of    long-expected 

pleasure. 

Awe-stricken  stood  both  Knights  and 

Ere  on  firm  ground  the  car  ^.lighted; 
E((soon$  astonishment  was  past. 
For  in  ihal  face  (hey  saw  the  last 
Last  lingering  look  of  clay,  thai  tames 
All   pride;    by   which   all  happiness   is 
blighted. 

Said  Merlin,  "  Mighty  King,  fair  Lords, 
Away  with  feast  and  till  and  tourney  1 
Ye  5HW,  throughout  this  royal   House, 
Ye  heard,  a  rocking  marvellous 
Of  turrets,  and  a  clash  of  swords 
Self'shaken,  as  I  closed  my  airy  journey. 

Lo  !  by  a  destiny  well  known 
To  mortals,  joy  is  turned  to  sorrow; 
This  is  the  wished-fot  Bride,  the  Maid 
Of  Egypt,  from  a  rock  conveyed 
Where   she   by  shipwreck   had   been 


Is  this  her  piety's  reward? 

Those    watery   locks,   that    bloodless 

O  winds  without  remorse  '.    O  shore  un. 

Rich  robes  are  fretted  by  the  moth; 
Towers,   temples,   fall    by   stroke    ol 

thunder; 
Will  that,  or  deeper  thoughts,  abate 
A  Father's  sorrow  for  her  fate? 
He  will  repent  him  of  his  troth; 
His  brain  will  burn,  his  stout  heart  split 
asunder. 

Alas!  and  I  have  caused  this  woe; 
For,  when  my  prowess  from  invading 

Neighbors 
Had  treed  his  Realm,  he  plighted  word 
That  he  would  turn  to  Christ  our  Lord, 
And  his  dear  Daughter  on  a  Knight 

Whom  Isbould  choose  for  love  and  match- 
less labors. 

Her  birth  was  heathen;  but  a  fence 
Of  holy  Angels  round  her  hovered: 
A  Lady  added  to  my  court 
So  fair,  of  such  divine  report 
And  worship,  seemed  a  recompense 
For  fifty  kingdoms  by  my  sword  recovered. 

Ask  not  for  whom,  O  Champions  true ! 
She  was  reserved  by  me  her  lite's  be- 

She  who  was  meant  to  be  a  bride 

Is  now  a  corse :  then  put  aside 

Vain  thoughts,  and  speed  ye,  with  ob- 


thro      , 
III  sight!  but  grief  may  vanish  e 


:  the 


"Though  vast  thy  power,  thy  words 

Exclaimed  the  King,  "  a  mockeiy  hate- 
ful; 
Dutiful  Child,  her  lot  how  b«d  1 


"The  tomb,"  said  Merlin,  "may  not 

close 
Upon  her  yet,  earth  hide  her  beauty; 
Not  froward  to  thy  sovereign  will 
Esteem  me,  Liege  !  it  I,  whose  skill 
Wafted  her  hither,  interpose 
To  check  this  pious  haste  of  erring  duty. 

My  books  command  me  lo  lay  bare 
Hie  secret  thou  art  bent  on  keeping; 
Here  must  a  high  attest  be  given. 
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yyiat  Biid^room  w»s  lor  her  ordained 

by  Heaven. 
And  in  my  glass  significants  there  are 
Of  things  that  may  to  gUdness  turn  this 
weeping. 

For  this,  approaching,  One  by  One, 
Thy  Kn^hls  must  touch  tbe  cold  hand 

of  the  Virgin  J 
So,  for  the  favored   One,  the  Flower 

may  bioom 
Once  more ;  but,  if  unchangeable  her 

If  life  departed  tx:  forever  gone. 
Some  blest  assurance,  from  this  cloud 
emerging, 

May  teach  him  to  tie  wail  his  loss; 
Not  with  a  gtiel  that,  Uke  a  vapor,  rises 
And  melts;  but  grief  devout  that  shall 

And  a  perpetual  growth  secure 
Of  purposes  which  no  false   thought 
shall  cross, 
A  harvest  of  high  hopes  and  noble  enter- 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  King; —  "anon. 
Here,  where  the  Princess  lies,  begin 

the  trial; 
Knights  each  in  order  as  ye  stand 
Step  forth. "—To  touch  the  palhd  hand 
Sir  Agiavaine  advanced ;  no  sign  he  won 
From  Heaven  or  earth;  —  Sir  Kaye  had 

like  denial. 

Abashed,  Sir  Dinas  turned  away; 
Even  (or  Sir  Percival  was  no  disclosure; 
Though  he,  devoutest  o(  all  Champions, 

He  reached  that  ebon  car,  the  bier 
Whereon  diffused  like  snow  the  Damsel 

Full  thrice  had  crossed  himself  in  meek 
composure. 

Imagine  (but  ye  SaintsI  who  can?) 
How  in  still  air  the  balance  trembled  — 
The  wishes,  peradventure  the  despiles 
That  overcame  some  not  ungenerous 
Knights; 


And  all  the  thoughts  that  lengthened 
out  a  spaa 
Of   time   to  Lcrds  and  Ladies  thus  as- 
sembled. 

What  patient  confidence  was  here  ! 
And  there  how  many  bosoms  panted  ! 
While    drawing    toward   the    car    Sir 

Gawaine,  mailed 
For  tournament,  his  beaver  vailed. 
And  softly  touched;  but,  to  his  princely 

And  h^h  expectancy,  no  ^gn  was  granted. 

Neit,  disencumbered  of  his  harp. 
Sir  Tristram,  dear  to  thousan<&  as  a 

brother. 
Came  to  the  proof,  nor  grieved  that 

there  ensued 
No  change;  —  the  fair  Iionda  he  had 

With  love  too  true,  a  love  with  pai^ 

From   hope   too  distant,   not  to   dread 
another. 

Not  so  Sir  Launcelot;  —  from  Heaven's 

A  sign  he  craved,  tired  slave  of  vain 

The  royal  Guinever  looked  passing  glad 
When  his  touch  failed.  —  Next  came 

Sir  Galahad; 
He  paused,  and  stood  entranced  by 

that  still  face 
Whose  features  he  had  seen  in  noontide 


For  late,  as  near  a  murmuring  stream 
He  rested  'mid   an   arbor  green  and 

Nina,  the  good  Enchantress,  shed 
A  light  around  his  mossy  tx:d; 
And,  at  her  call,  a  waking  dream 
Prefigured  to  his  sense  the  Egyptian  Lady. 

Now,  while  his  bright-haired  front  he 
And  stood,  far-kenned  1:^  mantle  fuired 
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Nor  deem  it  sttange;  the  Youth  had 


The  marvel  of  the  PSKILOUS  Sbat, 
Which      whosoe'er      approached      o( 
strength  was  shorn, 
Though   King   or   Knighl  the  most  re- 
nowned in  stoiy. 

He  touched  with  hesitalii^  hand  — 
And  lo  I  those  Birds,  far-famed  through 

Love's  dominions. 
The  Swans,in  triumph  clap  their  wings; 
And  their  Decks  play,  involved  in  rings. 
Like  sinless  snakes  in  Eden's  happy 

land;  — 
"Mine  is  she,"  cried  the  Knight;- 

again  they  clapped  their  pinions. 

"  Mine  was  she  —  mine  she  is,  though 

And  lo  her  name  my  soul  shall  cleave 

Whereat,  a  tender  twilight  streak 

Of  color  dawned  upon  the  Damsel's 

And  her  lips,  quickening  wilh  uncer- 


When,  to  the  mouth,  relenting  Death 
Allowed  a  soft  and  Rower-like  l^eatb. 
Precursor  to  a  timid  sigh, 
To  lilted  eyelids,  and  a  doubtful  shining. 

tn  silence  did  King  Arthur  gaze 
Upon  the  signs  that  pass  away  or  tarry ; 
In  silence  watched  the  gentle  strife 
Of  Nature  leading  back  lo  life; 
Then  eased  hissoul  al  length  by  praise 
Of  God,   and  Heaven's  pure  Queen  — 
the  blissful  Mary. 


Then.saidhe,  "Take  her  lo  thy  heart. 

Sir   Galahad !    a   treasure,  thai   God 

Bound  by  indissoluble  ties  lo  thee 
Through   mortal  change  and  immor- 
tality; 
Be  happy  and  unenvied,  thou  who  arl 
A  goodly  Knighl  that  hath  no  peer  that 
liveth  1 " 


Who  shrinks  not  from  alliance 
Of  evil  with  good  Powers, 
To  God  proclaims  defiance, 
And  mocks  whom  he  adores. 

A  Ship  to  Christ  devoted 
From  the  Land  of  Nile  did  go; 
Alas  t  the  bright  Ship  floated, 
An  Idol  nt  her  prow. 

By  magic  domination. 
The  Heaven-permitled  vent 
Of  purblind  mortal  passion. 
Was  wrought  her  punishment. 

"Hie  Flower  the  Form  within  il, 
What  served  they  in  her  need? 
Her  port  she  could  not  win  it. 
Nor  from  mishap  be  freed. 


The  tempest  o' 
And  she  was  seen  no  more; 
But  gently,  gently  blame  hei  — 
She  cast  a  Pearl  ashore. 

The  Maid  lo  Jesu  hearkened. 
And  kept  lo  him  her  faith. 
Till  sense  in  death  was  darkened. 
Or  sleep  akin  lo  death. 

Bu!  Angels  round  her  pillow 
Kept  watch,  a  viewless  band; 
And,  billow  favoring  billow. 
She  leached  the  destined  ttran^. 


^.bvCoogli: 


THE  POET  AND  THE  CAGED  TURTLEDOVE. 


Blesl  Pair  I  whate'e.  befall  you, 

PRESENTIMEOTS. 

Your  failh  id  Him  approve 

Who  from  frail  earth  can  call  you 

Wrilleo  at  Kydal  Mount. 

To  bowers  of  endless  love  I 

Preskntiments  !  they  judge  not  right 

Who  deem  that  ye  from  open  light 

Retire  in  feai  of  shame; 

All  htavtn-born  Instincts  shun  (he  touch 

Of  vulgar  sense,  — and,  being  such. 

THE   POET  AND  THE  CAGED 

Such  ptivilege  ye  claim. 

TURTLEDOVE. 

The  leai  whose  source  I  could  not  guess. 

Wrilten   at   Rydal  Mount.    Thi.  do™  wu 

The  deep  sigh  that  seemed  fatherless. 

one  of  a  pur  thai  had  been  given  to  my  daughter 

Were  mine  in  early  days; 

by  our  ciccllent  friend.  Mini  Jewsbury,  who 

And  now,  unforced  by  time  to  part 

where  she  difd  of  choiera.     The  dove  survived 
its  mate  many  yean,  and  was  killed,  to  our  great 

With  fancy,  I  obey  my  heart. 
And  venture  on  youi  praise. 

TOW,  by  a  neighbor^!  cat  Iha 
□dow  and  diagged  it  paitly  o' 


As  often  as  I  murmur  here 

My  halt -formed  melodies. 
Straight  from  her  osier  mansior 

The  Turtledove  replies: 
Though  silent  as  a  leaf  before, 

The  captive  promptly  coos; 
Is  it  to  leach  her  own  soft  lore. 

Or  second  my  weak  Muse? 


I  rather  think,  the  gentle  Dove 
Is  murmuring  a  reproof. 

Displeased  that  I  from  lays  of  love 
Have  dared  to  keep  aloof; 

That  I,  a  Baid  of  hill  and  dale. 


II  such  thy  meaning,  O  forbear. 

Sweet  Bird!  to  do  me  wrong; 
Love,  blessid  Love,  is  everywhere 

The  spirit  of  my  song ; 
'Mid  grove,  and  by  the  calm  fireside. 

Love  animates  my  lyre  — 
That  coo  again  !  —  't  is  nol  to  chide, 

I  feel,  but  to  inspire. 
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What  though  some  busy  foes  to  good, 
Too  potent  over  nerve  and  hlood. 

Lurk  near  you  —  and  combine 
To  taint  the  health  which  ye  infuse; 
This  hides  nol  from  the  moral  Muse 

Your  origin  divine. 

How  oft  from  you,  derided  Powers! 
Comes  Faith  that  in  auspicious  hours 

Builds  castles,  not  of  air: 
Bodings  unsanctioned  by  the  will 
Flow  from  your  visionary  skill. 

The  bosom. weight,  your  stubborn  gill. 
That  no  philosophy  can  lift. 

Shall  vanish,  if  ye  please. 
Like  morning  mist:  and,  where  it  lay. 
The  spirits  at  your  bidding  play 

Iq  gayely  and  ease. 


Prognostics  (hat  ye  rule; 
The  naked  Indian  of  the  wild. 
And  haply,  too,  the  cradled  Child, 

Are  pupils  o!  your  school. 


A  subtle  smell  (hat  Spring  unbinds. 
Dead  pause  abrupt  of  midnight  winds, 
An  echo,  or  a  dream. 
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The  laugliler  ot  the  Chrislmas  hearth 
With  sighs  at  sell -exhausted  mirth 

Ye  feelingly  reprove; 
And  daily,  in  the  conscious  breast. 
Your  visitations  ai        '    " 


Ande: 


e  oi  Ic 


When  some  great  change  gives  boundless 

To  an  exulting  Nation'^  hope, 

Oit,  startled  and  tnade  wise 
By  your  low-breathed  interpretings. 
The  dmply-meek  foretaste  the  springs 

Of  bitter 


Ve  daunt  the  proud  array  ot  war. 
Pervade  the  lonely  ocean  far 

As  sail  hath  been  unfurled; 
For  dancers  in  the  festive  hall 
What  ghastly  partners  hath  your  call 

Fetched  Irom  the  shadowy  world. 

'T  is  said,  ihal  warnings  ye  dispense, 
Emboldened  by  a  keener  sense; 

That  men  have  lived  for  whom. 
With  dread  precision,  ye  made  clear 
The  hour  that  in  a  distant  year 

Should  knell  them  lo  the  lomb. 

Unwelcome  insight !     Yet  there  are 
Blest  times  when  mystery  is  laid  bare. 

Truth  shows  a  glorious  face. 
While  on  that  isthmus  which  commands 
The  councils  of  both  worlds,  she  stands. 

Sage  Spirits  I  by  your  grace, 

God,  who  instructs  the  brutes  to  scent 
All  changes  of  the  element, 

Whose  wisdom  fixed  the  scale 
Of  natures,  for  our  wants  provides 
By  higher,  sometimes  humbler,  guides. 

When  lights  ot  reason  tail. 


Edgiavea,  during  my  abKnci 


And    from    the    builder's   hand    this 

Stone, 
For  some  rude  beauty  of  ils  own. 

Was  rescued  by  the  Bard : 
So  let  il  rest;  and  time  will  come 

When  here  the  tender-hearted 
May  heave  a  gentle  sigh  for  him, 

As  one  ot  the  departed. 
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With  copious  eulc^  in  prose  or  rhyme 
Graven  on  the  tomb  we  struggle  against 

■Hme, 
Alas,  how  feebly  1  but  our  feelings  rise 
And  still  we  struggle  when  a  giud  man 

Such  ottering  Beaumont  dreaded  and 
forbade, 

A  spirit  meek  in  self-abasement  clad. 

Yet  A^rc  al  least  —  though  few  have  num- 
bered days 

That  shunned  so  modestly  the  light  of 


His  graceful  m 


;,  and  the  temperate 


Of  Ihal  arch  fancy  which  would  round 

him  play. 
Brightening  a  converse  never  known  to 

From  courtesy  and  delicate  reserve; 
That  sense,  the  bland  philosophy  of  life, 
Which  checked  discussion  ere  il  warmed 


Might  h 


ccomplishments,  and  varied 
Iheir  record  among  sylvan 
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Oh,  Bed  forever !  vanished  like  a  blast 
That  shook  the  leaves  in  myriads  as  it 

Gone  irom  this  world  of  earth,  air,  sea. 

From  all  its  spirit-moving  imagery. 
Intensely  studied  with  a  painter's  eye, 
A  poel's  heart;   and,  lor  congenial  view, 
Portrayed  with  happiest  pencil,  not  untrue 
To  common  recognitions  while  the  line 
Flowed  in  a  course  of  sympathy  divine;  — 
Oh!  severed,  too  abruptly,  from  delights 
That  all  the  seasons  shared  with  equal 

rights;  — 
Rapt  in  the  grace  ol  undismantled  age. 
From  soul-felt  music,  and  the  treasured 

page 
Lil  by  that  evening  lamp  which  loved  to 

shed 
lis  mellow  lustre  round  thy  honored  head; 
While  Friends  beheld  thee  give  with  eye. 


d  temples  (all,  lo  speak 


More  than  theati 


0  Shakspeare's 


I  When  low< 
I  of  Thee ! 

1  If  sculptured  emblems  of  our  mortal  doom 
i  RecaUnot  there  the  wisdom  of  Ihe  Tomb, 
r  Green ivyrisenfromouHhecheerful earth, 
I  Will  fringe  the  lettered  stone;  and  herbs 
spring  forth. 
Whose  fragrance,  by  soft  dews  and  rain 

unbound, 
Shall  penetrate  the  heart  wit  houta  wound; 
While  truth  and  love  their  purposes  fulfil, 
Commemoratiug  genius,  talent,  skill. 
That  could  not  lie  concealed  where  Thou 

Thy  virtues  Hi  must  judge,  and  He  alone. 
The  God  upon   whose  mercy  (hey  are 
thrown. 


rememlier  the  day  thai  gav* 
the  6th  qI  No^rembcr,  iBjo. 


If  things  in  our  remembrance   held  so 

And  thoughts  and  projects  fondly  cher- 
ished here. 
To  thy  exalted  nature  only  seem 
Time's  vanities,  light  fragments  of  earth's 


nlaid;' 

llie  holier  deprecation,  given  in  trust 
To  the  cold  marble,  wails  apon  thy  dust; 
Vet  have  we  (ourid  how  slowly  genuine 

grief 
From  hVcb/ admiration  wins  relief. 
Too  long  abashed  thy  Name  is  like  a  rose 
That   doth  "within  itself 


Within  these  groves,  where  still  a: 

ting  by 
Shades  of  the  Past,  oft  noticed  v 


'e  Tablet,  haply  (ree. 


■ridgC)  that  she  might  h^ 


at  Trinity  Lcidge,  on  my  * 


make  his  way  slanhniie.  I  menlloB  Ihia  merely 
to  add  Ihat  qotwithatandiiig  Ihla  batteiiDg  I  com- 
poEHl.  on  honeback,  the  Uoei  lo  the  memorr  of 

ncenl  visit  to  CoLeoitoD. 

Chatsworth  !  thy  stately  mansion,  and 

0(  thy  domain ,  strange  contrast  do  present 
To  house  and  home  in  many  a  craggy  rent 
Of  the  wild  Peak;  where  new-born  waters 

glide 
Through  fields  whose  thrifty  occupants 

abide 
As  in  a  dear  and  chosen  banishment, 
With  every  semblance  of  entire  content; 
So  kind  is  simple  Nature,  fairly  tried  I 
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Yel  He  whose  heart  in  childhood  gave 

her  ttofh 
To  pastoral  dales,  thin-set  with  modi^sl 

May  leain,  if  judgment  stienglhen  with 

his  growth, 
That,  not  ior  Fancy  only,   pomp  hath 

chaims; 
And,  slienuous  to  protect  from  lawless 

The  extremes  of  favored  Ufe,  may  honor 
both. 


Nov,  6, 


18J5. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR'S   PORTRAIT. 


inlticse 


lU  of  the  li 


Go,  faithful  Portrait!  and  where  long  hath 
knell 

Margaret,  ihe  Saintly  Foundress,  lake  thy 
p].«; 

And,  if  Time  spare  (he  colors  for  the  grace 

Which  to  the  work  surpassing  skill  hath 
dealt, 

Thou,  on  thy  rock  reclined,  though  king- 
doms melt 

And  states  be  torn  up  by  the  roots,  wilt 

To  breathe  in  rural  peace,  to  hear  the 


Unrecognized  through  many  a  household 
More  prompt,  more  glad,  to  fall  than  drops 
By  morning  shed  around  a  flower  halt- 


THE   PRIMROSE  OF  THE   ROCK. 

Wiitteo  at  Rydal  Moudu  The  Rock  sQodi 
OD  the  right  hand  l  lillle  Hiy  leadinn  up  the 
middle  Had  bom  Ryda]  to  Gnimere.     We  hive 

"■  :  lull  of 


priinioH  has,  1  fear,  bccu  washed  avay  by  Ih 

A  Rock  there  i&  whose  homely  front 
The  passing  tiaveller  slights; 

Vel   there  the   glow-worms   hang  their 
lamps, 
LJke  stars,  at  various  heights; 

And  one  coy  Primrose  to  thai  Rock 
The  vernal  breeie  invites. 

What  hideous  wartarc  halh  been  waged, 
What  kingdoms  overthrown. 

Since  first  I  spied  that  Primrose-tuft 
And  marked  it  (or  my  own; 

A  lasting  link  in  Nature's  chain 
From  highest  heaven  let  down  I 

Thei 

Th 
The  stems  ate  faithful  to  the  i 

Thai  worketh  out  of  view; 
And  to  the  lock  the  root  adheres 

In  every  fibre  true. 

Close  clings  to  earth  the  living  rock, 
Though  threatening  still  to  fall; 

The  earth  is  constant  lo  her  sphere; 
And  God  upholds  them  all : 

So  blooms  this  lonely  Plant,  nor  dreads 
Her  annual  funeral. 

Here  closed  the  meditative  strain; 

Bui  air  breathed  solt  thai  day, 
Thehoarymountain-heightswerecheered, 

The  sunny  vale  looked  gay; 
And  to  the  Primrose  of  the  Rock 

I  gave  this  after-lay. 

I  sang  —  Let  myriads  of  bright  flowers. 
Like  Thee,  in  field  and  grove 

Revive  unenvied;  —  mightier  far. 
Than  tremblings  that  reprove 

Out  vernal  tendencies  to  hope, 
Is  God's  redeeming  love; 
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That  love  which  changed — lorwandisea; 

For  sorrow  thai  had  beni 
O'et  hopeless  dust,  for  withered  age  — 

Their  moral  element. 
And  turned  the  thistles  of  a  curse 

To  types  beneficent. 

Sin-blighted  though  we  are,  we  too. 
The  reasoning  Sons  of  Men, 

From  one  oblivious  winter  called 
Shall  rise,  and  breathe  again; 

And  in  eternal  summer  lose 
Our  threescore  years  and  ten. 

To  humbleness  oi  heart  descends 
This  prescience  from  on  high. 

The  faith  that  elevates  the  just, 
Before  and  when  they  die; 

And  makes  each  soul  a  separate  heave 
■t  lor  Deity. 


1831. 


iSis. 


YARROW   REVISITED,    AND 

OTHER   POEMS. 

(two  excepted)  duking  a 


wllhoul 


or  him 


le  proceeded  and  reached  Abbolsfotd  on 
Monday.  I  wai  IheD  scucelT  able  10  lill  up  mf 
eyea  10  the  light.  How  udly  changed  did  I  find 
liim  from  the  man  I  had  >eea  so  health).,  gay, 
and  hopeful,  a  few  years  befnte,  when  tie  said 
at  the  inn  al  Paterdale,  in  my  presence,  his 
daughter  Anne  also  being  (here,  with  Hr.  Lock- 
hart,  myown  wifeinddaughti         '"     '^  '"' 


vetillli 
wtileaslongasllive."    Bult( 

were  St  Waller,  Ma)or  Scolt,  Ai 
Mi.  and  Hia.  Lockhan.  Mr.  Lid< 
and  Biolher,  and  Mr.  Allan  the  pa 
LaldlOH.aTeryoldfriendof  SlrV 
o[  Bumi'B  ions,  an  oflicei  In  the  I 
had  left  the  hoiue  a  day  or  two  h 


v.ighiy,u 


to  Abbots- 


and  hit  daugblei's  unging,  Sir  Walter  wju  much 
■lamxi  would  allow.     But  what  is  noil  worthy 


He  had  much  10  >uSer 

from  the  sight  of  his 

milies  and  from 

the  great  ch 

the   reuden 

built,  and 

where  he  had 

Jong  lived  i 

prosperity 

Bui  what  SI 

-uckme 

paUent  kind- 

ness  with  w 

up^,W  hi 

niell  under  tha 

Msler  Anne  ad- 

dressed  to  h 

m  or  uttered  in  his 

hearing.    She, 

poor  thing. 

u  miilre 

u  of  thsi  h 

OUK,  had  becD 

subject,  aft 

r  herm 

ther-s  deatJ 

.  to  a  heavier 

onsibilily  an 

d  greater  sacri- 

ficesof  lim 

thanoD 

e  of  such  a 

body  and  m 

ndwas 

bletobear. 

01  Ihi..  Dor, 

she  had  passed  an 

awaited 

On 

Tuesday  mo.nin 

g 

Ir  Wait 

ed  us  and  most  0 

party  to 

■Jew^k 

iheYiirTow.    W 

en  we  aligb. 

attiages  he  walked  p 

nd  had 

pie 

g  tl 

favoril. 

the 

Yaciow 

ted 

withstad 

ding  die 

that  pervades  Sir 

Waller'a  w 

Fks  and 

much  u  I  could  wish  with  other  poemi.  On  our 
return  in  the  afternoon  we  had  to  crou  the 
Tweed  directly  opposite  Abbotsf  ord.  The  wheela 
carriage  grated  upon  the  pebbles 


bed  of  the  stream,  thai  there  fl 
rapidly;  a  rich  but  sad  light  o( 
than  a  golden  hue  was  spnad 

that  it  mighl  be  the  I'ast  d'me   Si 

rather  a  puiple 
ng  it  probable 
le  moved,  u.d 

eipressed  some   oi  my   feelings 

rain."    AtnoononThursdaywe 
and  in  the  morning  of  that  days 

r  Walter  and  I 
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ipoke  with  gratitude  of  the  happy  life  which 

my  daughler's  Alhum,  before  he  came  inia  the 
brealdaat-room  that  morning,  a  few  alanias  ad- 
dresaed  to  her,  and,  whiie  putting  the  book  into 

he  laid  to  her  in  my  preKnce  -  "  1  should  nol 
have  done  anythiog  of  this  bind  but  for  yout 
blher's  salu :  they  are  probaljly  the  last  vertei  I 
shall  ever  write."  They  show  how  much  hii 
mind  wag  impaired.  Dot  by  the  strain  of  thought 


but  by  the  eiecudon,  some 

of 

he  1 

nes 

being 

oting 

nding 

aitial 

had 

been 

omitted  in  the  spelling  of  hia 

ring  a 

hope  of  his  health  being  bei 

«n.e€ 

by 

of  the  country  to  which  he 

goin 

:,  a 

nTby 

lasB 

braocesof  Italy,  he  made  u 

se  of 

the 

qu 

from  "  Yarrow  unvisiled  "  as  reco 

by 

after- 

ned 

eial 

abroad,  both  at  Rome  and 

sew 

ere 

tha 

little 

the  "Yarrow  reviuied  "and  the  "  S 
aent  him  before  liis  departure  fro 
Some  further  particulars  of  the  c 


which  a 


rred  duri 


ldha» 


i«onl3d  by  Mr.  LAckhart.  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  this  greal  and  amiable  man  — Sir 

and  1,  making  a  lour  in  Scotland,  were  hospitably 
received  by  him  in  'Lasswade  upon  the  baidts  of 
the  Esk,  where  he  was  thei 


in  the  I 


i(  the  I 


SAMUEL  ROGERS,   : 


RvDAL  Mount,  Dfc.  ii,  iSj^. 


from  Abbouford,  for  Naples. 


The  gallant  Youth,  who  may  have  gained, 

Or  seeks,  a  "  winsotne  Marrow," 
Was  but  an  Infant  in  the  lap 

When  first  I  looked  on  Yarrow; 
Once  more,  by  Newark's  Castle-gale 

Long  left  without  a  warder, 
I  stood,  looked,  listened,  and  wilh  Thee, 

Great  Minstrel  of  the  Bordei ! 

Grave  thoughts  ruled  wide  on  that  sweet 

Their  dignity  installing 
In  gentle  bosoms,  while  sere  leaves 

Were  on  the  bough,  or  falling; 
But      bteeies     played,    and     sunshine 
gleamed  — 

The  forest  to  embolden; 
Reddened  the  fiery  hues,  and  shot 

Transparence  through  the  golden. 

For  busy  thoughts  the  Stream  flowed  on 

In  foamy  agitation; 
And  slept  in  many  a  dystal  pool 

For  quiet  contemplation: 
No  public  and  no  private  care 

The  free-born  mind  enthralling. 
We  made  a  day  of  happy  hours, 

Our  happy  days  recalling. 

Brisk  Youth  appeared,  the  Morn  of  youth. 

With  freaks  of  graceful  folly, — 
Life's  temperate  Noon,  her  sober  Eve, 

Her  Night  not  melancholy; 
Past,  present,  future,  all  appeared 

In  harmony  united. 
Like  guests  that  meet,  and  some  from  far, 

By  cordial  love  invited- 

And  if,  as  Yarrow,  through  the  woods 

And  down  the  meadow  ranging, 
Did  meet  us  with  unaltered  face, 

Though  we  were  changed  and  chan- 
ging; 
If,  /Aea,  some  natural  shadows  spread 

Our  inward  prospect  over. 
The  soul's  deep  valley  was  not  slow 

Its  brightness  to  recover. 
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Eternal  blessings  on  the  Muse, 

And  her  divine  employment  I 
The  blameless  Muse,  who  trains  ber  Sons 

For  hope  and  calm  enjoyment ; 
Albeit  sickness,  lingering  yel. 

Has  o'er  theii  pillow  blooded; 
And  Care  waylays  (heir  steps  —  a  Sprite 

Not  easily  eluded. 

For  thee,  O  Scott  !  compelled  tochange 

Green  Eildon-hill  and  Cheviot 
For  warm  Vesuvio's  vine-clad  slopes; 

And  leave  thy  Tweed  and  Tiviot 
For  mild  Sorenlo's  breezy  waves; 

May  classic  Fancy,  linking 
With  native  Fancy  her  fresh  aid. 

Preserve  thy  heart  from  sinking! 

Oh  !  while  ihey  minister  to  thee. 

Each  vying  with  the  other. 
May  Health  return  to  mellow  Age 

With  Strength,  her  venturous  brother; 
And  Tiber,  and  each  brook  and  rill 

Renowned  in  song  and  story, 
With  unimagined  beauty  shine. 

Nor  lose  one  ray  of  glory  ! 

For  Thou,  upon  a  hundred  streams, 

By  tales  of  love  and  sorrow, 
Ot  faithful  love,  undaunted  truth. 

Hast  shed  the  power  of  Yarrow; 
And  streams  unknown,  hills  yel  unseen. 

Wherever  they  invite  Thee, 
At  parent  Nature's  grateful  call. 

With  gladness  must  requite  liiee. 

A  gracious  welcome  shall  be  thine. 

Such  looks  oi  love  and  honor 
As  thy  own  Yarrow  gave  to  me 

When  first  I  gazed  upon  her; 
Beheld  what  I  had  feared  to  see. 

Unwilling  to  surrender 
Dreams  treasured  up  from  early  days. 

The  holy  and  the  tender. 

And  what,  for  this  frail  world,  were  all 

That  mortals  do  or  suHer, 
Did  no  responsive  harp,  no  pen. 

Memorial  tribute  offer? 
Yea,  what  were  mighty  Nature's  self? 

Her  features,  could  they  win  us, 
Unhelped  by  the  poetic  voice 

That  hourly  speaks  withiit  us? 


Nor  deem  that  localized  Romance 

Plays  false  with  our  affections; 
Unsanctifies  our  tears  —  tnade  sport 

Foi  fanciful  dejections: 
Ah,  nol  the  visions  of  the  past 

Sustain  the  heut  in  feeling 
Lite  as  she  is  —  our  changeful  Life, 

With  friends  and  kindred  dealing. 
Bear  witness.  Ye,  whose  thoughts  that  day 

In  Yarrow's  groves  were  centred; 
Who  through  the  silent  portal  arch 

Of  mouldering  Newark  entered; 
And  clomb  the  winding  stair  that  once 

Too  timidly  was  mounted 
By  the  "last  Minstrel,"  (not  the  last  1) 

Ere  he  his  Tale  recounted. 

Flow  on  forever.  Yarrow  Stieam  1 

Fulfil  thy  pensive  duty. 
Well  pleased  that  future  Bards   should 

For  simple  hearts  thy  beauty; 
To  dream-light  dear  while  yet  unseen. 

Dear  to  the  common  sunshine. 
And  dearer  still,  as  now  I  feel, 

To  memory's  shadowy  moonshine  1 


II. 

t    DEPARTURE    t 


■8JS- 


A  TROt;H LB,  not  of  clouds, or  weeping  rain. 

Nor  of  the  setting  sun's  pathetic  light 

Engendered,  hangs  o'er  Eildon's  triple 
height : 

Spirits  of  Power,  assembled  there,  com- 
plain 

For  kindred  Power  departing  from  their 
sight: 

While  Tweed,  best  pleased  in  chanting  a 
blithe  strain, 

Saddens  his  voice  again,  and  yet  again. 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  ye  Mourners  1  lor  the 

Of  the  whole  world's  good  wishes  with 

him  goes; 
Blessing  and  prayers,  in  nobler  retinue 
Than  sceptred  king  or  laurelled  conqueror 

Tollow  this  wondrous  Potentate.  Be  true. 
Ye  winds  of  ocean,  and  the  midland  sea. 
Wafting  your  Charge  to  soft  Parthenope ! 
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icolland.  The  one  Ih>t  sugEeucd  Ihi 
id  on  the  banks  of  a  smalL  stream  t 
Vauchope  Ihal  flowi  inlo  the  Esk  nc 

iQ  Sir  Mania,  wai  nol  withoul  gEnni 
eclinga,  was  boni  aad  pasBed  his  boyhood 


pselii 


SHMdi  Kirk.  The  Esk,  both 
above  and  below  Langholm,  flows  through  a 
beautiful  country,  and  the  two  stieams  of  the 
Wauchope  and  the  Ewes,  which  )«n  il  near  thai 

Part  fenced  by  man,  part  by  a  rn^ed 

That  curbs  a  foaming  brook,  >  Grave- 
yard lies; 
The  hare's  best  couching-place  for  fenr- 

Wfiich  moonlit  elves,  far  seen  by  credu- 
lous eyes, 
Enler  in  dance.  Of  church,  or  sabbath  ties, 
No  vestige  now  remains;  yet  thither  creep 
Berefl  Ones,  and  in  lowly  anguish  weep 
Their  prayers  out  to  the  wind  and  naked 

skies. 
Proud  tomb  is  none;  but  rudely -sculptured 

By  humble  choice  of  plain  old  times,  are 

Level   with  earth,   among   the   hillocks 

Union  not   sad,  when  sunny  daybreak 

The    spangled     lurf,     and    neighboring 

thickets  ring 
VikhJuM/ate  from  the  choirs  of  spring  ! 


even  when  the  clergyman's  incoir 
the  average  o(  the  Scotch  mbislei'i 


nlhet  out  of  the  equality  of  their  beDcAces,  so 
thai  no  one  hae  enough  to  spare  for  dccoratiou 
that  might  serve  as  an  eiample  lor  otheni 
whenas,  with  ui,  the  taste  of  the  licher  Ib' 
cumbent  extendi  iu  Influence  moie  or  less  id  the 
poorest.  After  all.  in  these  observadooi  Ihe 
surface  only  oi  the  matter  la  touched.  I  once 
heardacouvervationin  which  the  Roman  Catholic 
Religion  was  decried  on  account  c€  ita  abuses. 
"  Vou  cannot  deny,  however,"  said  a  lady  of  the 
party,  repeating  an  eiprettion  used  by  Chailei 
II.,"  that  it  is  the  nligion  of  a  genlleinan."  Il 
may  be  left  lo  the  Scotch  Ihemielves  lo  deieimine 
how  farlhis  observation  applies  to  that  Kirii, 


r,  thea 


in  lite. 


christian  piety  may  be  thought  not  to  stand  in 
need  of  rclinemenl  or  studied  ornament;  but 
assuredly  it  is  ever  ready  to|adopt  them,  when 
Ihey  bll  within  its  notice,  as  means  allow;  and 

lo  everything  a  chnatian  (tnily  so  in  spirit)  culli- 


Sav,  ye  far-travelled  clouds,  far-seeing 

hills  — 
Amonglhehappiest-lookinghomesolmen 
Scaltered  all  Britain  over,  through  deep 

glen, 
On  airy  upland,  and  by  forest  rills, 
And  o'er  wide  plains  cheered  by  the  lark 

that  trills 
His   sky-born    watblings  —  does    aught 

meet  your  ken 
More  fit  to  animate  the  Poet's  pen, 
.\iight  that  more  surely  by  its  aspect  fills 
Pure  minds  with  sinless  envy,  than  the 

Abode 
Of  the  good  Priest :  who,  faithful  through 

all  hours 
To  his  high  charge,  and  truly  serving  God, 
Has  yet  a  heart  and  hand  for  trees  and 


:.bv  Cookie 


YARROW   REVISITED.  AND  OTHER   POEMS. 


lich.  Ihough  Qc 
t  illowed  lo  f 


bell 
To  mark  some  change  of  service.     As 

the  swell 
Of  music  reached  its  height,  and  even 

The  notes,  in  prelude,  RosLiN  !  to  a  blank 
Of  silence,  how  it  thrilled  thy  sumptuous 

Pillars,  and  arches,  — not  in  vain  time- 
Though  Christian  tites  be  wanting!  From 

what  bank 
Came  those  live  herbs  ?  by  what  hand  were 


Where  dew   falls  not,  where 

seem  unknown? 
Yet  in  the  Temple  they  a  friendly  niche 
Share  with  their  sculptured  fellows,  that, 

green-grown. 
Copy  their  beauty  more  and  more,  anc 

Though  mute,  of  all  things  blending  int< 

iSji,  iBjs- 
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:r  loniwu  that  follow 


a  nook  within  Ibis  solemn 


which  chase 

That  thought  away,  turn,  and  with  watch- 
ful eyes 

Feed  it  'mid  Nature's  old  lelicitles. 

Rocks,  rivers ,and  smooth  lakes  more  clear 

Untouched,   un breathed   upon.      Thrice 

happy  quest, 
If  from  a  golden  perch  of  aspen  spray 
(October's  workmanship  lo  rival  May) 
The  pensive  warbler  of  the  ruddy  breast 
That  moral  sweeten  by  a  heaven-taught 


lav. 
Lulling  the  year,  with  all  ili 


m 


The  pibroch's 


;,  discountenanced  or 


The  Roman  kilt,  d^raded  to  a  toy 
Of  <)uain1  apparel  for  a  half-spoilt  boy; 
I'he   target  mouldering  like  ungathered 

fruit; 
The  smoking  steamboat  eager  in  pursuit. 
As  eagerly  pursued;  the  umbrella  spread 
To  weather-fend  the   Celtic  herdsman's 

All  speak  of  manners  withering  to  the  root. 
And  of  old  honors,  too,  and  passions  high : 
Then  may  we  ask,  though  pleased  that 

thought  should  range 
Among  the  conquests  of  civility. 
Survives  imagination  ■ —  to  the  change 
Superior?    Help  to  virtue  does  she  give? 
If  not,  O  Mortals,  better  cease  to  live  ! 
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"This  Land  of  Rainbows  spanning  glens 

whost  wallE., 
RocK-built,  are   hung  with  rainbow-col- 

Of  far-stretched  Meres  whose  sail  flood 


Proud  be  Ibis  Land  t  whose  poorest  huts 

are  halls 
Where  Fancy  entertains  becoming  guests ; 
While  native  song  the  heroic  Past  recalls. " 
Thus,  in  the  net  ol  her  own  wishes  caught, 
The  Muse  exclaimed ;  bul  Sloiy  now  must 

hide 
Her  trophies,  Fancy  crouchi   the  course 

Has  been  diverled,  other  lessons  taught, 
That  make  the  Patriot-spiiil  bow  her  head 
Where  Ihe  all-conquering  Roman  feared 

iS}..  ,g3S- 


"  The  lul  I  uw  waion  the  •ring,"  off  the  pronv 

lion  Ihit  because,  lh<n^  my  tour  in  Ireland  viti 
Mr.  Mushall  and  his  son  wu  nude  many  yean 
ago,  ihiB  allusion  lo  the  eagle  is  (he  only  imiigi 
supplied  by  11 10  Ihe  poetry  I  have  since  wriiien 
We  iravtlled  through  thai  country  in  October 
and  10  the  shortness  of  the  days  and  ihe  speec 
wllh  ffbich  we  liavelled  (in  a  carriage  and  four 
may  beaicribedlhls  winlof  notices,  inmy  vene 
of  a  conulry  u  interesting.    Tho  deficiency  1  an 

able  at  contiailed  with  my  Scotch  and  Conti 
DEDtal  lours,  of  vhich  are  (o  be  found  in  thi: 


Dishonored  Rocit  and  Ruin !  that,  by 


Veied  is  he,  and  screams  loud.  The  last 
I  I  saw 

:  Wasonthewing;  stooping,  he  struck  with 

Man,  bird,  and  beast;  then,  with  a  con- 

From  a  bold  headland,  their  loved  eyrie's 

Flew  high  above  Atlantic  waves,  to  draw 
Light  from  the  lountajn  ol  the  setting  sun. 
Such  was  this  Prisoner  once;  and,  when 

The  sea- blast  ruflles  as  the  storm  comes  on. 
Then,  for  a  moment,  he,  in  spirit,  resumes 
His  rank  'mong  freeborn  creatures  that 

His  power,  his  beauty,  and  his  majesty. 
1831.  iSjj. 


r  On  Loch  Edve  in  a  vala  hope 


lelhe  1 


eulh  Soni 


Tradition,  be  ihou   mute  I    Oblivion, 

Thy  veil  in  mercy  o'er  the  records,  hung 
Round  strath  and  mountain,  stamped  1^ 

the  ancient  tongue 
On  rock  and  ruin  darkening  as  we  go, — 
Spots  where  a  word,  ghostlike,  survives 

to  show 
What  crimes  from  hate,  or  desperate  love, 

have  sprung; 
From  honor  misconceived,   or    fancied 

wrong. 
What  feuds,  nol  quenched  but  fed  by 

mutual  woe. 
Yel,  though  a  wild  vindictive  Race,  un- 

By  civil  arts  and  labors  of  the  pen, 
Could  gentleness  be  scorned   by  those 

fierce  Men, 
Who,  to  spread  wide  Ihe  reverence  they 

claimed 


:.bvCoogk 


YARROW   REVISITED,   AND  OTHER   POEMS. 


For  palriaichal  occupations,  named 
Yon  towering  Peaks,  "  Shepherds  ot  Etive 
Glen"?' 


T  TYNDRUM   IN   A  STOKM. 

Enough  of  garlands,  of   lh«  Arcadian 

And  all  ihat  Greece  and  Italy  have  sung 
Of  Swains  reposing  myrtle  groves  among  I 
Ours  couch  on  naked  rocks,  —  will  cross 

Swotn  with  chill  rains,  nor  ever  casi  a  look 

Eve  it  even  a  thought 
-5t  pathway  may  be 

Into  a  vacant  mind.  Can  written  book 
TeachwhalM^'learn?    Up. hardy Moun- 

And  guide  the  Bard,  ambitious  to  be  One 
Of  Nature's  privy  council,  as  thou  art. 
On  cloud -sequestered  heights,  that   see 

and  heat 
To  what  dread  Powers  He  delegates  his 


This  way  or  that,  or  ^ve  it  even  a  thought 
More  than  by  sni 
rought 


Together,  —  'mid  trim  walks  and  artful 

To  be  looked  down  upon  by  andent  hills. 
That,  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  demand 
And  prompt  a  harmony  of  genuine  powers ; 
Concord  that  elevates  the  mind,  and  stills. 

1B31.  igjs. 


WELLsang  the  Bard  who  called  the  grave. 

Thoughtful  and  sad,  the  "narrow  house." 

No  style 
Of  fond  sepulchral  flattery  can  beguile 
Grief  of  her  sting;  nor  cheat,  where  he 

detains 
The  sleeping  dust,  stern  Death.     How 

reconcile 
With  truth,  or  with  each  other,  decked 

Of  a  once  warm  Abode,  ajid  that  new 

Pile, 
For  the  departed,  built  with  curious  pains 
And  mausolean  pomp?     Yet   here  they 

>  In  Gaelic,  Buoikaia  EiU. 


Dot)GLlNG  and  doubling  with  laborious 

walk. 
Who,  that  has  gained  at  length  the  wished- 

foi  Height, 
This  brief  this  simple  wayside  Call  can 

slight, 
Andiestsnollhanklul?    Whether  cheered 

.     by  talk 
With  some  loved  friend,  or  l:^  the  unseen 

hawk 
Whistling  to  clouds  and  sky-born  streams 

that  shine. 
At  the  sun's  outbreak,  as  with  light  divine. 
Ere   they  descend  to  noiuish  root  and 

stalk 
Of  valley  Howers.     Nor,  while  the  limbs 

Will  we  forget  Ihat,  as  the  fowl  can  keep 
Absolute  stillness,  poised  aloft  in  air, 
And  fishes  front,  unmoved,  the  torrent's 

So   may  the  Soul,  through  powers  that 

Faith  bestows. 
Win  rest,  and  ease,  and  peace,  with  bliss 

that  Angels  shore. 
1B31.  iSjs- 


Sbb  what  gay  wild  Howers  deck  this  earth- 
built  Cot, 
Whose  smoke,  lorth-issuing  whence  and 


The  limpid  mountain  rill  avoids  il  not; 
And   why  shouldsl    thou?  —  If    rightly 
trained  and  bred, 


^cb,  Google 
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Humanity  is  humble,  finds  no  spot 
Which  her  Heflven-guided  feet  refuse  ti 

The  walls  are  cracked,  sunk  is  the  flowery 

Undressed  the  pathway  leading  to  the 

But  love,  asNaluie  loves,  the  lonely  Poor; 
Search,  lor  theit  worth,  some  gentle  heat! 

wiong-ptoof, 
Meek,  patient,  kind,  and,  were  its  trials 

Belike    less   happy.  —  Stand    ao    more 
aloof  1' 


Though   joy  attend  Thee  orient  at  the 

birlb 
Of  dawn,  it  cheers  the  lofty  spirit  most 
To  watch  (hy  course  when  Daylight,  fled 

from  earth, 
In  the  gray  sky  hath  left  his  lingering 

Ghost, 
Perplexed  as  if  between  a  splendor  lost 
And  splendor  slowly  mustering.     Since 

the  Sun, 
The  ahsolule,  the  world -absorbing  One, 
Relinqui^ed  half  his  empire  to  the  host 
Emboldened  by  thy  guidance,  holy  Star. 
Holy  as  princely  —  who  that  looks  on  thee. 
Touching,  as  now,  in  thy  humility 
The  mountain  borders  of  this  seat  of  care. 
Can  question   that   thy  countenance   is 

Celestial  Power,  as  much  with  love  as 
light? 


.831. 


.gjj. 


"  How  disappeared  he?  "     Ask  ihe  newt 

Ask  of  his  fellow-men,  and  they  will  tell 
How  he  was  found,  cold  as  an  icicle. 
Under  an  arch  of  that  forlorn  abode; 
Where  he,  unpropped,  and  by  the  gath- 
ering flood 
Of  years  hemmed  round,  had  dwelt,  pre- 
pared to  try 
Privation's  worst  extremities,  and  die 
With  no  one  neat  save  the  omnipresent 

God. 
Verily  so  to  live  was  an  awful  choice  — 
A  choice  thai  wears  the  aspect  of  a  doom ; 
But  in  the  mould  of  mercy  all  is  cast 
For  Souls  familiar  with  the  eternal  Voice; 
And  this  forgotten  Taper  to  the  last 
Drove  from  itself,  we  Irual,  all  frightful 
gloom. 
1831  igjs. 


Immured  in  Bothwell's  towers,  at  times 

the  Brave 
(So  beautiful  is  Oyde)  forgot  to  mourn 
The  liberty  they  lost  at  Bannockburn. 
Once  on  those  steeps  /  roamed  >  at  large, 

and  have 
In  mind  the  landscape,  as  if  still  in  sight ; 
The  river  glides,   the  woods  before  me 

Then  why  repine  that  now  in  vain  I  crave 
Needless  renewal  of  an  old  delight? 
Better  to  thank  a  dear  and  long'past  day 
For  joy  its  sunny  hours  were  free  to  give 
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Than  blame  the  present,  Ihal  our  wish 

Memof]',  like  sleep,  hath  powers  which 

dreams  obey. 
Dreams,  vivid  dreims,  tha.1  ate  not  tugi- 

Ho> 


little  that  she  cherishes  is  losti 


Amid  a  fertile  region  green  with  wood 
And  fresh  with  rivets,  well  did  it  become 
The  ducal  Ownet,  in  his  palace-home 
To  natutaliie  this  tawny  Lion  brood; 
ChildtenofArt,thatclBira  sitange  btothei. 

(Couched  in  their  den)  with  those  thai 

Over  the  burning  wilderness,  and  chaige 
The  wind  with  terror  while  they  roar  lor 

Satiate  are  these;   and  stilled  to  eye  and 


Like  this  onheard-of,  and  their  channels 

Like  this  contented,  though  UDhnown  to 

Fame; 
For  great  and  sacred  is  the  modest  claim 
Ol  Streams  to  Natute's  love,  where'er 

they  flow; 
And  ne'er  did  Genius  slight  them,  as  thej 

go. 
Tree,  flower,  and   gteen  hetb,  feeding 

without  blame. 
But  Ptaise  can  waste  her  voice  on  woik 

Anguish,  and  death :  full  oft  whete  inno- 
cent blood 

Has  mixl  its  cuitent  with  the  limpid 
flood. 

Her    heaven -offending    ttophies    Glory 

Never  fot  like  distinction  may  the  good 
Shrink  from  thy  name,  pute  Rill,  with 
unpleased  ears. 


Hence,  while  we  gaze,  a  i 

teati 
Vet  is  the  Prophet  calm, 


^  FBEDBK   OF  T 


SUGGBSTRD  B 


It  would  the 


Daunt  him^if  his  Companions,  now 
Outsttetched  and  listless,  were  by  hunger 
Man  placed  him  here,  andGod,  he  knows 
.831.  '  .8js- 


jncienlBBlr.    TheHin't 


ound  shape,  though  il 
'  Rmmd  Tkem,"  «o  dil 


.vcruily  liaowB 
ays  called  the 
1  to  chalD  fancy 


TltB  forest  huge  of  ancient  Caledon 
Is  but  a  name,  no  more  is  Inglewood, 
That  swept  itom  hill  to  hill,  from  flood 

tofhiod: 
On  het  last  thorn  the  nightly  moon  has 

still,  (hough  unappropriate  Wild  be 

Fait   parks    spread  wide  whete   Adam 

Bell  might  deign 
With  Oym   o'  the  Clough,  were  they 

To  kill  lor  merry  feast  their  veni^n. 
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The  feudal  Wairior-ehief ,  a  Ghost  unlaid, 
Halh  slill  his  caslle,  thoi^h  a  skeleton, 
That  he  may  watch  by  night,  and  lessons 


Herb  stood  an  Oak,  that  long  had  borne 

affixt 
To  his  huge  trunk,  or,  with  more  subtle 

art. 
Among  its  wilheiing  topmost  branches 


E^ch  desperately  sustaining,  till  at  last 
Both  sank  and  died,  the  life-veins  of  the 

chased 
And  chaser  bursting  here  with  one  dite 


And,  for  this  feeling's  sake,  let  r 

Verse   that  would   guard   thy  m< 
Hart's -HORN  Trek  ! ' 


FANCY  > 
Tkb   Lovers   look  wiihin  their,  ancient 

Their  last  embrace;  beside  those  crystal 

springs 
The   Heimii  saw  Ihe  Angel  spread  his 

For  instant  flight;  the  Sage  in  yon  alcove 
>  SceNott. 


Sate  musing;  on  thai  hill  the  Bard  would 

Not   mute,  where  now  the  linnet  only 

sings: 
Thuseveiywhere  to  truth  Tradition  clings. 
Or  Fancy  localizes  Powers  we  love. 
Were  only  History  licensed  to  lake  note 
Of  things  gone  by,  hei  meagre  inonu. 

Would  ill  suffice  for  persons  and  events : 
There  is  an  ampler  page  for  man  to  quote, 
A  readier  book  of  manifold  contents. 
Studied  alike  in  palace  and  in  cot. 


to  Ihe  poor  of  the  pariib  of  Brougham,  evcTy  id 
day  of  April  forever,  upon  Ihe  stone  (able  placed 
hard  by.     Laui  Deo:" 

While  the  Poor  gather  round,  till  the 

end  of  time 
May  this  bright  flower  of  Charity  display 
Its  bloom,  unfolding  al  the   appointed 

Flower  than  the  loveliest  of  the  vernal 

prime 
Lovelier — transplanted   from  heaven's 

purest  clime  1 
"Charily  never  (ailcth:  "  on  Ihal  creed. 
More  than  on  written  testament  or  deed. 
The  pious  Lady  built  with  hope  sublime. 
Alms  on  this  stone  to  be  dealt  o\il,/i>r- 

"Laus  Deo."    Many  a  Stranger  passing 

by 
Has  with  ihal  Parting  mixed  a  filial  sigh, 
Blest   its  humane  Memorial's  fond  en- 
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And,    faslening  on 

tear-glaied. 

Has  ended,  though  j 

be  praised  t ' ' 


those   lines  ao 
lo  Clerk,  with  " 


ROMAM   ANTIQUITIBS. 


How  profitless  the  relics  that  we  cull, 
Troubling  the   last  holds  of   ambitious 

Unless  they  chasteo  fancies  that  presume 

Too  high,  or  idle  agitations  lull! 

Ot  the  world's  flatteries  if  the  brain  be 

full, 
To  have  no  seat  for  thought  were  better 

Ijke  this  old  helmet,  or  the  eyeless  skull 
Of  him  who  gloried  in  its  nodding  plume. 
Heaven  out   of  view,  our  wishes  what 

are  they? 
Out  fond  regrets  tenacious  in  iheirgrasp? 
The  S^e's  theory?  the  Poet's  lay? 
Mere  Fibutx  without  a  robe  to  clasp; 
Obsolete   lamps,   whose   light   no   time 

Urns  without  ashes,  tearless  lacrymals! 
iSji.  iSjs- 


APOl-OGV  FOR  T 


Was  the  beginning;  yet  the  several  Lays 
Have  moved  inoidei,  to  each  other  bound 
'Bv  a  continuous  and  acknowledged  tie 
Tliough  unapparent  — like  those  Shapes 

distinct 
That  yet  survive  ensculpturedonthe  walls 
Ot  palaces,  or  temples,  'mid  the  wreck 
Of  famed  Persepolis;each  fallowing  each. 
As  might  beseem  a  stalely  embassy. 
Inset  ariay;  these  bearing  in  (heir  hands 
Ensign  of  civil  power,  weapon  o(  war, 
Or  gift  to  be  presented  at  the  throne 


Of  the  Great  King;  and  others,  as  they  go 

In    priestly    vest,    with    holy  offerings 

charged, 
Or  leading  victims  drest  for  sacrifice. 
Nor  will  the  Power  we  serve,  that  sacred 

The  Spirit  of  humanity,  disdain 
A  ministration  humble  but  sincere. 
That   from   a   threshold  loved  by  every 

Its  impulse  took— that  sorrow -stricken 

Whence,  as  a  current  from  its  fonnlain- 

Our  thoughts  have  issued,  and  our  feel- 


(  Life's 


:e  first  seasons  having  passed 


Lway) 


Leaf -scattering   winds;    and    hoar-frost 

sprinklings  fell 
(Foretaste  of  winter)  on  the  moorland 

And  every  day  brought  with  it  tidings  new 
Of  rash  change,  ominous  for  the  public 

Hence,  if  dejection  has  too  oft  encroached 
Upon  that  sweet  and  lender  melancholy 
Which  may  itself  be  cherished  and  ca- 

More  than  enough;  a  fault  so  natural 
(Even  with  the  young,  the  hopeful,  or 

the  gay) 
For  prompt  forgiveness  will  not  sue  in 

iSji,  Ids. 
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When  alternations  a 


theu 


h!  had  will.  Oils  r 


unliy. 


If  lo  Tradition  faith  be  due, 
And  echoes  from  old  verse  speak  true, 
Ere  the  meek  Saint,  Columl^,  bote 
Glad  tidings  to  lona's  shore, 
No  common  light  of  nature  blest 
The  mounlain  region  of  the  west, 
A  land  where  gentle  manners  ruled 
O'er  men  in  dauntless  virtues  schooled. 
That  raised,  for  centuries,  a  bar 
Impervious  lo  the  tide  of  war: 
Vet  peaceful  Arts  did  entrance  gain 
Where  haughty  Force  had  striven  in  vain; 
And  'mid  the  works  of  skilful  hands, 
By  wanderers  brought  fiom  foreign  lands 
And  various  climes,  was  not  unknown 
The  clasp  that  fixed  the  Roman  Gown; 
The  Fibula.,  whose  shape,  I  ween, 
Still  in  the  Highland  Broach  is  seen, 
The  silver  Broach  of  massy  frame. 
Worn  at  the  breast  of  some  grave  Dame 
On  road  or  path,  oi  at  the  door 
Of  fern-thatched  hut  on  heathy  moor: 
But  delicate  of  yore  its  mould, 
And  the  material  fines!  gold; 
As  might  beseem  the  fairest  Fair, 
Whether  she  graced  a  royal  chair, 
Or  shed,  within  a  vaulted  hall. 
No  fancied  lustre  on  the  wall 
Where  shields  of  mighty  heroes  hung, 
While  Fingal  beard  what  Ossian  sung. 

The  heroic  Age  expired  —  it  slept 
Deep  in  its  tomb: — the  bramble  crept 
O'er  Fingal's  hearth;  the  grassy  sod 
Grew  on  the  floors  his  sons  had  trod: 
Matvina!  where  art  thou?    Their  stale 
The  noblest-born  must  abdicate; 
The  fairest,  while  with  fire  and  sword 
Come  Spoilers  —  horde  impelling  horde, 
Must  walk  the  sorrowing  mountains,  diesl 
By  ruder  hands  in  homelier  vest. 
Vet  still  the  female  bosom  lent, 
And  loved  to  borrow,  ornament; 
Still  was  its  inner  world  a  place 
Reached  by  the  dews  of  heavenly  grace; 
Still  pity  to  this  last  retreat 
Clove  fondly;  to  his  favorite  seat 


Vet  fiercer,  in  a  darker  age; 

And  feuds,  where,  clan  encountering  clan, 

The  weaker  perished  to  a  man; 

For  maid  and  mother,  when  despair 

Might    else    have    triumphed,    baffling 

One  small  possession  lacked  not  power. 
Provided  in  a  calmer  hour, 
To  meet  such  need  as  might  befall  — 
Roof,  raiment,  bread,  or  burial: 
For  woman,  even  of  tears  bereft, 
The  hidden  silver  Broach  was  left. 

As  generations  Come  and  go, 
Their  arts,  their  customs,  ebb  and  flow; 
Fate,  fortune,  sweep  strong  powers  away, 
And  feeble,  of  themselves,  decay; 
What  poor  abodes  the  heir-loom  hide. 
In  which  the  castle  once  took  pride  t 
Tokens,  once  kept  as  boasted  wealth. 
If  saved  at  all,  are  saved  by  stealth. 
Lo  '.  ships,  from  seas  by  nature  barred. 
Mount  along  ways  by  man  prepared; 
And  in  far -stretching  vales,  whose  streams 
Seek  other  seas,  their  canvas  gleams. 
Lo  !  busy  towns  spring  up,  on  coasts   - 
Thronged  yesterday  l>y  airy  ghosts; 
Soon,  like  a  lingering  star  forlorn 
Among  the  novelties  of  morn. 
While  young  delights  on  old  encroach. 
Will  vanish  the  last  Highland  Broach. 

But  when,  from  out  their  viewless  bed. 
Like  vapors,  years  have  rolled  and  spread ; 
And  this  poor  verse,  and  worthier  lays. 
Shall  yield  no  light  of  love  or  praise; 
Then,  by  the  spade,  or  cleaving  plough. 
Or  torrent  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
Or  whirlwind,  reckless  what  his  might 
Entombs,  or  forces  into  light; 
Blind  Chance,  a  volunteer  ally. 
That  oft  befriends  Antiquity, 
And  clears  Oblivion  from  reproach. 
May  render  bock  the  Highland  Broach.' 


■sjs- 


<  Hon 


inch  the  Broach  la 
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DEVOTIONAL  INCITEMENTS. 

Writlen  >t  RydJ  Mounl. 

"  Not  la  the  eanh  cODfiaed, 
AicCDd  to  hMven." 

WuBRB  will  Ihey  stop,  those  bieathing 

The  Spirits  of  ihe  newborn  Cowers? 
They  wander  with  the  breeze,  they  wind 
Where'er  the  streams  a  passage  find; 
Up  from  their  native  ground  they  rise 
In  mute  aerial  harmonies; 
From  bumble  violet  —  modest  thyme- — 
Exhaled,  the  essential  odors  climb. 
As  if  no  space  below  the  sky 
Their  subtle  flight  could  salisty: 
Heaven  will  not  tix  our  thoughts  with 

If  like  ambition  be  their  guide. 

Roused    by   this    kindliest    oi   May- 

The  spirit -quickener  of  the  flowers. 
That  with  moist  virtue  softly  cleaves 
The  buds,  and  freshens  the  young  leaves, 
The  birds  pour  forth  their  souls  in  notes 
Of  rapture  from  a  thousand  throats  — 
Here  checked  by  too  impetuous  haste, 
While  there  the  music  runs  to  wasle, 
With  bounty  more  and  more  enlarged, 
Till  the  whole  air  is  overcharged; 
Give  ear,  O  Man  t  to  their  appeal 
And  thirst  for  no  inferior  leal. 
Thou,  who  canst  think,  as  well  as  feel. 

Mount  from  the  earth ;  aspire  I  aspire ! 
So  pleads  the  town's  cathedral  quire, 
In  strains  that  from  their  solemn  height 
Rink,  to  attain  a  loftier  flight; 
While  incense  from  the  altar  breathes 
Rich  fragrance  in  embodied  wreaths; 
Or,  flung  from  awingii\g  censer,  shrouds 
The  taper-lights,  and  curls  in  clouds 
Around  angelic  forms,  the  still 
Creation  of  the  pdnter's  skill. 
That  on  Ihe  service  wait  concealed 
One  moment,  and  the  next  revealed 


—  Cast  off  your  bonds,  awake,  arise. 

What  else  can  mean  the  visual  plea 
Of  still  or  moving  imagery  — 
The  iterated  summons  loud, 
Not  wasted  on  the  attendant  crowd. 
Nor  wholly  lost  upon  the  throng 
Hurrying  the  busy  streets  along? 

Alas  I  the  sanctities  combined 
By  art  to  unsensualize  the  mind. 
Decay  and  languish ;  or,  as  creeds 
And  humors  change,  are  spurned  likir 

weeds ; 
The  priests  are  from  their  altars  thrust ; 
Temples  arc  levelled  with  the  dust; 
And  solemn  riles  and  awful  forms 
Founder  amid  fanatic  storms. 
Yet  evermore,  through  years  renewed 
In  undisturbed  vicissitude 
Of  seasons  balancing  their  flight 
On  the  swift  wings  of  day  and  night. 
Kind  Nature  keeps  a  heavenly  door 
Wide  open  for  the  scattered  Poor. 
Where  flower-breathed  incense  to  the  skies 
Is  wafted  in  mute  harmonics; 
And  ground  fresh-cloven  by  the  plough 
Is  fragrant  with  a  humbler  vow; 
Where  birds  and  brooks  from  leafy  dells 
Chime  forth  unwearied  canticles, 
And  vapors  magnify  and  spread 
The  glory  of  the  sun's  bright  head  — 
Still  constant  in  her  worship,  slill 
Conforming  to  the  eternal  Will, 
Whether  men  sow  or  reap  the  fields. 
Divine  monition  Nature  yields. 
That  not  by  bread  alone  we  live. 
Or  what  a  hand  of  Sesh  can  give; 
That  every  day  should  leave  some  part 
Free  for  a  sabbath  of  (he  hear! : 
So  shall  the  seventh  be  truly  blest. 
From  morn  to  eve,  with  hallowed  rest. 

■Sj".  iSjs, 

"  CALM  IS  THE  FRAGRANT  AIR." 

Calm  is  the  fragrant  air,  and  loth  to  lose 
Day's  grateful   warmth,  tho'  moist  with 

tailing  dews. 
Look  for  the  stars,  you'll  say  that  there 

Look  up  a'  second  time,  and,  one'  by  one 
Vou  mark  them  twinkling  out  with  Hjvety 
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And  wonder  how  they  could  elude  the 

Thebiids,of  latesonoisyiniheii  bi 
Warbled  a  while  with  faint  a.nd  i 

powers, 

But  now  ate  silent  as  the  dim-seen  flowers ; 
Nor  does  the  village  Chutch-clock'i 

The  til 


And  now  with  thankful  heart  to  bed  dolh 

And  ioins  tus  little  children  in  Iheit  sleep. 
The  bal,  lured  foith  where  trees  the  lane 

o'ershade, 
Flits  and  reflils  along'the  close  arcade; 
The  busy  doi-hawk  chases  the  while  moth 
With  burring  tiote,  which  Industry  and 

Sloth 
Might  both  be  pleased  with,  for  it  suits 

them  both. 
A  stream  is  heard  —  I  see  it  not,  but  know 
By  its  soil  music  whence  the  waters  flow : 
Wheels  and  the  tread  of  hoofs  are  heard 

One  boat  there  was,  but  it  will  touch  the 

With  the  next  dippingof  its  slackened  oar; 
Faint  sound,  that,  (or  the  gayest  of  the  gay, 
astboughl  a  moment's 


Might  give  tc 


RURAL   ILLUSIONS. 
WiittenatRydalMouDl.    ObsetvEdi hundred 

SvLPH  was  il  ?  oi  a  Bird  more  bright 
Than  those  of  fabulous  stock? 

A  second  darted  by;  — and  lo! 
Another  of  the  flock. 

Through  sunshine  flitting  (torn  the  twugh 
To  nestle  in  the  rock. 


s  influence  diso 
Nine  beats  distinctly  to  each  other  bound 
In   drowsy   sequence  — how   unlike   the 

That,  in  rough  winter,  oft  inSicts  a  d 
On  flreside  listeners,  dotibting  what  they 


Transient  deception  I  a  gay  freak 

Of  April's  mimicries! 
Those  brilliant  strangers,  hailed  with  joy 

Among  the  budding  trees, 
Proved  last  year's  leaves,  pushed  from  the 
spray 

To  frolic  on  the  breeie. 

Maternal  Flora  !  show  thy  face. 

And  lei  thy  hand  be  seen, 
T^y  hand  here  sprinkling  tiny  flowers, 

That,  as  they  touch  ihe  green. 
Take  root  (so  seems  it)  and  look  up 

In  honor  of  their  Queen. 
Yet,  sooth,  those  little  starry  specks, 

liiat  not  in  vain  aspired 
To  be  confounded  with  live  growths. 

Most  dainty,  most  admired. 
Were  only  blossoms  dropt  from  twigs 

Of'  their  own  offspring  tired. 

Not  such  the  World's  illusive  shows; 

Her  wingless  flutterings. 
Her  blossoms  which,  though  shed,  out- 

The  floweret  as  it  springs. 
For  the  undeceived,  smile  as  they  may. 

Are  melancholy  things: 
But  gentle  Nature  plays  her  part 

With  ever-varying  wiles. 
And  transient  feignings  with  plain  truth 

So  well  she  reconciles, 
That  those  fond  Idlers  most  are  pleased 

Whom  oftenest  she  beguiles. 

iSii.  iSjs. 

LOVING  AND  LIKING. 

IRKBGULAR    VERSES. 
ADDRESSED  TO  A   CHILD. 


There's  more  in  words  than  I  can  teach ; 

1  listen.  Child!  — I  would  not  preach; 

;  only  give  some  plain  directions 
To  guide  your  speech  and  your  affections. 
Say  not  you  love  a  roasted  fowl, 
But  you  may  love  a  screaming  owl. 
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And,  If  you  can,  the  unwieldy  load 
That  crawls  from  his  secure  abode 
Within  the  mossy  garden  wall 
When  evening  dews  begin  to  fall. 
Oh  mark  the  beauty  of  his  eye : 
What  wonders  in  that  circle  lie  1 
So  clear,  so  bright,  our  fathers  said 
He  wears  a  jewel  in  his  head ! 
And  when,  upon  some  showery  day, 
Into  a  path  or  public  way 
A  frc^  leaps  out  from  bordering  grass, 
Startling  the  limid  as  they  pass, 
Do  you  observe  him,  and  endeavor 
To  take  the  intruder  into  favor; 
Learning  from  him  lo  lind  a  reason 
For  a  light  heart  in  a  dull  season. 
And  you  may  love  him  in  the  poo), 
That  is  for  him  a  happy  school, 
Id  which  he  swims  as  taught  by  nature. 
Fit  pattern  for  a  human  creature, 
Glancing  amid  the  water  bright. 
And  sending  upward  sparkling  light. 

Nor  blush  if  o'er  your  heart  be  stealing 
A  love  for  things  that  have  no  feeling: 
The  spring's  first  rose  by  you  espied, 
May  fill  your  breast  with  joyful  pride; 
And  you  may  love  the  strawberry-flower, 
And  love  the  strawberry  in  its  bower; 
But  when  the  fruit,  so  often  praised 
For  beauty,  to  your  lip  is  raised, 
Say  not  you  lime  the  delicate  treat, 
But  like  it,  enjoy  it,  and  thankfully  eat. 

Long  may   you  love   your    pensioner 

Though  one  of  a  tribe  that  torment  the 

Nor  dislike  ior  her  cruel  sport  the  cat, 
Deadly  foe  both  of  mouse  and  rat; 
Remember  she  follows  the  law  of  her  kind, 
And  Instinct  is  neither  wayward  nor  blind. 
Then  think  of  her  beautiful  gliding  form. 
Her  tread  that  would  scarcely  crush  a 

And  her  soothing  song  by  the  winter  fire, 
Soft  as  the  dying  throb  of  the  lyre. 

I  would  not  circumscribe  your  love; 
It  may  soar  with  the  eagle  and  brood  with 

the  dove, 
Maypiercetheearth  with  the  patient  mole, 
Or  track  (he  hedgehog  to  his  hole. 
Loving  and  liking  are  the  solace  of  life, 
Rock  uie  cradle  of  joy,  smooth  the  death- 
bed of  strife. 


Vou  love  your  father  and  your  mother, 
Vour  grown-up  and  your  baby  brother; 
You  love  your  sister,  and  your  friends, 
And  countless  blessings  which  God  sends : 
And  while  these  right  affections  play. 
Yaalive  each  moment  of  your  day; 
Thw  lead  you  on  to  full  content. 
And  likings  iiesh  and  innocent. 
Thai  store  the  mind,  the  memory  feed. 
And  prompt  to  many  a  gentle  deed: 
But  litiags  come,  and  pass  away; 
'T  is  love  that  remains  till  our  latest  day  : 


UPON  THE  LATE  GENERAL  FAST. 

MARCH,    .83,. 

Reli;ctant  call  it  was;  the  rile  delayed ; 
And  in  the  Senate  some  there  were  who 

doffed 
The  last  of  their  humanity,  and  scoffed 
At  providential  judgments,  undismayed 
By  their  own  daring.     But   the  People 

prayed 
As  with  one  voice;  their  flinty  heart  grew 

solt 


Oh  that  with  aspirations  more  intense. 
Chastised  by  self-abasement   more   pro- 

This  People,  once  so  happy,  so  renowned 
For  liberty,  would  seek  from  God  defence 
Against  far  heavier  ill,  the  pestilence 
Of  revolution,  impiously  unbound  '. 


niJAL  PIETY. 


which,  duriDj  the  daytine  always  and 
lie  night,  w«r  talun  on  die  outtlde  of 
1  tiad  good  and  hequeal  f^jportiuitfei 
g  the  chuictcriiiic*  of  ihU  clu*  ol 
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Untoucrbd through  all  severity  of  cold; 
Inviolale,  whale'ei  the  cottage  hearlh 
Might  need  lor  comforl,oiforfestalmirth; 
Thit  Pile  of  Turf  is  half  a  century  old : 
Yes,  Traveller  1  filly  winters  have  been 
told 


on  earth : 
Tfaence  has  it,  with  the  Son,  so  stiong  a 

bold 
Upon  his  Father's  memory,  that  his  hands. 
Through  reverence,  touch  it  only  to  repair 
lis  waste.  —  Though  crumbling  with  each 

breath  of  air. 
In  annual  renovation  thus  it  stands  — 
Rude  Mausoleum  !  but  wrens  nestle  there, 
And    red-breasts    warble    when     sweet 

sounds  are  laie. 


TO  B.  R.  HAVDON,  ON  SEEING  HIS 
PICrUREOF  NAPOLEON  BUONA- 
PARTE ON  THE  ISLAND  OF  ST. 
HELENA, 


Rfdal  MouDI. 

HaydON  !  lei  worthier  judges  praise  the 

skill 
Here  by  thy  pencil  shown  in  truth  ol  lines 
And  charm  of  colors;   /  applaud  those 

signs 
Of  thought,  that  give  (he  true  poetic  thrill; 
That  unencumbered  whole  of  blank  and 


still 
Sky   without   cloud  — 


I    without   a 

And  the  one  Man  that  labored  toenslave 
The  World,  sole-standinghighonthebare 

hill  — 
Back  turned,  aims  folded,  the  unapparent 


Tinged,  we   may   fancy,  in  this  dreary 

place. 
With  light  reflected  from  the  invisiblesun 
Set,  like  his  fortunes;  but  not  sf  t  for  aye 
Like  them.    The  unguilty  Power  pursues 

his  way. 
And  before^im  doth  dawn  perpetual  run. 


had  btcome  rcsidcnu  at  Rydal  Mount,  a 
will  Bke  occasioD  from  Ihcin  10  obaerve  upa 
beauty  of  that  nluatioQ.  aa  being  backed 
flanked  by  lofty  fells,  which  bring  the  h«> 


bcK^eA  to  touch,  «  .«  ^^.^,  ...^  .,»... 
mDunraiq-Upl,  while  the  progpecl  if 
open  to  a  Isnglh  o(  level  valley,  thi 
lake,  and  a  leminatinE  ridge  of  low  hilla  ;  90  Iha 

both  the  pDsltliKi 


:nly 


nded 


nlhel 


If  thou   indeed  derive   thy   light   from 

of  that  heaven-born 


Then, to  the 
light. 
Shine,  Poet !  in  thy  place,  and 


The  si 


^nilude. 


And  they  that  from  the  zenith  dart  their 

(Visible  though  they  be  to  half  the  earth, 
Thoughhall  aspherebeconsciousot  (heir 

brightness) 
Are  yet  of  no  diviner  origin, 
Nopuier  essence,  than  the  one  that  burns, 
Like  an  unlended  walch-fite  on  the  ridge 
Of  some  dark  mountain;  01  than  those. 

which  seem 
Humbly   to  hang,  like  twinkling  winter 

Among  the  branches  ol  the  leafless  trees. 
All  ate  the  undying  offspring  oi  one  Sire : 
Then,  to  the  measure  of  the  light  vouch- 

Shine,  Poet !  in  thy  place,  and  be  content. 
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D  u  Kydal    Mounl.    This   i 


Among  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds 
In  field  or  forest  with  nice  care. 

Is  none  thai  with  the  little  Wren's 
In  snugness  may  compare. 


No  door  the  tenement  requires, 
And  seldom  needs  a  labored  roof; 

Yet  is  it  (o  ihe  liercesl  sun 
Impervious,  and  storm-proof. 

So  waim,  so  beautiful  wilhal. 
In  perfect  fitness  for  its  aim. 

That  to  the  Kind  by  special  grace 
Their  instinct  surely  came. 

And  when  lor  their  abodes  they  seek 

An  opportune  recess. 
The  hermit  has  no  finer  eye 

For  shadowy  quietness. 

These  find,  'mid  ivied  abbey-walls, 
A  canopy  in  some  still  nook ; 

Others  are  pent-housed  by  a  brae 
That  overhangs  a  brook. 

There  to  the  brooding  bird  her  mate 
Warbles  by  fits  his  low  clear  song; 

And  by  the  busy  streamlet  both 
Are  sung  to  all  day  long. 

Or  in  sequestered  lanes  they  build. 
Where,  till  the  llitline  bird's  return. 

Her  eggs  within  the  nest  repose. 
Like  relics  in  an  urn. 

But  still,  where  general  choice  is  good, 
There  is  a  better  and  a  best; 

And,  among  fairest  objects,  some 
Are  fairer  than  the  rest ; 

This,  one  of  those  small  builders  proved 
In  a  green  covert,  where,  from 

The  forehead  of  a  pollard  oak, 
The  leafy  antlers  sprout; 


For  She  who  planned  the  mossy  lodge. 

Mistrusting  her  evasive  skill, 
Had  to  a  Primrose  looked  lor  aid 
I        Her  wishes  to  fulfil. 

High  on  the  trunk's  projecting  brow. 

And  fixed  an  infant's  span  above 
The  budding  Sowers,  peeped  tortb  the 

The  prettiest  of  the  grove! 

The  treasure  proudly  did  I  show 

To  some  whose  minds  without  disdain 

Can  turn  to  little  things;  but  once 
Looked  up  lor  it  in  vain : 

T  is  gone  — a  ruthless  spoiler's  prey. 
Who  heeds  not  beauty,  love,  or  song, 

Tisgonel   (soseemedil)  and  wegiieved 
Indignant  at  the  wrong. 

Just  three  days  after,  passing  by 
In  clearer  light  the  moss-built  cell 

I  saw,  espied  its  shaded  mouth; 
And  fell  that  all  was  well. 

The  Primrose  for  a  veil  had  spread 
The  largest  of  her  upright  leaves; 

And  thus,  for  purposes  benign, 
A  simple  flower  deceives. 

Concealed  from  friends  who  might  disturb 

Thy  quiet  with  no  ill  intent. 
Secure  from  evil  eyes  and  hands 

On  barbarous  plunder  bent, 

Rest,  Mother-bird  !  and  when  thy  young 
Take  fliehl,  and  thou  art  free  to  roam. 
When  withered  is  the  guardian  Flower, 
,nd  empty  thy  late  home, 

Think  how  ye  prospered,  thou  and  thine. 

Amid  the  unviolaled  grove 
Housed  near  the  growing  Primrosc-tuft 

In  foresight,  or  in  love. 
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Like  a  shipwrecked  Sailor  losl 
By  tough  waves  on  a  perilous  coast, 
Lies  Ihe  Babe,  in  helplessness 
And  in  tenderest  nakedness. 
Flung  by  laboring  nature  forth 
.    Upon  the  mercies  ol  the  earth. 
Can  its  eyes  beseech  ?  —  no  more 
Than  the  hands  are  free  lo  implore: 
Voice  but  serves,  (or  one  briel  cry; 
Plaint  was  it?  or  prophecy 
Of  sorrow  that  will  surely  come? 
Omen  of  mati's  grievous  doom! 
Bui,  O  Mother!  by  the  close 
Duly  granted  to  thy  throes; 
By  the  silent  thanks,  now  tending 
Incense-like  to  Heaven,  descending 
Now  to  mingle  and  to  move 
With  the  gush  ol  earthly  love. 
As  a  debt  lo  that  frail  Creature, 
Instrument  of  stru^ling  Nature 
For  the  blissful  calm,  the  peace 
Known  but  lo  this  bhi  release  — 
Can  the  pitying  spirit  doubt 
That  for  human-kind  springs  out 
From  the  penalty  a  sense 
Of  more  than  moral  recompense? 

As  a  floating  summer  cloud, 
Though  of  gorgeous  drapery  proud, 
To  the  sun-burnt  traveller, 
Or  Ihe  stooping  laborer. 
Oft -limes  makes  its  bounty  known 
By  its  shadow  round  him  thrown; 
So,  hy  cbeckerings  of  sad  cheer, 
Heavenly  Guardians,  brooding  near. 
Of  their  presence  tell  —too  bright 
Haply  for  corporeal  sight ! 
Ministers  of  grace  divine 
Feelingly  their  brows  incline 
O'er  this  seeming  Castaway 
Breathing,  in  the  light  of  day, 
Something  like  Ihe  faintest  breath 
That  has  power  to  baflle  death  — 
Beautiful,  while  very  weakness 


Captivates  like  passive  meekness. 

And,  sweet  Mother  !  under  warrant 
Of  the  universal  Parent, 
Who  repays  in  season  due 
Them  who  have,  like  thee,  been  tnie 
To  the  filial  chain  let  down 
From  his  everlasting  throne. 
Angels  hovering  round  thy  couch. 
With  their  softest  whispers  vouch. 
That  —  whatever  griefs  may  Iret, 
Cares  entangle,  sins  beset. 
This  thy  First-born,  and  with  tears 
Slain  her  cheek  in  future  years  — 
Heavenly  succor,  not  denied 
To  the  babe,  whate'er  betide. 
Will  lo  the  womaff-be  supplied! 

Mother  !  blest  be  thy  calm  ease ; 
Blesl  the  starry  promises, — 
And  the  firmament  benign 
Hallowed  be  it,  where  they  shine  ! 
Yes,  for  them  whose  souls  have  scope 
Ample  for  a  winged  hope. 
And  can  earthward  bend  an  ear 
For  needful  listening,  pledge  is  here, 
Thai,  if  thy  new-f»rn  Charge  shall  tread 
In  thy  footsteps,  and  be  led 
By  that  other  Guide,  whose  hghl 
Ol  manly  virtues,  mildly  bright. 
Gave  him  first  the  wished-for  part 
In  thy  gentle  virgin  heart; 
Then,  amid  the  storms  of  life 
Presignified  by  that  dread  strife 
Whence  ye  have  escaped  together. 
She  may  look  tor  serene  weather; 
In  all  trials  snre  to  find 
Comfort  for  a  faithful  mind; 
Kindlier  issues,  holier  rest. 
Than  even  now  awail  her  presl. 
Conscious  Nursling,  to  thy  breast  I 
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A   SEQUEL  TO   THE   FOREGOING. 

riieu  lines  were  composed  during  the  fEvu 
cad  through  Ihe  Nation  by  the  Retonn  Bill, 
the  inotives  which  led  lo  thii  measure,  and  the 

will  be  duly  appreciated  by  future  hisloriant. 
-re  i>  no  call  [ordwelliog  on  Ihe  subiecl  In  this 
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List,  the  winds  of  Match  are  blowing; 
Hei   ground-flowers    shrink,   afraid    of 

Their  meek  heads  to  ihe  nipping  ait. 
Which  ye  feel  not,  happy  pairl 
Sunk  into  a  kindly  sleep. 
We,  meanwhile,  out  hope  will  keep; 
And  ilTime  leagued  with  adverse  Change 
(Too  busy  fear  1)  shall  cross  its  range, 
Whatsoever  check  they  biing, 
*    IS  duty  hindering. 


Upon  the  events  of  home  as  life  proceeds 
Affections  pure  and  holy  in  theii  source 
Gain  a  fiesh  impulse,  run  a  livelier  course; 
Hopes   thai   within   the   Father's  heart 

Ate  in  the  enperienced  Giandsire's  slow 

to  fail; 
And  if  the  harp  pleased  his  gay  youth, 

it  rings 
To   his  grave   touch   with  no   unready 

While   thoughts  press  on,  and  feelings 

And   quick   words   round   him  fall  like 
flakes  of  snow. 
Thanks  to  the  Powers  that  yet  main- 
tain their  sway. 
And  have  renewed  (he  tributary  Lay. 
Truths  of  the  heart  flock  in  with  eager 

And   Fancv  greets   them  with  a   fond 

Swift  as  the  ti^ng  sun  his  heamsextends 
She  shoots  the  tidings  forth  to  distant 

Their  gilts  she  hails  (deemed  precious, 

as  they  prove 
For  the  unconscious  Babe  so  prompt  a 

But  from  this  peaceful  centre  of  delight 
Vague  sympathies  have  urged  her  to  take 

flight  1 
Rnpt  into  upper  regions,  like  the  bee 
That   sucks   from  mountain    heath   her 

honey  fee; 
Or,  like  the  warbling  lark  intent  to  shroud 
His  head  in  sunbeams  or  a  bowery  cloud, 


She  soars  —  and  here  and  there  her  pin- 
ions rest 

On  pioud  towers,  like  this  humble   cot- 
tage, blesi 

With  a  new  visitant,  an  infant  guest  — 

Towers  where    red    streamers    flout    the 
bleeiy  sky 

In  pomp  foreseen  by  her  creative  eye, 

When  feasts  shall  crowd  the  hall,  and 
eeple  bells 

Glad   proclamation   make,  and   heights 
and  dells 

Catch  the  blithe  music  as  it  sinks  and 
veils. 

And  harbored  ships,  whose  pride  is  on 
the  sea, 

Shall  hoist  their  topmost  flags  in  sign  of 
glee. 

Honoring  the  hope  of  noble  ancestry. 
"  ■   who  (thougl 
ills  assigned 

By  Nature,  nor  reviewing  in  the  mind 

The  track  that  was,  and  is,  and  must  be. 

With  weary  feel  by  all  of  woman  born)  — 
Shall   »(W  by   such  a  gift  with   joy  be 

moved. 
Nor  feel  the  fulness  of  that  joy  reproved? 
Not   He,  whose  last  faint  memory  will 

command 
The  truth  that  Britain  was  his oalive  land; 
Whose  infant  soul  was  tutored  to  confide 
In   the  cleansed    faith    for   which    her 

Whose  boyish  ear  the  voice  o(  herrenown 
With  rapture  thrilled;  whose  Youth  re- 

veted  the  ctown 
Of  Saxon  liberty  that  Alfred  wore, 
Alfred,  dear  Babe,  thy  great  Progenilot! 
—  Not    He,   who   ftom    her   mellowed 

practice  drew 
Hissocial  sense  of  just,  and  fait,  andtme; 
And  saw  thereafter,  on  the  soil  of  France 
Rash  Polity  begin  her  maniac  dance. 
Foundations  broken  up,  the  deeps  run 

wild. 
Nor  grieved  to  see  (himself  not  unbe- 

guiled)  — 
Woke  from  the  dream,  the  dreamer  to 

upbraid, 
And  learn  how  sanguine  expectations  fade 
When  novel  trusts  by  folly  ore  betrayed, — 
To  see  Presumption,  turning  pale,  refrain 
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From  furthet  havoc,  but  repenl  in  vain,  — 
Good  aims  lie  down,  and  perish  in  the 

Where    guilt    had  urged    them  on  with 

ceaseless  goad, 
Proofs   thickening    round   her   that   on 

public  ends 
Domestic  virtue  vitally  depends, 
That  civic  slnte  can  turn  the  happiest 

hearth 
Into  a  grievous  sore  of  self -tormenting 

earth. 
Can  such  a  One,  dear  Babe '.  though 

glad  and  proud 
To  welcome  thee,  repel  the   fears  that 


Too  late — or,  should  the  providence  of 

God 
Lead,   through   dark   ways   by  sin  and 

sorrow  Itod, 
Justice  and  peace  lo  a  secure  abode, 
Too  soon  — thou  com'st  into  this  breath- 
ing world;    . 
Ensigns  of  mimic  outrage  are  unfurled. 
Who  shall  preserve  or  prop  the  tottering 

Realm  ? 
What  hand  suffice  to  govern  the  slate- 

lielm? 
If,  in  the  aims  of  men,  (he  surest  test 
Of  good  or  bad  (whate'er  be  sought  for 

or  protest) 
Lie  in  the  means  required,  or  ways 

dained, 
For    compassing    the    end,    else    ne 

Yet  governors  and  gover ned  both  are  bl t nd 
To  this  plain  truth,  or  fling  it  to  the  wind; 
If  to  expedience  principle  must  bow; 
Past,   future,  shrinking  up  beneath  the 

incumbent  Now; 
If  cowardly  concession  still  must  feed 
The  thirst  for  power  in  men  who  ne'er 


Nor  ti 


ncede; 


n  aside,  unless  to  shape  a  way 
For  domination  at  some  riper  day; 
If  generous  Loyalty  must  stand  in  awe 
Of  subtle  Treason,  in  his  mask  of  law, 
Oi  with  bravado  insolent  and  hard. 
Provoking  punishment,  to  win  reward; 
If  office  help  the  factious  to  conspire. 


And  they  who  sheidd  extinguish,  fan  the 

Then,  will  the  sceptre  be  a  straw,  the 

Sit  loosely,  like  the  thistle's  cresi  of  down; 
To  be  blown  off  at  will,  by  Power  that 

In  cunning  patience,  from  the  head  that 

wears  it. 
Lost  people,  trained  to  theoretic  feud  ! 
Lost  above  all,  ye  laboring  multitude  \ 
Bewildered   whether   ye,  by  slanderous 

tongues 
Deceived,  mistake  calamities  for  wrongs; 
And  over  fancied  usurpations  brood. 
Oft  snapping  at  revenge  in  sullen  mood; 
Or,  from  long  stress  of  real  injuries,  fly 
To  desperation  for  a  remedy; 
In  bursts  of  outrage  spread  your  judg- 

And  to  your  wrath  cry  out, ' '  Be  thou  our 

guide:  " 
Or,  bound  by  oaths,  come  forth  to  tread 

earth's  floor 
In  marshalled  thousands,  darkening  street 

With  the  worst  shape  mock-patience  ever 

Or,  to  the  giddy  top  o(  self-esteem 
By  Flatterers  carried,  mount  into  a  dream 
Of  boundless  suffrage,  at  whose  sage  be- 
hest 
Justice  shall  rule,  disorder  be  supprest, 
Andeverymansitdownas  Plenty's  Guest ! 
—  Oh  for.a  bridle  bitted  with  remorse 
To  stop  your  Leaders  in  their  headstrong 

Oh  may  the  Almighty  scatter  with  his  grace 
These  mists,  and  lead  you  to  a  safer  place. 
By  paths  no  human  wisdom  can  toretrace  ! 
May  He  pour  round  you,  from  worlds  far 

Man's  feverish  passions,  his  pure  light  of 


Else  shall  your  blood-stained  hands  in 

frenzy  reap 
Fields  gayly  sown  when  promises  were 

Why  is  the  Past  belied  wUh  wicked  art. 
The  Future  made  to  play  so  false  a  pari, 
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Among  a  people  iamed  for  strength  of 

Foremost  in  freedom, noblest ol mankind? 
We  act  as  if  we  joyed  in  the  sad  tune 
Storms  make  in  rising,  valued  in  (he  moon 
Nought  but  her  changes.  Thus,  ungrate- 
ful Nation  t 
If  thou  persist,  and  scorning  moderation. 
Spread  f or  thyselfthesnaresoftribulalion, 
Whom,lhen,sha]l  meekness  guard?  What 

saving  skill 
Lie  in  forbearance,  strength  in  standing 

still } 
—  Soon  shall  the  widow  (tor  the  speed 

of  Time 
Nought  equals  when  the  hours  are  winged 

with  crime) 
Widow,  or  wife,  implore  on  tremulous 

From  him  who  judged  her  lord,  a  like 

decree; 
The  skies  will  weep  o'er  old  men  desolate : 
Ye  little-ones !  Earth  shudders  at  your  fate, 
Outcasts  and  homeless  orphans  — 

But  turn,  my  Soul,  and  from  the  sleep- 
ing pair 
Learn  thou  ihe  beauty  ot  omniscient  care  ! 
Be  strong  in  faith,  bid  anxious  thoughts 

lie  still; 
Seek  for  the  good  and  cherish  it  —  the  ill 
Oppose,  or  bear  with  a  submissive  will. 

'9j3,  18 JJ. 


If  this  great  world  of  joy  and  pain 

Revolve  in  one  sure  track; 
If  freedom,  set,  will  rise  again, 

And  virtue,  flown,  come  back; 
Woe  to  the  purblind  crew  who  fill 

The  heart  with  each  day's  care; 
Nor  gain,  from  past  or  future,  skill 

To  bear,  and  to  forbear ! 
1833.  iSjs. 

ON  A  HIGH  PART  OF  THE  COAST 
OF  CUMBERLAND. 

Euter  SuDday,  April  7. 


Kawaby  and  Wlutchavii 


earliest  childhood,  and  rememlwr  tKin;  &tn 
the  first  time  by  the  town  and  port  of  White 

and  piers,  as  Ihe  whole  came  ioto  view  fn 
lop  ot  the  high  groand  down  which  Ihe  i 
hat  eince  been  altered)  ihen  deicended  abi 
My  liner,  when  she  first  heard  Ihe  mice 


The  Sun,  that  seemed  so  mildly  lo  retire. 
Flung  back  from  distant  climes  a  stream- 

Whose  blaze  is  now  subdued  lo  tender 
gleams. 

Prelude  of  night's  approach  with  sooth- 
ing dreams. 

Look  round;  —  of  all  the  clouds  not  one 

'T  is  the  gtill  hour  of  thinking,  feeling, 

loving. 
Silent,  and  steadfast  as  the  vaulted  sky. 
The  boundless  plain  of  waters  seems  to 

Comes  that  low  sound  from  breezes  rust- 

The  grass-crowned  headland  that  conceals 

the  shore? 
No;  'tistheearlh-voice  of  the  mighty  sea. 
Whispering  how  meek  and  gentle  he  tan 

bel 
Thou  Power  supreme!  who, arming  to 

Offenders,  dost  put  off  the  gracious  look, 
And  clothe  thyself  with  terrors  like  Ihe 

flood 
Of  ocean  roused  into  its  fiercest  mood. 
Whatever  discipline  thy  Will  ordain 
For  Ihe-brief  course  that  must  for  me 

Teach  me  with  quick-eared  spirit  to  rejoice 
In  admonitions  of  thy  softest  voice  '. 
Whate'er  the  path  these  mortal  feet  may 

Breathe  through  my  soul  the  bles^ng  of 

thy  grace, 
Gladithrough  a  perfect  love,  a  f  aitb  siiicete 
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n  the  wisdom  ihal  begin: 


iBjj. 
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(BV  THE   SEASIDE.) 

The  sun  is  couched,  tbe  sea-fowl  gone  to 

And  the  wild  storm  hsth  somewhere  found 

Air  slumbers  —  wave  with  wave  no  longer 

Only  a  heaving  of  tbe  deep  survives, 
A  (ell-tale  motion  1  soon  will  it  be  laid, 
And  by  the  tide  alone  the  water  swayed. 
Stealthy  w  it  hdraw  [ngs.inte  tminglii^smild 
Of  light  with  shade  in  beauty  reconciled — 
Such  is  the  prospect  far  as  sight  can  range, 
The  soothing  recompense,  the  welcome 

Where,  now,  the  ships  that  drove  before 

the  blast. 
Threatened   by  angry  breakers  as  they 

And  by  a  train  of  flying  clouds  beroocked; 
Or,  iti  the  hollow  surge,  at  anchor  rocked 
As  on  a  bed  of  death?     Some  lodge  in 

Saved  by  His  care  who  bade  the  tempest 

And  some,  100  heedless  of  past  danger. 

Fresh  gales  towaft  ihem  to  the  tar -off  port 
Bui  near,  or  hanging  sea  and  sky  between. 
Not  one  of  all  those  winged  powers  is  seen, 
,Seen  in  her  course,  nor  'mid  this  quiet 

Vet  oh  1  howgladlywould  the  ail  be  stirred 
By  some  acknowledgment  of  thanks  and 

Soft  in  its  temper  as  those  vesper  lays 
Sung  to  the  Virgin  while  accordant  oars 
Ut^elheslow  bark  alongCalabrian  shores; 
A  sea-born  service  through  the  mountains 

felt 
Till  into  one  loved  vision  all  things  melt : 
Or   like  those  hymns  that  soothe  with 

graver  sound 
The  gully  coflsl  of  Norway  iron-bound: 
And,  from  the  wide  and  open  Baltic,  rise 


With  punctual  care,  Lutherian  harmonies. 
Hush,  not  a  voice  is  here  !  but  why  repine, 
Now  when  the  star  of  eve  comes  forth  to 

On  British  waters  with  thai  look  berijgn? 
Ye  mariners,  that  plough  your  onward 

way. 
Or  in  the  haven  rest,  or  sheltering  bay. 
May  silent  thanks  at  least  to  God  be  given 
With  a   full   heart;  "our   thoughts  are 

1833-  'iiS- 
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Adiblt,    Rydalian    Laurels!    that    have 

grown 
And  spread  as  if  ye  knew  that  days  might 

When  ye  would  shelter  in  a  happy  home, 
On  this  fair  Mount,  a  Poet  of  your  own. 
One  who  ne'er  ventured  lor  a  Delphic 

To  sue  the  God;  but,  haunting  your  green 

All  seasons  through,  is  humbly  pleased 
to  braid 

Ground -flowers,  beneath  your  guardian- 
ship, self-sown. 

Farewell!  no  Minstrels  now  with  harp 

For  summer  wandering  quit  their  house- 
hold bowers; 
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Vet  not  (or  this  wants  [Poesy  a  tongue 
To  cheer  ihe  Itinerant  on  whom  she  pours 
Her  spiril,  while  he  ciosses  lonely  moors, 
Oi  musing  sits  iorsalien  halls  among. 


Whv  should  The  Enihusiisl,  journeying 

through  this  Isle 
Repine  as  il  bis  hour  were  come  too  late? 
Not  unprotected  in  her  mouldering  slate, 
Antiquity  salutes  him  with  a  smile, 
'Mid  fruitfnl  fields  that  ring  with  jocund 

toil. 
And  pleasure  grounds  where  Taste,   re- 
fined Co-male 
Of  Truth  and  Beauty,  strives  to  imitate, 
Far  as  she  may,  primeval  Nature's  style. 
Fair  land  !  by  Time's  parental  love  made 

free. 
By   Social   Order's  watchful  arms   em- 
braced ; 
With  unexampled  union  meet  in  ihe'e. 
For  eye  and  mind,  Ihe  present  and  the 


Thev  called  Thee  Mrrrv  England,  in 

old  time; 
A  happy  people  won  for  thee  that  name 
With  envy  heard  in  many  a  distant  clime; 
And,  spite  of  change,  for  me  thou  keep'st 

the  same 
Endearing  title,  a  responsive  chime 
To  the  heart's  fond  belief;  though  some 

there  are 
Whose  sterner  judgments  deem  that  word 


e  Fancy,  like  the  lime 
Which   foolish   birds   are   oit^gbt   with, 

This  face  of  rural  beauty  he  a  mask 
For  discontent,  and  poverty,  and  crime; 
These  spreading  towns  a  cloak  for 


will? 
Forbid  it,  Heaven 


less 

■and  Mbrrv  ENfi- 
lame,  in  prose  and 


Grbta,   what   fearful    listening  1   when 

Rumble  along  thy  bed,  block  after  block: 
Or,  whirling  with  reiterated  shock. 
Combat,  while  darkness  aggravates  the 

groans: 
But  if  thou  (like  Cocytus  from  the  moans 
Heard  on  his  rueful  margin)  thence  wert 

The  Mourner,  thy  true  nature  was  de- 

And  the  habitual  murmur  that  atones 
For  thy  worst  rage,  forgotten."     Oft  as 

Spring 
Decks,'  on  thy  sinuous  banks,  her  thou- 

Seatsof  glad  instinct  and  love'scarolling. 
The  concert,  for  the  happy,  then  may  vie 
With  liveliest  peals  of  birthday  harmony: 
To  a  grieved  heart,  the  notes  are  benisons. 


Among  the  n 

loved  Stream. 
Thou  near  the  eagle's  nest  —  within  brief 

I,  of  his  bold  wing  floating  on  the  gale. 
Where  thy  deep  voice  could   lull   me ! 

Fain  I  the  beam 
Of  human  life  when  first  allowed  to  gleam 
On  mortal  notice.  —  Glory  of  the  vale. 
Such   thy  meek   outset,  with  a  crown, 

though  frail, 
Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 
Of  thy  soft  breath  !  — Less  vivid 


th 


■'s  brow;  less  bright  was 
Meed  of  some  Roman  chief  —  in  triumph 
With  captives  chained;  and  shedding  from 
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Where  Ibe  Author  wu  bora,  ind  hia  Father's 

A  poiNTof  lite  between  my  Pareni's  dust, 
And  yours,  my  buried  Litlle-onesi  ami; 
And  to  those  graves  looking  habitually 
In  kindred  quiet  I  repose  my  trust. 
Death  to  the  itinocent  is  more  than  just, 
And,  to  the  sinner,  mercifully  bent; 
So  may  I  hope,  it  truly  I  repent 
And  meekly  bear  the  ills  which  bear  I 

And  Vou,  my  Offspring  I   that  do   still 


We  breathed   together  for  a  moment 

space, 
The  wrong,  by  love  provoked,   let  lo' 

And  only  love  keep  inyourhearlsaplac 


■ROM  THE  SPIRIT  OF  COCKER- 
MOUTH  CASTLE. 

"THOUlook'st  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly 

Poet '.  that,  stricken  as  both  are  byyeais. 
We,  differing  once  so  much,  are   now 

Prepared,  when  each  has  stood  his  time. 

Into  the  dust.     Erewhile  a  sterner  link 
United  us;  when  thou,  in  boyish  play. 
Entering  my  dungeon,  didstbecome  a  prey 
To  soul -appalling  darkness.     Not  a  blink 
01  light  was  there;  ~  and  ihus  did  I,  thy 

Tutor, 
Make  thy  young  thoughts  acquainted  with 

the  grave; 
While   thou   wert  chasing    the   winged 

butterfly 
Through  my  gieen  courts;  or  climbing,  a 

bold  suitor, 
Up  to  the  flowers  whose  golden  progeny 
S^ill  round  my  shattered  biow  in  lieauty 


.Sjj. 
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n  of  people  the  nuoi 

yman    who   was   Blandiiig  by, 

were  good  people 

they  a 

won  have  IhembKk  again 

'■    The  Reform  mania 

waejia.  then  at  iu  height. 

The  caiile  crowding  round  this  beverage 

To  slake  their  thirst,  with  reckless  hoofs 
have  trod 

The  encircling  turf  into  a  barren  clod; 

Through  which  the  waters  creep,  then  dis- 
appear. 

Born  to  be  lost  in  Derwent  flowing  near; 

Vet,  o'er  the  brink,  and  round  the  lime- 
stone cell 

Of  the  pure  spring  (they  call  it  the  "Nan's 
well," 

Name  that  first  struck  by  chance  my 
startled  ear) 

A  lender  Spirit  broods  —  the  pensive 
Shade 

Of  ritual  honors  to  this  Fountain  paid 

By  hooded  Votaresses  with  saintly  cheer; 

Albeit  oft  the  Virgin -mother  mild 

Looked  down  with  pity  upon  eyes  b^uiled 

■    to  the  shedding  of  " 


iSjj, 


age  on  hit  imall  living  al 
Pastor  and  Patriot  I  - 


These  modest  walls,  amid 
<  See  Note. 


»83(. 


whose  bidding 
flock  that 
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For  one  wbo  coma  to  watch  tbcm  utdto  Sigbed  oo  tbe  wii^  as  ber  fool  prest  the 

Iced,  stiand, 

A  filed  Abode  —  keep  down  presagefnl  Willi  step  pceliHTe  to  a  loag  airay 

s^hs.  Of  woes  and  degradalioas  hand  in  hand  — 

Tbieau,  which  ihc  nniMnbimg  onlj  can  Weepii^  capiintj,  and  shuddering  fear 

despise,  Stilled   by  the    ensangnlDed    block    ot 

Pcrplea  llie  Chnrch;   bnlbetbonfinn, —  Fotbeiii^af!' 

be  true  ■■jj-                                                        iSj;. 

To  iby  first  Iiope,  aod  tliis  good  wotk  par-  [ 

Por>r  as  tlioa  ait-     A  welcome  sacrifice 

DoMThonprepare.whosesignwillbethe  STANZAS  SOGGESTBD    IN    A   STEAMBOAT 

smoke  '^^^   saint   bbbs'    rkai>s,   on  the 

Of  thy  new  hearth;  and  sooner  shall  its  '■         COAST  OF  CUMBERLAND. 

wreaths,  I 

Monnlingwhileearthhei morningincense  I'  Li'e  were  slumber  on  a  bed  of  down, 

biEathes  '^'"^  unimposed,  vicissitude  unknown. 

From  wanderiii  fiends  of  air  receive  a  Sad  "ere  oni  lol :   no  hunter  of  the  hare 

yolte^  ,  E»ult5  likehimwhosejavelinfromthe  lair 

And  sUaightway  cease  to  aspire,  than  God  :  Has  roused  the  lion;    no  one  plucks   the 

disdain  i              rose. 

This  bumble  tribute  as  ill-tiined  ot  vain.  ■  Whose  proffered  beauly  in  sale   shelter 


■8w- 


MABV  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 


■I  I  hi 


sight  of  this  imagE.     Long 

IhcLr  brethren  having  already  disappeared- 

Dbar  to  the  Loves,  and  to  ihe  Graces 

vowed, 
Tbe  Queen  drew  buck  the  wimple  that  site 

And  lo  the  throng,  that  on  the  Cumbrian 

Her  landing  hailed,  how  touchingly  she 

And  like  a  Star  (that,  from  a  heavy  cloud 
01  pine-tree  foliage  poised  in  air,  forth 

When  a  softsummergaleal  evening  parts 
The  gloom  thai  did  its  lovelinessenshroud  ) 
She  smiled;   but  Time,  the  oldSatumian 


'Mid  a  trim  garden's  sumroei  luxuries. 
With  joy  like  his  who  climbs,  on  hands 

For  some  rare  plant,  yon  Headland  of  St. 


This  independence  upon  oar  and  sail. 
This  new  indifference  to  breeie  or  ^le, 
Thbslraigbt-lined  progress,  furrowing  : 


ipres: 


That  Courage  may  find  something  to  per- 
form; 
That  Fortitude,  whose  blood  disdains  to 

At  Danger's  bidding,  may  confront  the 

Firm  as  the  towering  Headlands  of  Si. 
Bees, 

Dread  cliff  olBaruth'.  ilAo^wild  wish  may 
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Haal  thou  looked  down  upon,  that  such  a 

thought 
Should  heie  lie  welcome,  and  in  verse  en- 


Vet,  while  each  useful  Art  augments  her 

What  boots  the  gain  if  Nature  should  lose 

And  Wisdom,  as  she  holds  a  Christian 

In  man's  Intelligence  sublimed  by  grace i* 
When  Bega  sought  o(  yore  the  Cumbrian 

Tempestuous    winds    her    holy    errand 

She  knelt  in  prayer  —  ihe  waves  their 

wrath  appease; 
And,   Irom   her   vow   well   weighed   in 

Heaven's  decrees. 


"Cruel   of  heart  were   they,  bloody  of 

Who  in  these  Wilds  then  struggled  lor 
command; 

The  strong  were  merciless,  without  hope 
the  weak; 

Till  this  bright  Stranger  came,  fair  as  day- 
break, 

And  as  a  cresset  true  (hat  darts  its  length 

Of  beamy  lustre  from  a  tower  of  strength; 

Guiding  the    mariner    through    troubled 

And  cheering  oft  his  peaceful  reveries, 
Like   the  fixed  Ught   that  crowns  yon 
Headland  of  St.  Bees. 

|To  aid  the  Votaress,  miracles  believed 
IWrought  in  men's  minds,  like  miracles 
I  achieved ; 

So  piety  took  root;   and  Song  might  tell 
What  human  ill  ng  virtues  near  her  cell 
Sprang  up.  and  spread  their  fragrance  wide 

around ; 
How  savage  bosoms  melted  at  the  sound 
Of  gospel-liulb  enchained  in  barmonies 


Wafted  o'er  waves,  or  creeping  through 
From  her  religious  Mansion  of  St.  Bees. 


When  her  sweet  Voice,  that  11 

of  love, 
Was  glorified,  and  took  its  place,  above 
The  silent  stats,  among  the  angelic  quire, 
Her  chantry  blazed  with  sacrilegious  fiie. 
And  perished  utterly ;  bnt  her  good  deeds 
Had  sown  the  spot,  thai  witnessed  them, 

with  seeds 
Which  lay  in  earth  expectant,  till  abreeie 
With  quickening  impulse  answered  their 

And  lo  1  a  statelier  pile,  the  Abbey  of  St. 
Bees. 

There  are  the  naked  clothed,  the  hungry 

fed; 
And  Charity  extendeth  to  the  dead 
Her  intercessions  made  for  the  soul's  rest 
Of  tardy  penitents;   or  for  the  best 
Among  the  good  (when  love  might  else 

have  slept. 
Sickened,  or  died)  in  pious  memory  kept. 
Thanks  tolheaustere  and  simpleDevotees, 
Who,  to  that  service  bound  by  venial  fees. 
Keep  watch  before  the  altars  of  St.  Bees. 

Are  not,  in  sooth,  (heir  Requiem's  sacred 


Says  to  the  Living,  profit  while  ye  may  1 
A  little  part,  and  that  the  worst,  he  sees 
Who  thinks  that  priestly  cunning  holds 

the  keys 
That  best  unlock  the  secrets  of  St.  Bees. 

Conscience,  the  timid  being's  inmost  light, 
Hope  ol  the  dawn  and  solace  of  the  night. 
Cheers  these  Recluses  with  a  steady  ray 
In  many  an  hour  when  judgment  goes 

Ah  1  scorn  not  hastily  their  rule  who  try 

Earth  to  despise,  and  flesh  to  mortify; 

Consume  with  zeal,  in  wingid  ecstasiea 

>  SoeMow. 
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With  love  oi  God,  throughoul  the  Land 


Yet  none  so  prompt  to  succor  and  protect 
The  forlorn  traveller,  01  sailor  wrecked 
On  thebarecoasi;  nor  dotheygrudgethe 

Whicb  staff  and  cockle  bat  and  sandal 

Claim  loi  Ihe  pilgrim;  and,  though  chid- 
ing; sharp 

May  sometimes  greet  the  strolling  min- 
strel's harp, 

It  is  not  then  when,  swept  with  sportive 

It  charms  a  feast-day  throng  of  all  degrees, 
Brightening  the  archway  of  revered  St. 
Bees. 

How  did  the  cliffs  and  echoing  hills  re- 

^  the   Benedictine   Brethren's 


What 

Implorii^,   or    commanding   with   meet 

Sammoned  the  Chiefs  to  lay  their  teuds 

aside. 
And  under  one  blest  ensign  serve  the  Lord 
In  Palestine.     Advance,  indignant  Swoid  I 
Flaming  till  thou  from  Panym  hands  re- 

That  Tomb,  dread  centre  of  all  sanctities 
Nursed  in  the  quiet  Abbey  of  St.  Bees. 

But  look  we  now  to  them  whose  minds 

from  fa. 
Follow  the  fortunes  which  they  may  not 

While  in  Judea  Fancy  ioves  to  roam, 
She  helps  to  make  a  Holy-land  at  home : 
The  Slat  of  Bethlehem  from  its  sphere 

To  sound  Ihe  crystal  depth  of  maiden 

rights; 
And  wedded  Life,  through  scriptural  mys- 

Heavenward  ascends  with  all  her  chari- 


As  at  this  day  men  seeing  what  they  saw. 
Or  the  bare  wreck  ot  faith's  solemnities, 
Aspire  to  more  than  earthly  destinies; 
Witness  yon  Hie  that  greets  us  floiti  St. 


Vet  more;  around  those  Churches,  gath- 
ered Towns 
Safe  from  the  feudal  Castle's  haughty 

Peaceful  abodes,  where  Justice  m^hl  up- 
bold 

Her  scales  with  even  hand,  and  culture 
mould 

The  heart  to  pity,  train  the  mind  in  care 

For  rules  of  life,  sound  as  the  Time  could 

Nor  dost  thou  fail,  thro'  abject  love  of  ease. 
Or  hindrance  raised  by  sordid  purposes. 
To  bear  thy  part  in  this  good  work,  St. 
Bees. 

Who   with   the   ploughshare   clove    the 

to  green  meadows  chained  the 
swampy  shores? 

Thinned  the  rank  woods;  and  for  the 
cheerful  grange 

Made  room,  where  wolf  and  boar  were 
used  to  range? 

Who  taught,  and  showed  by  deeds,  that 
gentler  chains 

Should  bind  the  vassal  to  his  lord's  do- 
mains?— 

The  thoughtful  Monks,  intent  their  God 
to  please. 

For  Christ's  dear  sake,  by  human  sym- 

Poured  from  the  bosom  ot  thy  Church,  St. 
Bees! 


But  all  availed  not;  by  a 


Forth   from    their  cells;    theii  anden 

House  laid  low 
In  Reformation's  sweeping  overthrow. 
But  now  once  more  the  local  Heart  revives 
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The  inextinguishable  Spirit  strives. 

Oh   may   thai   Power   who    iiushed  the 

stormy  seas, 
And  cleared  a  way  lor  the  first  Votaries, 
Prosperthe  new-born  College  ot  St.  Bees  I 


Alas!  iheOeniusolout  age,  from  Schools 
Less  humble,  draws  her  lessons,  aims, 

and  rules. 
To  Prowess  guided  by  her  insight  keen 
Matter  and  Spirit  are  as  one  Machine; 
Boasltul  Idolatress  of  formal  skill 
She  in  ier  own  would  merge  the  eternal 

will: 
Better,  It  Reason's  triumphs  match  with 

these. 
Her  flight  belore  the  bold  credulities 
That  furthered  the  first  leaching  ol  St. 

Bees.> 


Ranoing  the  heights  of  Scawf  ell  or  Black - 

In  his  lone  coarse  the  Shepherd  oft  will 

And  strive  to  fathom  the  mysterious  laws 
By  which  the  clouds,  arrayed  in  light  or 

gloom, 
On  Mona  settle,  and  the  shapes  assume 
01  all  her  peaks  and  ridges.     What  he 


faith,  r. 


ison,  fancy,  of  the 


He  will  take  with  him  to  the  silent  tomb. 
Or,  by  his  fire,  a  child  upon  his  knee, 
Haply    the    untaught    Philosopher    may 

01  the  strange  sight,  nor  hide  his  theory 
That  satisfies  the  simple  and  the  meek, 
Blest  in  iheii  [nous  ignorance,   thoi^h 

To  cope  with  Sages  undevoutly  free. 


.833. 


■SJ5- 


Bold  words  affirmed,  in  days  when  laith 

And  doubts  and  scruples  seldom  teased 
the  brain, 

That  no  adventurer's  bark  had  power  to 
gain 

These  snores  if  he  approached  them  bent 
on  wrong; 

For,  suddenly  up-conjured  from  the  Main, 

Mists  rose  to  hide  the  Land  —  that  search, 
though  long 

And  eager,  might  be  still  pursued  in  vain. 

O  Fancy,  what  an  age  was  lial  for  song ! 

That  age,  when  not  by  laws  inanimate. 

As  men  believed,  the  waters  were  im- 
pelled. 

The  air  controlled,  the  stars  their  courses 
held; 


Dbsirb  we  past  illusions  to  recall  P 

To  reinstate  wild  Fancy,  would  we  hide 

Truths  whose  thick  veil  Science  has  drawn 

No,  —  let  this  Age,  high  as  she  may.  instal 
In   her  esteem  the  thirst  that  wrought 

man's  fall. 
The  universe  is  infinitely  wide; 
And  conquering  Reason,  if  self-glwilied. 
Can  nowhere  move  uncrossed  by  some 

new  wall 
Or  gulf  of  mystery,  which  thou  alone. 
Imaginative  Faith  !  canst  overleap. 
In  prc^ess  toward  the  fount  of  Love,  — 

the  throne 
Of  Power  whose  ministers  the  records 

Of  periods  fixed,  and  laws  established. 

Flesh  to  exalt  than  prove  its  nothingness. 
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The  feudal  Keep,  the  bastions  of  Cohorn, 
Even  when  they  rose  to  check  or  to  repel 
Tidesof  aggressivewar, 0(1  served  as  well 
Greedy  ambition,  armed  10  lre«  with  scorn 
J  ust  limits ;  bot  yon  Tower,  whose  smiles 

This  perilous  bay,  stands  clear  of  all  of- 

Bleat  work  it  is  of  love  and  innocence, 
A  Tower  of  refuge  builtfortheelse  forlorn. 
Spare  it,  ye  waves,  and  lift  the  mariner, 
Struggling  for  life,  into  ils  saving  arms! 
Spare,  too,  the  human  helpers!    Do  they 


e  shock  like  n 


No;  tbeit  dread  service  nerves  the  hei 
And  they  are  led  by  noble  Hillary.' 


BY   THB  SEASHORE,  ISLE   OF   MAN. 

Why  stand  we  gazing  on  the  sparkling 

With  wonder  smit  by  its  transparency. 
And  all-enraptured  with  its  purity?  — 
Because  the   anstaincd,  the   clear,   the 

crystalline. 
Have  ever  in  them  something  of  benign; 
Whether  in  gem,  in  water,  or  in  sky, 
A  sleeping  infant'^  brow,  or  wakeful  eye 
Of  a  young  maiden,  only  not  divine. 
Scarcely  the  hand  forbears  to  dip  its  palm 
For  beverage  drawn  as  from  a  mountain- 
well; 
Temptation  centres  in  the  liquid  Calm; 
Our  daily  raiment  seems  no  obstacle 
To  instantaneous  plunging  in,  deep  Sea ! 
And  revelling  in  long  emlHace  with  Ihee.^ 


To  sight  so  shallow,  with  a  bather's  glee 
Leapt  from  ibis  rock,  and  but  for  timely  aid 
He,  by  the  alluring  element  betrayed. 
Had  perished.     Then  might  Sea-nympbs 

(and  with  sighs 
Of  self-reproach)  have  chanted  elegies 
Bewailing  tiis  sad  fate,  when  he  was  laid 
In  peaceful  earth :  for,  doubtless,  he  was 

frank. 
Utterly  in  himself  devoid  of  guile; 
Knew  not  the  double-dealing  of  a  smile; 
Nor  aught  that  makes  men's  promises  a 

blank. 
Or  deadlysnare:  and  He  survives  to  bless 
The  Power  thai  saved  him  in  his  strange 


■8h 


.835. 


ISLE  OF   MAN. 

D[D  pangs  of  grief  for  lenient  time  too 
Grief  that  devouring  waves  had  caused, 

Which  ihey  had  witnessed — sway  the  man 
who  built 

This  Homestead,  placed  where  nothing 
could  be  seen, 

Nought  beard,  of  oceantroubledor  serene? 

A  tired  Ship-soldier  on  paternal  land. 

That  o'er  the  channel  holds  august  com- 
mand. 

The  dwelling  raised,  — aveteran  Marine. 

He,  in  di^ust,  turned  from  the  neighbor- 
ing sea 

To  shun  the  memory  of  a  listless  life 

That  hung  between  two  callings.  May 
no  strife 

More  hurtful  here  beset  bim,  doomed 
though  f|ee, 
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BY  A  KBTIKBD 

Hn.  Wotdiwgrth's  Brolher  Hemy- 

FhOm  early  youth  I  ploughed  the  restless 

Main, 
My  mind  as  restless  and  as  apt  toehange; 
Through   every  clime  and   ocean   did  I 

In  hope  at  length  a  compeleDce  to  gain; 
For  poor  to  Sea  I  went,  and  poor  I  still 

Year  after  year  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vain. 
And  hardships  maniiold  did  I  endure. 
For  Fortune  on  me  never  deigned  to  smile ; 
Vet  I  at  last  a  resting-place  have  found, 
With  just  enough  life's  comforts  to  pro- 

In  a  snug  Cave  on  this  our  favored  Isle, 
A  peaceful  spot  where   Nalurt's    gifts 

abound; 
Then  sure  I  have  no  reason  lo  complain. 
Though  poor  to  sea  I  went,  and  poor  I 


i8l3- 


still  rt 


■S35- 


Broken  in  fortune,  but  in  mind  entire 
And  sound  in  principle,  I  seek  repose 
Where  andenl  trees  thisconvent-pile  en- 

In  ruin  beautiful.     When  vain  desire 
Intrudes  on  peace,  I  pray  the  eternal  Sire 
To  cast  a  soul-subduing  shade  on  me, 
Agray-haired,  pensive,  thankful  Refugee; 
A    shade  —  but    with    some    sparks  of 

■  See  Mole.         ■  Ruchen  Abbey. 


Once  to  these  cells  vouchsafed.     And 

The  old  Tower's  btow  yellowed  as  with 

the  beams 
Of  sunset  ever  there,  albeit  streams 
Of  stormy  weather -stains  that  semblance 

wrought, 
I  thank  the  silent  Monitor,  and  say 
* '  Shine  so,  my  aged  brow,  at  all  hours  of 


.8}j. 


iSjS- 


TVNWALD   HILL. 

Mr.  RdUnsoD  aod  1  walked  the  greater  pan  oi 
tbe  way  Irom  Castle-Icnvn  id  Piel,  aod  stopped 
some  time  at  Tyonald  Hill.  One  of  my  coid- 
panioni  was  an  elderly  nun,  who  in  a  muddy  way 
<[«  he  wu  lipiy)  eipl^ned  and  answered,  as  far 
ai  he  could,  my  eoquiiies  about  Ihii  place  and  che 


whom, 


e  Lord's   Praj 


Once  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  formal 

(Still  marked  with  green  turf  circles  nar- 
rowing 

Stage  above  stage)  would  sit  this  Island's 
King, 

The  laws  to  promulgate,  enrobed  and 
crowned : 

While,  compassing  the  little  mount 
around. 

Degrees  and  Orders   stood,  each  under 

Now,  like  to  things  within  fate's  easiest 

The  power  is  merged,  the  pomp  a  grave 

has  found. 
Ofi  with  yon  clood,  old  Snafelll>  that 

thine  eye 
Over  three  Realms  may  take  its  widest 

■  See  Note. 
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And   lei,  (or  them,  tby   fountains  utter 

strange 
Voices,  thy  winds  break  torlh  inpcupheoy, 
If  (he  whole  Slate  must   suffer   mortal 

change 
Like  Mona's  miniature  oi  soveieignty. 


.Sjj, 


■83s. 


Despond  who  will  —  /  heard  a  voice  ex- 

"  Though  tierce  Ihe  assault,  and  shattered 

Ihe  defence. 
It  cannot  be  that  Britain's  social  fram 
Theglorious work  ottime  and  provid  n 
Before  a  flying  season's  rash  preten 
Should  fall;  that  She,  whose  virtu     pu 

to  shame, 
When   Europe  prostrate  lay,  the   Con 

Should  perish  self -subverted.    Black  and 

The  cloud  is;  but  brings  t&al  a  day  of 

To  Liberty?     Her  sun  is  up  the  while. 
That  orb  whose  beams  round  Saxon  Alfred 

Then    laugh,    ye    innocent    Vales!    ye 

Streams,  sweep  on, 
NoF  let  one  billow  of  our  heaven-bleal  Isle 
Toss   in   the    tanning   wind   a   humbler 


1833. 


plum. 


■ass. 


il  nlk  vilih  sich  Dihec, 


■uch  Eau  ud  insure  will  Qot  l»  fouDd  ID  CD  viatile 
2  privi%e  as  it  ma;  at  first  appear.  Naluial 
Philosophy,  Painting,  and  Poeliy,  and  refined 
ta4le,  are  na  doubl  ^teat  acquiblions  to  society  ; 


in  the  higher  eUsies  of 


Appea  ed  be  crag  of  Ailsa,  ne'erdidmorn 
W  h   g  earning   lights   more   gracefully 

His  sides,  or  wreathe  with  mist  his  fore- 
head high : 
Now,  faintly  darkening  with  the  sun's 

Still  is  he  seen,  in  lone  sublimity. 
Towering  above  (he  sea  and  little  ships; 
Fordwarfslhetallestseeinwhilesailingby, 
Each  tor  her  haven;   with  her  freight  of 

Care, 
Pleasure,  or  Griet,  and  Toil  that  seldom 

Into  the  secret  of  to-morrow's  tare; 
Though  poor,  yet  rich,  without  the  wealth 

of  books. 
Or  aught  (hat  watchful  Love  to  Nature 

For  her  mute  Powers,  fixed  Forms,  or 


The  mountain  outline  on  tbe  north  oI  this 
aland,  as  seen  fiom  the  Fiilh  oi  Clyde,  is  much 
he  finest  I  have  ever  noticed  la  Scotland  or 
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Varying  hei  crowded   peaks  and  ridges 

blue; 
Who  but  must  covet  a  cloud-seat,  or  skiff 
Built  for  (he  air,  or  winged  Hippogriff? 
That  he  might  fly,  where  no  one  could 

Fromlhis  dull  Monster  and  hel  sooty  crew; 
And,  as  a  Gad,  light  on  thy  topmast  cliff. 
Impotent  wish  !  which  reason  would  de- 

spise 
If  the  mmd  knew  no  union  of  extremes, 
No  natural  bond  between   the  Ixildest 

schemes, 
Ambilion  frames,  and  heart-humilities. 
Beneath  stern  mountains  many  a  soft  vale 

Ues, 
And  lofty   springs  give  birth  to  lowly 


Yarrow  Re 

p.  7«1. 

The  captive  Bird 

was  gone;- 

Perchance  had  flown,  delivered  by  the 

Or  he  had  pined,  and  sunk  to  feed  the 

Him  found  we  not:  but,  climbing,  a  tall 

There  saw,  impaved  with  rude  fidelity 

Of  art  mosaic,  in  a  roofless  floor. 

An  Eagle  with  stretched  wings,  but  beam- 

An  Eagle  thai  could  neither  wail  nor  soar. 
Effigy  of  the  Vanished  —  (shall  I  dare 
To  call  thee  so?)  or  symbol  of  fierce  deeds 
And  oi  the  lowering  courage  which  past 

Rejoiced  in  —  take,  whale'er  Ihou  be,  a 


Not  to  the  clouds,  not  to  the  cliff,  he  flew ; 
But  when  a  storm,onsea  or  mountain  bred, 

>  SHHotS. 


Came  and  delivered  him,  alone  he  sped 
Into  the  castle-dungeon's  darkest  mew. 
Now,  near  his  master's  house  in  open  view 
He  dwells,  and  bears  indignant  tempests 

Kennelled  and  chained.    Ve  tame  domeS' 


t  wind,  is  loi  kirn  n 


^milar  feelloga- 

Oft  have  I  caught,  upon  a  fitful  breeie. 
Fragments  of  far-off  melodies. 
With  ear  not  coveting  the  whole, 
A  part  so  charmed  the  pensive  soul. 
While  a  dark  storm  tiefore  my  sight 
Was  yielding,  on  a  mountain  height 
Loose  vapors  have  I  watched,  that  won 


Prisi 


s  froi 


the  St 


Nor  felt  a  wish  that  heaven  would  show 

The  image  of  its  perfect  bow. 

What  need,  ihen.of  these  finished  Strains? 

Away  with  counterfeit  Remains  1 

An  abbey  in  its  lone  recess, 

A  temple  of  the  wilderness. 

Wrecks  though  they  be,  announce  with 

feeling 
The  majesty  of  honest  dealing. 
Spirit  of  Ossian  I  if  imbound 
In  language  thou  may'sl  yet  be  found, 
II  aught  (intrusted  to  the  pen 
Or  floating  on  the  tongues  of  men, 
Albeit  shattered  and  impaited) 
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Subsist  thy  dignity  to  guard, 
In  concert  with  memorial  claim 
Ot  old  gray  stone,  and  high-boin  name 
That  cleaves  to  rock  or  pillared  cave 
Where  moans  the  blast,  or  beats  the  wave. 
Let  Truth,  stern  arbilress  ol  all. 
Interpret  that  Original, 
And  for  presumptuous  wrongs  atone;  — 
Authentic  words  be  given,  or  none ! 
Time  is  not  blind;  —  yet  He,  who  spates 
Pyramid  pointing  to  the  stars, 
Hath  preyed  with  ruthless  appetite 
On  all  that  marked  the  primal  flight 
Of  the  poetic  ecstasy 
Into  the  land  ot  mystery. 
No  tongue  is  able  to  rehearse 
One  measure,  Orpheus  1  of  thy  verse; 
Mus3:us,  stationed  with  his  lyre 
Supreme  among  the  Elysian  quire. 
Is,  for  the  dwellers  upon  earth, 
Mute  as  a  lark  ere  morning's  birth. 
Why  grieve  for  these,  though  past  away 
The  music,  and  extinct  the  lay? 
When  thousands,  by  severer  doom. 
Full  early  to  the  silent  tomb 
Have  sunk,  at  Nature's  call;   or  strayed 
From  hope  and  promise,  self -betrayed ; 
The  garland  withering  on  theii  brows; 
Slung  with  remorse  for  broken  vows; 
Frantic  —  else  how  might  they  rejoice  ? 
And  friendless,  by  their  own  sad  choice  1 
Hail,  Baids  of  mightier  grasp  1  on  you 
I  chiefly  call,  the  chosen  Few, 
Who  cast  not  off  the  acknowledged  guide, 
Who  faltered  not,  nor  turned  aside; 
Whose  lofty  genius  could  survive 
Privation,  under  sorrow  thrive; 
In  whom  the  fiery  Muse  revered 
The  symbol  of  a  snow-white  beard. 
Bedewed  with  meditative  teats 
Dropped  from  the  lenient  cloud  of  years. 
Brothers  in  soul !  though  distant  times 
Produced  you  nursed  in  various  climes, 
Ye,  when  ihe  orb  of  life  had  waned, 
A  plentitude  of  love  retained: 
Hence,  while  in  you  each  sad  regret 
By  corresponding  hope  was  met, 
Ve  lingered  among  human  kind. 
Sweet  voices  for  the  passing  wind. 
Departing  sunbeams,  loth  to  stop. 
Though  smiling  on  the  last  hill  top  I 
Such  (0  the  tender-hearted  maid 
Even  ere  her  joys  begin  10  fade; 


Such,  haply,  to  the  rugged  chief 
By  fortune  crushed,  or  lamed  by  grief; 
Appears,  on  Motven's  lonely  shore, 
Dim  gleaming  through  imperfect  lore. 
The  Son  of  Fingal;  such  was  blind 
Mxonides  of  ampler  mind; 
Such  Millon,  to  the  fountain  head 
Of  glory  by  Urania  led  I 


<82jf 
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How  eouid  we  feel  it?  each  the  other's 

blight, 
Hurried  and  hurrying,  volatile  and  loud. 
O  lor  those  motions  only  that  invite 
The  Ghost  of  Fingal  to  his  tuneful  Cave 
By  the  breeie  enlered,  and  wave  after 

Softly  embosoming  the  timid  light ! 
And  by  one  Votary  who  at  will  might 

Gazing  and  lake  into  his  mind  and  heart. 
With  undisltscted  reverence,  (he  effect 
Of  those  proportions  where  the  almighty 

That   made  the   worlds,  the  sovereign 

Architect, 
Has  deigned  to  work  as  if  with  human 

Arti 


<»J3. 


.835. 


Thanks  for  the  lessons  of  this  Spot  — 

fit  school 
For  the  presumptuous  thoughts  that  would 

Mechanic  laws  to  agency  divine; 

And,  measuring  heaven  by  earth,  would 

Infinite  Power.    The  pillared  vestibule. 

Expanding  yet  precise,  the  roof  embowed, 

'  Sec  Note. 
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Might  seem  designed   to   hiimble   man, 

when  proud 
Of   his  best  workmanship  by  plan  and 

tool. 
Down-bearing   with   his  whole  Atlantic 

weight 
Of  tide  and  tempest  on  the  Structure's 

And  flashing  to  that  Structure's  topmost 

Ocean  has  proved  its  strength,  and  of  its 
grace 


In   calm! 


finding  for  his 
respond ve  place. 


Vb  shadowy  Beings,  that  have  rights  and 

In  every  cell  o(  Fingal's  mystic  Grot, 
Where  are  ye?     Driven  or  venturing  to 

the  spot. 
Our  fathers  glimpses  caught  ot  your  thin 

Frames, 
And,  by  your  mien  and  bearing  knew 

your  names; 
And    they  could    hear  Ais  ghostiy  song 

who  trod 
Earth,  till  the  flesh  lay  on  him  like  a  load. 
While  he  struck  his  desolate  harp  with- 

Vanished  ye  are,  but  subject  to  recall; 
Why  keep  vit  else  the  instincts  whose 

dread  law 
Ruled  here  of  yore,  till  what  men  fell 

they  saw, 
Not  by  black  arts  but  magic  natural  I 
If  eyes  be  still  sworn  vassals  of  belief. 
Von  light  shapes  forth  a  Bard,  that  shade 

a  Chief. 
1833-  1835. 


HOPB  smiled  when  your  nativity  was  cast 
Qiildren  of  Summer  I    Ye  Iresh  Flower 
that  brave 


What  Summer  here    escapes    not,   the 

And  whole  artillery  of  the  western  blast. 
Battering  the  Temple's  front,  its  long- 
Smiting,  as  if  each  moment  were  their 

last. 
But  ye,   bright   Flowers  on  frieie  and 

architrave 
Survive,  and  once  again  the  Pile  stands 


Calm 


>  the 


,    Iro 


Of  heaven  contemplated  by  Spirits  pure 
With  mule  astonishment,  it  stands  sus- 

Through   every   part    in    symmetry,  -to 

Unhurt,  the  assault  of  Hme  with  all  his 

As  the  supreme  Artificer  ordained.' 

•813.  i8js. 


On  to  lona !  —  What  can  she  afford 
To  us  save  matter  for  a  thoughtful  sigh. 
Heaved  over  ruin  with  stability 
InurgenCcontrasl?    To  diffuse  the  WoRD 
(Thy   Paramount,  mighty  Nature !   and 

lime's  Lord) 
Her  Temples  rose,  'mid  pagan  gloom; 

but  why, 

Their  wrongs,  since  they  fulfilled  their 

destiny  ? 
And  when,  subjected  to  a  common  doom 
Of  mutability,  those  far-famed  Piles 
Shall  disappear  from  both  the  sister  Isles, 
lona's  Saints,  forgetting  not  past  days. 
Garlands    shall    wear    of     amaranthine 

bloom, 
While  heaven's  vast  sea  of  voices  chants 

their  praise.* 


.8}J. 
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Of  « 


1  pebbles,  pleading  c 


Where 

genlte  slir, 
Blessings  lo  give,  news  ask,  orsuil  prefer. 
Vet  is  yon  neat  Iiim  chuich  a  grateful 

01  novelty  amid  (he  sacred  wreck 
Strewn    far   and    wide.       Think,    proud 

Philosopher  1 
Fallen  though  she  be,  Ihis  Glory  of  the 


Slill  < 


shin. 


,  the  beams  of 


And   "  hopes,    perhaps   more   heavenly 

bright  than  thine, 

A  grace  by  thee  unsought  and  unpossest, 

A  faith  more  fined,  a  raplure  more  divine. 

Shall  gild  their  passage  lo  eternal  rest." 

1833-  "BiS- 


Hbrb   on  their  knees  men  swore:  the 

stones  were  black. 
Black  in  the  people's  minds  and  words, 

yet  they 
Were  at  that  time,  as  now,in  color  gray. 
But  what  is  color,  if  upon  the  rack 
Of  conscience  souls  are  placed  by  deeds 

thai  lack 
Concord  with  oaths?    What  differ  night 

and  day 
Then,  when  before  the  Perjured  on  his 

Hell   opens,   and  the   heavens  in  ven- 
geance crack 
Above  his  head  uplifted  in  vain  prayer 
To  Saint,  or  Fiend,  or  to  the  Godhead 


He   had    insulted  — Feasant,   King,    or 

Thane? 
Fly  where  (he  culprit  may,  guilt  meets  a 

And,  from  invisible  worlds  at  need  laid 

Come  links  for  social  order's  awful  chain. 


Homeward  we  turn.     Isle  of  Columba's 

Cell, 
Where    Christian   piety's  soul-cheering 

(  Kindled  from  Heaven  between  (he  light 

and  dark 
Of  time)  shone  like  the  morning'Stac,  fare- 

And  fare  thee  well,  lo  Fancy  visible. 
Remote  St.  Kilda,  lone  and  loved  sea- 

For  many  a  voyage  made  in  her  swift  bark. 
When  with  more  hues  than  in  the  rainbow 

dwell 
Thou  a  mysterious  intercourse  dost  hold. 
Extracting  from  clear  skies  and  air  serene. 
And  out  of  sun-bright  waves,  a  lucid  veil. 
That  thickens,  spreads,  and,  mingling  fold 

with  told. 
Makes  known,  when  thou  no  longer  canst 


besi 
Thy  whereabout,  (< 


n  the  approaching 


IVt  have  not  passed  into  a  doleful  City, 
We  who  are  led  to-day  down  a  grim  dell. 
By  some  too  boldly  named  "  the  Jaws  of 

Hell:" 
Where  be  the  wretched  ones,  the  sights 

lor  pity? 
Thesecrowded  streets  resound  no  plaintive 

dilty :  — 
As  from  the  hive  where  bees  in  sutnmei' 

dwell. 
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Sorrow  seems  here  excluded;   and  that 

knell, 
It  neither  damps  the  gay,  nor  checks  the 

witty. 
Alas !  too  busy  Rival  of  old  Tyre, 
Whose  merchants  Princes  were,  whose 

decks  were  thrones ; 
Soon  may  the  punctual  sea  in  vain  respire 
To  serve  thy  need,  in  union  with  that  Clyde 
Whose  nursling.currentbrawlso'er  mossy 

The  poor,  the  lonely,  herdsman's  pyand 


uthut 


deby.j 


GiMgovi  10  KilnumTock.    It  is  remarli 
much  the  most  productive  period  of  hi 

peaks  dF  Anao  on  one  part,  which   lo  c]«a] 
weather  he  muat  have  had  daily  before  hii  eyes 

scribing  "fair  Ni        ■    -      ■■ 


lahlghva 


a  poel,  clad  in  hia  prteeily 


hills,: 


<vilh  which  the; 


tered   to  penona]   feelings,    especially  those  of 

always  so.    Soon  alter  we  had  passed  Mosgiel 
Fatm  we  ctosied  the  Ayr,  mumuring  and  wind- 


"  There!  "  said  a  Stripling,  pointing  with 

Towards  a  low  loof  with  green  trees  halt 

concealed, 
"  Is  Mo^el  Farm;  and  that 's  the  very 


Where  Burns  ploughed  up  the  Ditisy." 

Far  and  wide 
A  plain  below  stretched  seaward,  while. 

Above  sea-clouds,   (he  Peaks  o(   Arran 

And,  by  thai  simple  notice,  the  repose 
Of  earth,  sky,  sea,  and  air,  was  vivified. 
Beneath  "  the  random  bield  of  clod  or 

Myriads  of  daisies  have  shone  forth  in 

flower 
Near  the  lark's  nest,  and  in  their  natural 

Have  passed  away;  less  happy  than  (he 

One 
That,  by  the  unwilling  ploughshare,  died 

The  tender  charm  o(  poetry  and  love. 


Eden  1  till  now  thy  beauty  had  I  viewed 
By  glimpses  only,  and  confess  with  shame 
That  verse  of  mine,  whate'er  its  varying 

Repeats  but  once  the  sound  of  thy  sweet 

Vet  fetched  from  Paradise  >  that  honor 

Rightfully  borne;  for  Nature  gives  thee 

flowers 
That  have  no  rivals  among  British  bowers  1 
And  thy  bold  rocks  are  worthy  of  their 

Measuring  (hy  course,  fair  Stream!   at 

length  I  pay 
To  my  life's  neighbor  dues  of  neighbor- 
But  I  have  traced  thee  on  thy  winding  way 
With  pleasure  sometimes  by  this  though' 

restrained  — 
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For  things  far  off  we  loil,  while  many  s 


Before  tliii  monument  was  put  up  in  the  Church 
at  Wethenil,  I  u»  il  in  the  sculplor's  itudio. 
Nollekens,  who,  by  Ihe  bye,  wae  a  strange  and 
grotcsgue  figure  Ihal  inletfettd  much  with  one^s 
admintioD  ot  his  wotki,  showed  nw  at  the  unu 
time  the  various  models  in  clay  which  he  had 
made,  one  after  inoIlieT,  ot  the  Molher  and  her 
Infont :  the  Lmprovemenl  on  each  was  surprising  1 
and  how  so  much  grace,  beauty,  and  tenderness 
had  come  out  of  such  a  head  1  was  sadly  puiiled 

lay  two  casts  of  faces,  one  of  the  Duchess  of 
Devonshire,  so  noted  in  her  day;  and  the  other 
of  Mr.  Pitt,  taken  after  his  death,  a  ghastly  re- 
semblance, as  these  things  always  ire,  even  when 
taken  from  Ihe  living  subject,  and  more  ghastly 


seniible.  Il  touched  me  the  more  because  I  ha 
so  often  seen  Mr.  Pitt  upon  his  own  ground  1 
Cambridge  and  upon  the  Hooi  of  the  House  c 


Stretched  on  the  dying  Mother's  lap, 

lies  dead 
Her  new-born  Babe;  dire  ending oibright 

Bui  Sculpture  here,  with  the  divinesl  scope 
Of  luminous  faith,  heaven  ward  hath  raised 

that  head 
So  patienttyi  and  through  one  hand  has 

sptead 
A  touch  so  tender  lonheinsensateChild  — 
(Earth's  lingering  love  to  parting  recon- 
ciled, 


Brief  parting,   for  the  spirit  is  all   but 

fled)  — 
That  we,  whoconlemplalethelurnsollife 
Through  this  still  medium,  are  consoled 

and  cheered; 
Feel  with  the  Mother,  think  the  severed 

Wile 
Is  less  to  be  lamented  than  revered; 
And  own  that  Art,  triumphant  over  strife 
And  pain,  hath  powers  to  Eternity  En- 


■B33. 


■  Bjs. 


Tranquillity!  the  sovereign  aim  weit 

In  heathen  schools  of  philosophic  lore; 
Heart-stricken  by  stern  destiny  of  yore 
The    Tragic    Muse    thee    served     with 
thoughtful  V 


The  CI 


n  of  thorns  around  his  bleeding 


Warmed  our  sad  being  with  celestial  light, 
7'A/ii  Arts  which  still  had  drawn  a  soften- 
ing grace 
From  shadowy  fountEuns  of  the  Infinite, 
Communed  with  that  Idea  lace  to  lace: 
And  move  around  it  now  as  planets  run. 
Each  in  its  oilut  round  the  central  Sun. 


1833. 


.8}j. 


daj's  plea 

santei 

IPen- 

th,  where 

fused 

lidays 

ndertheroofofm 

The 

visiting;  though, with 

jpriva 

hich  the  > 

<o  well  fltled  to  give,  hi 

IS  been 

njuriously 

by  walks  cut  in  Ihe  ro 

ks  on 

hat  side  Ih 

in  its 
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The  floods  are  roused,  and  will  nol  soon 

be  weaiy; 
Down  from  the  Pennine  Alps '  how  fiercely 

CrOGUn,  the  stately  Eden's  tributary  '■ 
He  raves,  or  through  some  moody  passage 

Plotting  new  mischiei — out  again  he  leaps 
Into   broad   light,   and   sends,   through 

regions  airy. 
That  voice  which  soothed  the  Nuns  while 

on  the  steeps 
They  knelt  in  prayer,  or  sang  to  blissful 

That  union  ceased:  then,  cleaving  easy 

Through  crags,  and  smoothing  paths  beset 
with  danger. 

Came  studious  Taste;  and  many  a  penMve 
stranger 

Dreams  on  the  banks,  and  to  the  river 
talks. 

What  change  shall  happen  next  to  Nun- 
nery Deli? 

Canal,  and  Viaduct,  and  Railway,  tell  1 


>S3S- 


S,  VIABUCrS,  . 

Motions  and  Means,  on  land  and  sea  at 

With  old  poetic  feeling,  not  lor  this, 
Shall  ye,  by  Poets  even,  be  judged  amissl 
Nor  shall  your  presence,  ho waoe'ei  it  mar 
The  loveliness  of  Nature,  prove  a  bar 
To  the  Mind's  gaining  that  prophetic  sense 
Of  future  change,  that  point  of  vision. 

May  be  discovered  what  in  soul  ye  are. 
In  spite  of  all  that  beauty  may  disown 
In  your  harsh  features.  Nature  doth  em- 

Her  lawful  oflspring  in  Man's  art;  and 
Time, 

Pleased  with  your  triumphs  o'er  his 
brother  Space, 

Accepts  from  your  bold  hands  the  prof- 
fered crown 

Of  hope,  and  smiles  on  you  with  cheer 


iSij. 


sublim 


'»ii- 


LONG  UBG  AND  HER  DAUGHTERS,  NBAK 

AwBIGHTof  awe,  not  easy  to  be  borne. 
Fell  suddenly  upon  my  Spirit  —  cast 
From  the  dread  bosom  of  the  unknown 

past. 
When  first  I  saw  that  family  forlorn. 
Speak  Thou,  whose  massy  strength  and 

The  power  of  years  —  pte.eminenl,  and 

Apart,  to  overlook  the  circle  vast  — 
Speak,  Giant-mother  1  tell  it  to  the  Mom 
While  she  dispels  the  cumbrous  shades  of 

Night; 
Let  the  Moon  hear,emergingfTomacloud; 
At  whose  behest  uprose  on  British  ground 
That  Sisterhood,  in  hieroglyphic  round 
Forth-shadowing,  some  have  deemed,  the 

infinite 


"Cathedra!  p 
whether  this  uni 
the  aitial  when  h 

the  vien  at  Ihe  Bubjecl  prtsedled  in  Ihii  Sonnei 


el  aay  ht  txcmed  lor  taking 


LOWTHCR !  in  thy  majestic  Pile  are  seen 
Cathedral  pomp  and  grace,  in  apt  accord 
With  the  baronial  castle's  sterner  mien; 
Union  significant  of  God  adored. 
And  charters  won  and  guarded  by  the 

Of  ancient  honor;  whence  that  goodly 

state 
Of  polity  which  wise  men  venerate. 
And  will  maintain,  if  God  his  help  afford. 
Hourly  the  democratic  torrent  swells; 
For  airy  promises  and  hopes  suborned 
The     strength     of     backward  -  lookil^ 

thoughts  is  scorned. 
•  SceNou. 
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Fall  if  ye  must,  ]re  Towers  and  Pinnacles,      List,  ye  who  pass  by  Lyulph's  Tower* 
With  wbal  ye  symbolize;  authentic  SloFy  |       Al  eve;  how  softly  then 
Wiy  say,  Ye  d^ppeared  with  England's  ,  Doth  Aita-force,  that  toitent  hoaise. 
Glory !  ;       Speak  from  the  woody  glen  ! 

iSjj.  .8js.       I   Fit  music  for  a  solemn  vale  ! 

I        And  holier  seems  the  ground 
"^^^  To  him  who  catches  on  the  gale 

The  spirit  of  a  mournful  tale, 
Embodied  in  (he  sound. 

Not  far  from  that  fair  site  whereon 
I       The  Pleasure-house  is  reared, 
.  As  story  says,  in  antique  days 
I       A  stern-browed  house  appeared; 
Foil  to  a  Jewel  rich  in  light 

There  set,  and  g[uarded  well ; 
Cage  for  a  Bird  of  plumage  bright. 
Sweet-voiced,  nor  wishing  for  a  flight 
Beyond  her  native  dell. 

To  win  this  bright  Bird  from  her  cage, 

To  make  this  Gem  iheir  own. 
Came  Barons  bold,  with  store  of  gold. 

And  Knights  of  high  renown; 
But  one  She  priied,  and  only  one; 

Sir  ^lamore  was  he; 
Full  happy  season,  when  was  known. 
Ye  Dales  and  Hills  !  to  you  alone 

Their  mutual  loyalty  — 

Known  chiefly,  Aira!  to  thy  glen. 

Thy  brook,  and  bowers  of  holly; 
Where  Passion  caught  what  Nature  taught, 

That  all  but  love  is  folly; 
Where  Fact  with  Fancy  stooped  to  play; 

Doubt  came  not,  nor  regret  — 
To  trouble  hours  that  winged  their  way, 
As  it  throi^h  an  imnwrtal  day 

Whose  sun  could  never  set. 

But  in  old  times  Love  dwell  not  long 

Sequestered  with  repose; 
I    Best  throve  the  fire  of  chaste  de^re. 

Fanned  by  the  breath  of  foes. 
"  A  conquering  lance  is  beauty's  lest, 

"And  proves  the  Lover  true;" 
So  spake  Sir  E^lamore,  and  prest 
The  drooping  Emma  to  his  breast. 

And  looked  a  blind  adieu. 

>  A  pleasuce.houK  built  by  [he  Ute  Duke  oi 
Norfolk  upon  the  binki  of  inimiter.  )''oiici  i> 
the  won)  UKd  In  the  Lake  Dinriil  tm  Wauifati. 


TO  THB  KARL  OF  LONSDALB. 


If  he  should  speak,  by  fancy  touched,  of 

On  ihy  Abode  harmoniously  imprest,  [ 

Vet  be  unmoved  with  wishes  to  attest  r 
How  in  thy  mind  and  moral  frame  agree 
Fortitude,  and  that  Christian  Charity  ' 
Which,  filing,  consecrates  the  human  | 
breast .  { 

And  if  the  Motio  on  thy  'sculcheon  teach  j 
With  truth,  "The  Macistracv  shows 

Tiat  searching  test  thy  public  course  has 

As  will  t>e  owned  alike  by  bad  and  good, 
Soon  as  the  measuring  of  life's  little  span 
Shall   place  thy   virtues  out   of  Envy's 


.83s. 
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of  Ihe  Lake  DiBliJcl 
the  .rtlat,  while  Lod| 
been  disturbed  by  a 
he  had  learnt  that 
voman  In  the  hou» 
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Thqr  parted.  —  Well  with  bim  it  iared 
Tllrough  widespread  regions  en-ant; 

A  knight  of  prooi  in  love's  behoof, 
The  thirst  o(  fame  tiis  warrant; 

And  She  her  happiness  can  build 
On  woman's  quiet  hours; 

Though  faint,  compared  with  speai  and 

The  solace  beads  and  masses  yield. 
And  needle woik  and  flowers. 

Vet  blest  was  Emma  when  she  heard 
Her  Champion's  praise  recounted; 
Though  brain  would  swim,  and  eyes  grow 

And  high  her  blushes  mounted; 
Or  when  a  bold  heroic  lay 

She  warbled  from  full  heatti 
Del^htful  blossoms  tor  the  May 
Of  absence!  but  they  will  not  stay, 

Born  only  to  depart. 

Hope  wanes  with  her,  while  lustre  fills 

Whatever  path  he  chooses ;_ 
As  ii  his  orb,  that  owns  no  curb, 

Received  the  light  hers  loses. 
He  comes  not  back;  an  ampler  space 

Requires  for  nobler  deeds ; 
He  ranges  on  from  place  to  place. 
Till  of  his  doings  is  no  trace, 

But  what  hei  fancy  breeds. 

His  fame  may  spread,  but  in  the  past 

Her  spirit  linds  its  centre; 
Clear  sight  She  has  ol  what  he  was. 

And  that  would  now  content  her. 
"Still  is  he  my  devoted  Knight?" 

Month  falls  on  month  withheavierweight; 
Day  sickens  round  her,  and  the  night 
Is  empty  of  repose. 


With  fancied  spots  contending; 
But  ihe  is  innocent  of  blood,— 

llie  moon  is  not  more  pure 
That  shines  aloft,  while  through  the  wood 
She  thrids  her  way,  the  soundii^  Flood 

Her  melancholy  lure  1 


While  'mid  the  fern- brake  sleeps  the  doe. 

And  owls  alone  are  waking. 
In  white  arrayed,  glides  on  the  Maidi 

The  downward  pathway  taking. 
That  leads  her  to  the  torrent's  side 

And  to  a  holly  bower; 
By  whom  on  this  still  night  descried  ? 
By  whom  in  that  lone  place  espiedP 

By  thee.  Sir  Eglamore ! 

A  wandering  Ghost,  so  thinks  the  Knight, 

His  coming  step  has  thwarted. 
Beneath  the  boughs  that  heard  their  vows. 

Within  whose  shade  they  parted. 
Hush,  hush,  the  busy  Sleeper  see! 

Perplexed  her  lingers  seem. 
As  if  they  from  the  holly  tree 
Green  twigs  would  pluck,  as  rapidly 

Flung  irom  her  to  the  stream. 

What  means  the  Spectre?    Why  intent 

To  violate  the  Tree, 
Thought  Eglamore,  tqr  wbidi  I  swore. 

Unfading  constancy? 
Here  am  I,  and  lo-morrow's  sun, 
-    To  her  I  lelt,  shall  prove 
That  bliss  is  ne'er  so  surely  won 
As  when  a  circuit  has  been  run 

Of  valor,  troth,  and  love. 

So  from  the  spot  whereon  be  stood. 

He  moved  with  stealthy  pace; 
And,  drawing  nigh,  with  his  living  eye. 

He  recogniied  the  face; 
And  whispers  caught,  and  speeches  small. 

Some  to  the  green-leaved  tree. 
Some  muttered  to  the  torrent-fall;— 
"  Roar  on,  and  tning  him  with  thy  call; 

"  I  heard,  and  so  may  He  !  " 

Soul -shattered  was  the  Knight,  nor  knew 

If  Emma's  Ghost  it  were. 
Or  boding  Shade,  or  if  the  Maid 

Her  very  self  stood  there. 
He  touched:  whatlollowed  who  shall  tell? 

The  soft  touch  snapped  the  thread 
Of  slumber — shrieking  back  she  fell, 
And  the  Stream  whirled  hci  down  the  dell 

Along  its  foaming  bed. 

In  plunged  the  Knight !  — when  on  firm 
ground 
The  rescued  Maiden  lay. 
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Her  eyes  grew  bright  with  blissful  tight, 

Confusion  passed  away; 
Sl]e  heard,  ere  to  the  throne  of  grace 

Her  faithful  Spirit  flew, 
His  voice  —  beheld  his  speaking  lace; 
And,  dying,  (lotn  his  own  embrace. 

She  lelt  thai  he  was  true. 

So  WEis  he  reconciled  to  life: 
Brief  words  may  speak  the  rest; 

Within  the  <Iel1  he  built  a  cell, 
And  there  was  Sorrow's  guest; 

In  hermits'  weeds  repose  he  found, 


From 


mplal 


IS  fie. 


It  dwelling  —  bound 
By  one  deep  heart -con  trolling  sound. 
And  awed  lo  piety. 

Wild  stream  ol  Aira,  hold  thy  course. 

Nor  (ear  memorial  lays, 
Where  cloudsthat  spread  in  solemn  shade, 

Are  edged  with  golden  rays! 
Dear  art  thou  to  the  light  of  heaven, 

Sweet  is  thy  voice  at  pensive  even; 
And  thou,  in  lovers'  hearts  forgiven, 
Shalt  lake  thy  place  with  Varrov 


.83  J. 
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Whal  witchery,  for  pure  gifts  ol  inward 

Lurks  in  it.  Memory's  Helper,  Fancy's 

For  precious  tremblings  in  your  bosom 
found  I 


■Bjj. 
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While  a  lair  r^on  round  the  traveller  lies 
Which  he  forbears  again  to  look  upon; 
Pleased  rather  with  some  soft  ideal  scene. 
The  work  of  Fancy,  or  some  happy  lone 
Ol  meditation,  slipping  in  between 
The  beauty  coming  and  the  beauty  gone. 
If  Tlioi^ht  and  Love  desert  us,  from  that 

Let  us  break  off  all  commerce  with  the 

With  Thought  and  Love  companions  of 

Whate'er  the  senses  take  or  may  refuse. 
The  Mind's  internal  heaven  ^all  shed 

her  dews 
01  inspirations  on  the  humblest  lay. 


D  CORDBLIA   M — 


NoTintheminesbeyondthe  western  main, 
Vou  say,  Cordelia,  was  the  metal  sought. 
Which  a  fine  skill,  ol  Indian  growth,  has 

wrought 
Into  this  flexible  yet  faithful  Chain; 
Nor  is  it  silver  of  romantic  Spain, 
But  from  our  loved  Helvellyn'sdepths  was 

brought. 
Our  own  domestic  mountain.     Thing  and 

thought 
Miisliangely;trifleslight.and  partly  vain. 
Can  prop,  as  you  have  learnt ,  our  nobler 

being; 
Yes,   Lady,   while   about   your  neck  is 

(Your  casual  glance  olt  meeting)  this 
bright  cord. 
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TheK  Hdgs  were  luggealed  during  my  tcd- 


inted  w[Ih  Ihe  0 
VM,mB-  My  i 
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Mr.  Landor  had  denounced  ir 


.    This  I  had  dont 
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"NOT   IN   THE   LUCID   INTERVALS   OF   LIFE." 


flowing. 

What    mischief   cleaves  to   unsubdued 

regret, 
How  fancy  sickens  by  vague  hopes  beset; 
How  baffled  projects  on  the  spirit  prey, 
And  fiuilless  wishes  eat  the  heart  away, 
The  Sailor  Icnows;  he  best,  whose  lot  is 

On  the  relentless  sea  ihal  holds  him  last 
On  chance  dependent,  and  the  fickle  star 
Of  power,  through  long  and  melancholy 

O  sad  it  is,  in  sight  of  foreign  shores. 
Daily  to  think  on  old  tamiliai  doors, 
Hearths  loved  in  childhood,  and  ancestral 

Or.  tossed  about  along  a  waste  of  foam 
To  ruminate  on  that  delightful  home 
Which  with  the  dear  Betiothid  was 


eye 


;  and  is,  yet  meets  the 


Never  but  in  the  world  of  memory; 

Or  in  a  dream  recalled,  whose  smoothest 

range 
Is  crossed  by  knowledge,  or  by  dread,  of 

And  it  not  so,  whose  perfect  )oy  makes 

A  thing  loo  bright  for  breathing  man  lo 

Hail  to  the  virtues  which  that  perilous  lite 
EKlracts  from  Nature's  elemental  strife; 
And  welcome  glory  won  in  battles  fought 
As  bravely  as  the  toe  was  keenly  sought. 
But  lo  each  gallant  Caplain  and  his  crew 
A  less  imperious  sympathy  is  due, 
Such  as  my  verse  now  yields,  while  moon- 
beams play 
On  ihe  mute  sea  in  this  unruffled  bay; 
Such  as  will  promptly  flow   from  every 

Where   good   men,   disappointed  in   the 

Of  wealth  and  power  and  honors,  long 

Or,  ha.ving  known  the  splendors  of  suc- 

Sigh  for  the  obscurities  of  happiness. 


writlcd  with  Lord  Byron's  duractfir,  u  a  poet, 
bciare  me,  and  thai  of  olhers,  hij  cmnemporarin, 
who  wrote  under  like  iofluencet. 

Not  in  the  iucid  intervals  of  life 

That  come  but  as  a  cuise  to  party-strife; 

Not  in  some  hour  when  Pleasure  with  a 

sigh 
Of  languor  puts  his  rosy  garland  by; 
Not  in  the  breathing-times  of  that  poor 

Who  daily  piles  up  wealth  in  Mammon's 

Is  Nature  felt,  or  can  be;  nor  do  words. 
Which  practised  talent  readily  affords. 
Prove  that  her  hand  has  touched  respon- 
sive chords; 
Nor  has  her  gentle  beauty  power  to  move 
Wilb  genuine  rapture  and  with  fervent 

love 
The  soul  of  Genius,  if  he  daie  to  take 
Lite's  lule  from  passion  craved  for  pas- 
Untaught  that  meekness  is  the  cherished 

benl 
Of  all  the  truly  gpreat  and  all  the  innocent. 
But  who  is  innocent?     By  grace  divine. 
Not  otherwise,  O  Nature!  we  are  thine. 
Through  good  and  evil  thine,  in  just  de- 
gree 
Of  rational  and  manly  sympathy. 
To  all  that  Earth  from  pensive  hearts  IE 

stealing. 
And  lieaven  is  now  lo  gladdened  eyes 

Add  every  charm  the  Universe  can  show 

Through  every  change  its  aspects  under- 
go— 

Care  may  be  respited,  but  not  repealed; 

No  petted  cure  grows  on  that  bounded 
field. 

Vaiu  is   Ihe  pleasure,  a  false  calm   ihe 

II  He,  through  whom  alone  our  conflicts 
Our  virtuous  hopes  without  relapse  ad- 
Come  nol  to  speed  the  Soul's  deliverance; 
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BY  THE  SIDE  OF  RVDAL  MERE. 

Thb  linnel's  warble,  sinking  towards  a 
Hints  to  the  thrush  'C  is  time  lor  theii 


The  throng  of  rooks,  thai  now,  fiom  twig 

(After   a  steady   flight  on  home-bouod 

And  a  last  game  of  mazy  boveiings 
Around  their  ancient  gtove)  with  cawii^ 

Disturb  the  liquid  music's  equipoise. 
O  Nightingale  1     Who  ever  heard  thy 

M^hl  here  be  moved,  till  Fancy  grows  so 

That  listening  sense  is  paidonably  cheated 
Where  wood  or  stream  by  thee  was  never 

greeted. 
Surely,   from   fairest    spots    of    favored 

lands. 
Were  not  some  gifts  withheld  by  jealous 

This   hour  of  deepening  darkness  here 

would  be 
As  a  fresh  morning  for  new  harmony; 
And  lays  as  prompt  would  hail  the  dawn 

of  Night: 
A  dawn  she  has  both  beautiful  and  bright, 
When   the   East   kindles  with   the   full 

moon's  light; 
Not  like  the  rising  sun's  impatient  glow 
Daiiling  the  mountains,  but  an  overflow 
Of  solemn  splendor,  in  mutation  slow. 
Wanderer  by  spring  with  gradual  pro- 
gress led. 
For  sway  profoundly  fell  as  widely  spread ; 
To  king,  to  peasant,  (o  rough  sailor,  dear. 
And  to  the  soldier's  trumpet -wearied  eai; 


How  welcome  wouldst  Ihon  be  to  this 

Keen  Vale 
in  Tempe  1     Yet,  sweet  Nightin- 
gale ! 
From  the  warm  breeze  that  bears  ihee  on, 

alight 
At  will,  and  slay  thy  migratory  flight; 
Build,  at  Ihy  choice,  or  sii^,  by  pool  oi 

Who    shall   complain,   or   call   thee   to 


God's  goodness  —  measuring  bounty  as  it 

For  whom  the  gravest  thought  of  what 

Chastening  Ihe  fulness  of  a  present  bliss. 
Is  with  that  wholesome  office  satisfied. 
While  unrepining  sadness  is  allied 
In  thankful  bosoms  to  a  modest  pride. 
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SoFT  as  a  cloud  is  yon  blue  Ridge  —  the 

Mere 
Seems  firm  as  solid  crystal,  t>Teathless, 

clear. 
And  motionless;  and,  to  the  gazer's  eye. 
Deeper  than  ocean,  in  the  immensity 
Of  its  vague  mountains  and  unreal  sky ! 
But,  (roro  the  process  in  that  still  retreat. 
Turn  to  minuter  changes  at  our  feet; 
Observe   bow  dewy  Twilight  has  with- 

The   crowd  of  daisies  from  (he  ^aven 

And  has  restored  to  "iew  its  tender  green, 
Thai,  while  the  sun  rode  high,  was  lost 

beneath  their  dauling  sheen. 
—  An  emblem  this  of  what  the  sober  Hour 
Can  do  for  minds  disposed  to  feel  its 

Thus  oft,  when  we  in  vain  have  wished 
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(Unb^ful  dwails  each  glittering  at  his 

post) 
And  leaves  the  disencumbered  spirit  free 
To  reassume  a  staid  simplicity. 

'Tis  well  — but  what  are  helps  o(  time 

and  place, 
When  wisdom  stands  in  need  of  nature's 

grace; 
Why  do  good  thoughts,  invoked  or  not, 

descend. 
Like  Angelsfromtheii  bowers,  our  virtues 

to  befriend; 
If  yet  To-morrow,  unbelied,  may  say, 
"  I  come  to  open  out,  for  fresh  display, 
The  elastic  vanities  of  yesterday?  " 
1834-  183s ■ 


Compost  by  the  aide  of  Grasinere  bke-  The 
mauniainsthatenclasethevale  ,e>pecially  lon-ards 
Easdale,  are  most  lavoiable  10  the  reverberation 
of  sound,  Tben  is  a  passage  in  the  "Eicui^ 
sioi,"  lowardi  the  dose  of  the  fourth  book,  where 
Ih*  vfflce  ol  the  raven  in  Sight  is  traced  Ihrougb 

beard  it  in  ibat  vale  and  others  of  this  district. 


"  Often 


ttheli 


Oneviric 


-Ihes 


The  leaves  that  rustled  on  this  oak- 
crowned  hill. 

And  sky  that  danced  among  (hose  leaves, 
are  still; 

Rest  smooths  the  way  tor  sleep;  in  field 

Soft  shades  and  dews  have   shed  (heii 

blended  power 
On  drooping  eyelid  arid  the  closing  flower ; 
Sound  is  there  none  at  which  the  faintest 

Might  leap,  the  weakest  nerve  of  super- 

stilion  start; 
Save  when  the  Owlet's  unexpected  scream 
Pierces  the  ethereal  vault;  and  ('mid  the 

01  unsubstantial  imagery,  the  dream, 
From  the  hushed  vale's  realities   irans- 


To  the  still  lake)  the  imaginative  Bird 
Seems,  'mid  inverted  mountains,  not  un- 

Grave  Creaturel  — whether,  while  the 

moon  shines  bright 
On  thy  wings  opened  wide  for  smoothest 

flight. 
Thou  art  discovered  in  a  roofless  tower, 
Rising  from  what  may  once  have  been  a 

lady's  bower; 
Or  spied  where  thou  sitl'st  moping  in  thy 

At  the  dim  centre  of  a  churchyard  yew; 
Or,  from  a  rifted  crag  or  ivy  tod 
Deep  in  a  forest,  thy  secure  abode. 
Thou  giv'st,  for  pastime's  sake,  by  shriek 

A  puiiling  notice  of  thy  whereabout  — 
May  the  night  never  come,  nor  day  be  seen. 
When  I  shall  scorn  thy  voice  or  mock  thy 

In  classic  ages  men  perceived  a  soul 
01  sapience  in  thy  aspect,  headless  Owl ! 
Thee  Athens  reverenced  in  the  studious 

grove;  • 

And,  near  the  golden  sceptre  grasped  by 


■^S 


favorite  perch,  while  round 


Hark  to  that  second  larum  ! — far  and  wide 
The  elements  have  heard,  and  rock  and 


Biohop  Ken' 
Many  olhet  hy 


IS  have  also'been  n 
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THE   REDBREAST. 


difficulty  wu  nude 
and  Id  which  Ihey 
Iht;  wen  Dughl  u 


Up  Id  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
The  voice  ol  praise  at  early  morn, 
And  be  accepts  the  punctual  hymn 
Sung  as  the  light  oi  day  grows  dim ; 

Nor  will  he  tuin  his  ear  aside 
From  holy  ofieiings  at  noontide: 
Then  here  reposing  let  us  raise 
A  song  oi  gratitude  and  praise. 

What  though  our  burthen  be  not  light, 
We  need  not  toil  from  morn  to  night; 
The  respite  o(  the  mid-day  hour 
Is  in  the  thankful  Creature's  power. 

Blest  are  the  moments,  doubly  blest, 
Thai,  drawn  ftom  tliis  one  hour  ot  rest. 
Are  with  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God ! 

Each  field  is  then  a  hallowed  spot, 
An  altai  is  in  each  man's  cot, 
A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 
Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 


Look  up  to  Heaven  1  the  industrious  Sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run; 
He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray. 
But  our  ioimorlal  Spirits  may. 

Lordl  since  his  rising  in  the  East, 
II  we  have  faltered  or  tran^ressed. 
Guide,  from  thy  love's  abundant  source. 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course: 


Help  with  thy  grace,  through  life's  short 

Our  upward  and  our  downward  way; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest. 


.8J4. 
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THE  REDBREAST. 
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Driven  in  by  Autumn's  sharpening  air 

From  half-stript  woods  and  pastures  bare. 

Brisk  Robin  seeks  a  kindlier  home: 

Not  like  a  beggar  is  he  come. 

But  enters  as  a  looked-for  guest. 

Confiding  in  his  ruddy  breast, 

As  if  it  were  a  natural  shield 

Charged  with  a  blazon  on  the  field. 

Due  to  that  good  and  pious  deed 

O!  which  we  in  the  Ballad  read. 

But  pensive  fancies  putting  by. 

And  wild -wood  sorrows,  speedily 

He  plays  tbe  expert  ventriloquist; 

And,  caught   by   glimpses    now — now 

Puzzles  the  listener  with  a  doubt 
If  the  soft  voice  be  throws  about 
Comes  from  within  doors  or  without  1 
Was  ever  such  a  sweet  confusion, 
Sustained  by  delicate  illusion? 
He  's  at  your  elbow  —  to  your  feeling 
The  notes  are  from  the  floor  or  ceiling; 
And  there  's  a  riddle  to  be  guessed, 
'Till  you  have  marked  his  heaving  chest. 
And  busy  throat  whose  sink  and  swell 
Betray  tbe  Elf  that  loves  to  dwell 
In  Robin's  bosom,  as  a  chosen  Cell, 

Heart-pleased  we  smile  upon  the  Bird 
If  seen,  and  with  tike  pleasure  stirred 
Commend  him,  when  he  's  only  heard. 
But  small  and  fugitive  our  gain 
Compared  with  hers  who  long  bath  lain. 
With  languid  limbs  and  patient  head. 
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Reposing  on  a  lone  sick-bed; 
Where  now  she  daily  hears  a  strain 
That  cheats  bei  of  too  busy  cares, 
Eases  her  pain,  aod  helps  her  prayers. 
And  who  but  this  dear  Bird  beguiled 
The  fever  of  Ihat  pale-faced  Child; 
Now  cooling,  with  his  passing  wing. 
Her  forehead,  like  a  breeze  of  Spring : 
Recalling  now,  with  descant  salt 
Shed  round  her  pillow  from  aloft, 
Sweet  Iboi^hts  of  angels  hovering  nigh. 
And  the  invisible  sympathy 
Of  "  l4allhew,Mark,andLuke,andJohn, 
Blessii^  (he  l>ed  she  lies  upon  "?' 
And  sometimes,  just  as  listening  ends 
In  slumtier,  with  the  cadence  blends 
A  dream  oi  that  low -warbled  hymn 
Which  old  folk,  fondly  pleased  to  trim 
Lamps  ol  faith,  now  burning  dim, 
Say  that  [he  Cherubs  carved  in  stone, 
Wfien  clouds  gave  way  at  dead  of  night 
And  the  andent  church  was  filled  with 

light, 
Used  to  sing  in  heavenly  tone, 
Above  and  round  [he  sacred  places 
They  guard,  with  winged  taby-faces. 
Thrice  happy  Creature!  in  all  lands 
Nurtured  by  hospitable  handsi 
Free  entrance  to  this  cot  has  he, 
Entrance  and  exit  both y/t  free; 
And,  when  ihe  keen  unruffled  weather 
Thai  thus  brings  man  and  bird  together, 
Shall  with  its  pleasantness  be  past. 
And  casement  closed  and  door  made  fast. 
To  keep  at  bay  the  howling  blast, 
///  needs  not  fear  Ihe  season's  rage, 
For  the  whole  house  is  Robin's  cage. 
Whether  the  bird  flit  here  or  there, 
O'er  table  AA,  or  perch  on'chair, 
Though  some  may  frown  and  make  a  stir, 
To  scare  him  as  a  trespasser, 
And  he  fjelike  will  flinch  or  start. 
Good  friends  he  has  to  lake  his  part; 
One  chiefly,  who  with  voice  and  look 
Pleads  for  him  from  the  cfiimney-nook, 
Where  sits  the  Dame,  and  wears  away 
Her  long  and  vacant  holiday; 


With  images  about  her  heart, 
Reflected  from  the  yjars  gone  by, 
On  human  nature's  second  infancy. 


J.  Q,  a 


This  Portiatl  w2>  hung  lor 

ahE  wu  when  a  girl.  The  picture,  though 
somewhal  thinly  punted,  htis  much  merit  in 
etal  eSect ;  it  is  chiefly  viluabli 


.    The! 


!  of  the  laying  oC  the  Monk  in  sight  ol  Titiai 


was,  I  believe,  linl 


:  time.    Soulhey  heard  Ihe  uory 
liinson,  and  tcanslemd  il  lo  Ihe 

ra,  in  a  nme  subsequently  added 


Beguiled  into  forgetfulness  of  care 
Due  lo  the  day's  unflnished  task;  of  pen 
Or  book  regardless,  and  ol  that  lair  scene 
In  Nature's  prodigality  displayed 
Before  my  window,  ollentimes  and  long 
1  gaze  upon  a  Portrait  whose  mild  gleam 
Of  beauty  never  ceases  to  enrich 

light  ;     whose     stillness 


chai 


IS  the  ai 


tochai 

Whose  silence,  lor  the  pleasure  of  the  ear, 
Surpasses  sweetest  music.  Thereshesits 
With  emblematic  purity  attired 
In  awhite  vest,  white  as  her  marble  neck 
Is,  and  the  pillar  of  the  throat  would  be 
Hut  lor  the  shadow  by  the  drooping  chin 
Cast  into  that  recess —  the  tender  shade. 
The    shade    and    light,    both    there    and 

And   through   the  very  atmosphere  she 

Broad,  clear,  and  toned   harmoniously, 

wilh  skill 
That  might  from  nature  have  been  leafnt 

in  the  hour 


:.bvCoogIc 


When  ihc  lone  shepheid  sees  the  n 

ing  spieail 
Upon  ihe  mounla. 


Look  at  hei,>vho- 


Thou  be  Ibal,  kindline  wilh  a  poet's  soul, 
Itul  loved  ihe  painter's  Ituc  Promethean 

iDlensely  —  from  Imagination  take 
The  ireisure,  —  what  mine  eyes  behold. 

Even  iboi^h  the  Atlantic  ocean  roll  be- 


AUIve 


1  brow  lo 


And  in  the  middle  parts  the  braided  bait, 

S.!  ietvei  lo  ihow  how  delicate  a  soil 
e  golden  harvest  grows  in;  and  those 

Soft  and  capacious  *s  a  cloudless  sky 
Whose  aiiue  depth  ibejr  color  emulates. 
Musi  needs  be  conversant  with  upward 

looks. 
Player's  voicelessservicei  butnow,seek- 

ir^  nought 
And  shunning  nought,  their  own  peculiar 


Ol  n 


lile 


Ihey 


i  with  the 


In  humble  grace,  and  quiet  pensiveness 
Caughl  al  the  point  where  it  stops  shoil 
o[  sadness. 
Oflspiing  of  soul -bewitching  Art,  make 

Thy  confidaal !  say,  whence  derived  that 

Of  calm  abstraction?     Can  the   ruling 

thought 
Be  with  some  lovei  far  away,  or  one 
Crossed   by   misfortune,   or   of  doubted 

faith? 
Inapt    conjecture !      Childhood    here,    a 


Not  entered  them;  hei  heart  is  yet  un- 

By  the  blind  Archer -god;  her  fancy  Itee ; 
llie  fount  of  feeling  if  unsought  else- 
Will  not  be  ttmnd. 

Her  right  hand,  as  it  lies 


Across  ibe  slender  wrist  of  the  left  arm 
Upon  her  lap  reposing,  holds  —  but  mark 
Howslackly,  lor  the  absent  mind  permits 
No    firmer    grasp— a  little  wild-flower, 

As  in  a  posy,  with  a  few  pale  ears 
Of  yellowing  corn,  the  same  that  over- 
lopped 
And  in  Iheir  common  birthplace  sheltered 


Till  they  were  plucked  logelher;  a  blue 

Calledby  the  Ihrifty  husbandman  a weedi 
But  Ceres,  in  her  garland,  mighl  have 


nt,  unblamed.    The  Howe 


In  scarcely 

(Her  Father  told  her  so)  in  youth's  gay 

Her  mother's  favorite;   and  the  orphan 

Girl, 
In  her  own  dawn  —  a  dawn  less  gay  and 

bright, 
Loves  it,  while  there  in  solitary  peace 
She  sits,  forthat  departed  Molher'ssake. 
—  Not  from  a  source  less  sacred  is  deriveiJ 
(Surely  I  do  not  en)  thai  pensive  air 
01  calm  abstraction   through   the  tace 

difiused 


Mor. 


Art 


Forgives  their  inlerterence  —  Art  divine, 

That  both  creates  and  fixes,  in  despite 

Of  Ekalh  and  Time,  the  marvels  it  hath 

wionghl. 
Strange  contrasts  havewe  in  this  world 

of  ours  I 
That  posture,  and  the  look  of  filial  io« 
Thinking  of  past  and  gone,  with  what  is 


Evenbyaninnocenltancy'sfligWeslfrM': 
Banished,  nor  ever,  haply,  be  restoied 
To  their  lost  place,  or  meet  in  harmony 
So  exquisite;  hvt  Atn  do  tbty  abide. 
Enshrined  for  ages.     Is  not  iteu  lb'  AV 
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Godlike,  a  humble  branch  of  the  divine. 
In  visible  quest  of  imtnortality. 
Stretched  forth  with  trembling  hope?  — 

From  high  Gibraltar  to  Siberian  plains, 
Thousands,  in  each  variety  oi  tongue 
That   Europe  knows,   would   echo   this 

appeal; 
One  above  all,  a  Monk  who  waits  on  God 
In  the  magnific  Convent  built  of  yore 
To  nnclify  the  Escurial  palace.     He- 
Guiding,  from  cell  to  cell  and  room  lo 

A  British  Fainter  (eminent  tor  truth 

In  character,  and  depth  o(  feelii^,  shown 

By  labors  that  have  touched  ihe  hearts 

of  kings, 
And  are  endeared  to  simple  cottagers) 


Cam( 


nlhat 


a  gloria 


work. 


Qui    Lord's    Last    Supper,  beaut iiul 

when  first 
The    appropriate    Picture,    fresh    from 

Titian's  hand, 
Graced  Ihe  Refectory:  and  there,  while 

both 
Stood  with  eyes  fixed  upon  that  master- 

Tbe  hoary  Father  in  the  Stranger's  ear 
Breathed    out    these     words:— "Here 

daily  do  we  sit. 
Thanks  given  to  God  (or  daily  bread, 

and  here 
rendering  the  mischiefs  of  these  restless 

And  thinking  of  my  Brethren,  dead,  dis- 

Or  changed  and  changing  I  not  seldom, 

gaze 
Upon  this  solemn  Company  unmoved 
By  shock  of  circumstance,   or   lapse  of 

Until  I  cannot  but  believe  thai  they  — 
They  are  in  (ruth  the  Substance,  we  the 
Shadows." 
So  spake  the  mild  Jeronymite,  his  griefs 
Melting  away  within  him  like  a  dream 
Ere  he  had  ceased  to  gaze,  perhaps  to 

And  I.  grown  old,  but  in  a  happier  land, 
Domestic  Portrait !  have  to  verse  con- 
In  (hy  calm  presence  those  heart-moving 


Words  that  can  soothe,  more  than  they 

Whose  spirit,  like  the  angel  that  went 

down 
Into  Belhesda's  pool,  with  healing  virtue 
Informs  the  fountain  in  the  human  breast 

:   Which  by  the  visitation  was  disturbed. 

.  — ButlwhythissleaUngtear?  Companion 

On  thee  I  look,  not  sorrowing;    fare  thee 

well, 
My  Song's  Inspirer,  once  again  farewell  1 ' 


Among  a  grave  fraternity  of  Monks, 
For  One,  but  surely  not  for  One  alone, 
Triumphs,  in  that  great  work,  the  Painter's 

skill, 
Humbhng  the  body,  to  exalt  the  soul; 
Vet  representing,  amid  wreck  and  wrong 
And  dissolution  and  decay,  the  warm 
And  breathing  life  of  flesh,  as  if  already 
Qothed    with    impassive    majesty,   and 

With  no  mean  earnest  of  a  heritage 
Assigned  to  it  in  future   worlds.     Thou, 

With   thy   memorial  flower,  meek  Por- 
traiture 1 
From    whose    serene    companionship    1 

Pursued  by  thoughts  that  haunt  me  still; 

thou  also  — 
Though  but  a  simple  object,  into  light 
Called  forth  by  those  affections  that  en- 

The  private  hearth;   though  keeping  thy 

In  singleness,  and  little  tried  by  time, 
Creation,  as  it  were,  of  yesterday — - 
With  a  congenial  function  art  endued 
For  each  and  all  of  us,  together  joined 

'  The  pile  of  buildings,  ccmposing  Ihe  palace 

a  village  ai  tht  tool  of  Ihe  hill  upon  which  the 
splendid  edifice,  built  by  Philip  the  Secood, 
•landi.  Il  need  scarcely  be  added  thai  Wllkie 
is  Ihe  punter  alluded  to. 
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TO   A   CHILD. 


In  course  o(  nature  under  a  low  rool 
By  charilies  and  duties  ihal  proceed 
Oul  ol  Ihe  bosom  ol  a  wiser  vow. 
To  a  like  salutary  sense  ol  awe 
Or   sacred   wonder,   growing   with    the 

Of  meditation  that  attempts  to  weigh, 
In  iMthiul  scales,  things  and  their  oppo- 


Dependent  as  in  part  iti 

Upon  frail  ties  dissolving  or  dissolved 

On  earth,  will  be  revived,  we  trust,  ii 


■niniatuie  Incline,  Uken  in  childhood,  indaDOlhEi 
upoD  a  landsjape  painted  by  Gupu  PouuJn. 
It  is  poMible  thil  cveiy  word  o[  the  above  veraea, 
though  Binular  in  duhject,  might  have  been  writlen 
had  the  autftor  been  unacquainted  wiih  those 

his  own  satisfaction,  he  must  be  allowed  Ihua 
publicly  to  acknow]e<^  Ihe  pleasure  those  two 
Poems  ol  his  Fiieod  have  given  him,  and  the 
Sialeful  influence  they  have  upon  his  mind  as 
often  as  he  reads  them,  or  thinks  of  them. 

TO    A    CHILD. 


almost  unprecedenled  degree,  departed  a  very 

dtsease  by  gradual  deiay  before  she  tcached  the 
period  of  old  age. 

Ladv!  a  Pen  (perhaps  with  thy  legaid. 
Among   Ihe   Favored,   favored   not   the 

least) 
Left,  'mid  the  Records  of  (his  Book  in- 

Deliberale  traces,  registers  of  thought 
And  feeling,  suited  to  the  place  and  time 
That  gave  ihem  birth :  —  months  passed, 

and  still  this  hand. 
That  had  not  been  too  timid  to  imprint 
Words  which  the  virtues  of  thy  Lord  in- 

Was  yel  not  bold  enough  to  writeof  Thee. 
And  why  that  scrupulous  reserveP     In 

The  blameless  cause  lay  in  the  Theme 

itself. 
Flowers  are  there  many  that  delight  to 

With  the  sharp  wind,  am 
the  shower, 
ire  by  nature  careless  o(  the 
Whelber  he  shine  on  them  or  nc 


Image,  as  1  had  often  done,  on  (he  lawnotRydal 
Mount.  It  was  first  written  down  In  the  Album 
of  my  Gnd-daughlet,  Roiha  Quininan. 

Small   service   is  true  service  while  it 

lasts: 
Of  humblest  Friends,  bright  Creature  I 


to  c 


Where'er  he  moves  along  the  unclouded 

Turn  a  broad  front  full  on  his  flattering 

Others  do  rather  from  their  notice  shrink. 
Loving  the  dewy  shade,  ■ —  a  humble  band. 
Modest  and  sweet,  a  pri^eny  of  earth, 
Congenial  with  thy  mind  and  character. 
High-born  Augusta ! 

Witness,  Towers  and  Groves! 
And  Thou,  wild  Stream,  that  giv'st  the 

honored  name 
Of  Lowther  to  this  ancient   Line,  bear 

ly  most   secret  haunts;    and  yc 
arterrcs. 
Which  She  is  pleased  and  proud  lo  call 
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TO  THE   MOON. 


Endure  tha.t  silence,  and  broke  out  in  song. 
Snatches  ot  music  taken  up  and  drop! 
Like    ihose    self -solacing,    those    under, 

Trilled  by  the  redbreast,  when  autumnal 

Are  tbin  upon  the  boogh.     Mine,  only 


e  heaid  (he 


The  pleasure  was,  and 

Checked,   in'ihe   moment  of   its   issue, 

And  reprehended,  by  a  fancied  blush 
From  the  pure  qualities  thai  called  it  forth. 
Thus  Virtue  lives  debarred  trom  Virtue's 

Thus,  l^ady,  is  retiredness  a.  veil 

That,  while  it  only  spreads  a  softening 

O'er  features  looked  at  by  discerning  eyes. 
Hides  hall  their  beauty  from  the  common 

And  thus,  even  on  the  esposedand  breezy 

hit: 


As  in  a  cloister.     Vet  the  grateful  Poor 
(Such  (he  immunities  ol  low  estate. 
Plain  Nature's  enviable  privilege. 
Her  sacred  recompense  for  many  wants) 
Open  their  hearts  before  Thee,  pouring 


All  that  they  think  and  feel,  with  te 


joy; 


And  benedictions  not  unheard  in  heaven ; 
And  friend  in  the   ear  of  friend,  where 

speech  is  free 
To  follow  truth,  is  eloquent  as  they. 
Then  let  the  Book   receive   in   these 

prompt  lines 
A  just  memorial;  and  thine  eyesconsent 
To  read  that  they,  who  mark  (by  course, 

behold 
A  life  declining  wi(h  the  golden  light 
Of  summer,  in  the  season  of  sere  leaves; 
See  cheerfulness  undamped  by  stealing 

Time; 
See  studied    kindness    flow   with    easy 

Illustrated  with  inborn  courtesy; 
And  an  habitual  disregard  of  self 
Balanced  by  vigilance  for  others'  weal. 


And  shall  the  Verse  not  tell  of  lighter 

gifts 
With  these  ennobling  attributes  conjoined 
And  blended,  in  peculiar  harmony. 
By  Youth's  surviving  spirit?    What  agile 

grace! 
A  nymph-like  liberty,  in  nymph-like  form. 
Beheld  with  wonder;  whether  floor  or  path 
Thou  tread;  or  sweep  —  borne   on  the 


Vet  one  word  more — one  farewell  word 

Which   came,  but  it  has  passed  into  a 

That,  astbysun  in  brightness  is  declining. 
So  —  at  an  hour  yet  distant  for  rf«>sakes 
Whose  tender  love,  here  faltering  on  the 

way 
Of  a  diviner  love,  will  be  forgiven  — 
So  may  it  set  in  peace,  to  rise  again 
For  everlasting  glory  won  by  faith. 


TO  THE   MOON. 


Wanderer  '.  that   stoop's!  so  low,   and 

To  human  life's  unsettled  atmosphere; 
Who  lov'st  with  Night  and  Silence  to 

So  might  it  seem,  the  cares  of  them  thai 

And,  through  the  cottage-lattice 'softly 

peeping, 
Dost  shield  from  harm  the  humblest  of 

(he  sleeping: 
What  pleasure  once  encompassed  (hose 

Which  yet  in  thy  behalf  the  Poet  claims. 
An  idolizing  dreamer  as  of  yore  !  — 
I  slightthemall  ;and,  on  thissea-bcat  shore 
Sole-sitting,  only  can  lo  thoughts  attend 
That  l»d  me  hail  thee  as  the  Sailor's 
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TO  THE   MOON. 


ligl 

Abates  the  penis  of  a  stormy  night; 
And  for  less  obvious  benefits,  that  find 
Their  way,  with  thy  pure  help,  to  heart 

and  mind; 
Both  (or  the  adventuret  starling  in  life's 

And  veteran  ranging  round  from  clime  to 
clime, 


The  aspiring  Mountains  and  the  wind- 
ing Streams, 
Empress  of  Night '.  are  gladdened  by  thy 

A  look  of  thine  the  wilderness  pervades. 
And  penetrates  the  forest's  inmost  shades ; 
Thou,  checkering  peaceably  tlie  minster's 

gloom, 
Guid'st  the  pale  Mourner  to  the  losl  one's 

Canst  reach  the  Prisoner  — to  his  graled 


Catching  the  lustre  they  in  pari  reprove  — 
Nor  sometimes  felt  a  Rtness  in  thy  sway 
To  call  up  thoughts  that  shun  ihe  glare 

And  make  theserioushappierthanthegay? 
Yes,  lovely  Moonl  if  thou  so  inildly 

Dost  rouse,  yet  surely  in  Ihy  own  despite. 
To    fiercer   mood    the    phtenzy-stricken 

Let  me  a  compensating  faith  maintain; 
That  there  's  a  sensitive,  a  tender,  part 
Which  thou  canst  touch  in  every  human 

For  healing  and    composure.  —  But,  as 

And  mightiest  billows  ever  have  confessed 
Thy  domination;  as  the  whole  vast  Sea 


Feels   through    her    lowest    deptlis    thy 

sovereignty; 
So  shines  thai  countenance  witb  especial 

grace  , 

On  them  who  urge  Ihe  keel  her  plains  to 

Furrowing  its  way  lighl  onward.     The 

Cut  off   from   home  and  country,   may 

have  stood  — 
Even  till  long  gazing  halh  bedimmed  his 

eye. 
Or  the  mute  laplure  ended  in  a  sigh- — 
Touched    by    accordance    of    thy   placid 

With  some  internal  lights  to  memory  dear. 
Or  fancies  .slealing  forth  to  soothe  the 

Tired  with  its  daily  share  of  earth's  un- 

Gentle  awakenings,  visitations  meek; 
A  kindlyinfluence  whereof  few  will  speak. 
Though  it  can  wet  with  tears  the  hardiest 

And  when  thy  beauly  in  the  shadowy 

Is  hidden,  buried  in  its  monthly  grave; 
Then,  while  the  Sailor,  'mid  an  open  sea 
Swept   by  a  favoring  wind   that  leaves 

thought  free, 
Paces  the  deck  —  no  star  perhaps  in  sight. 
And  nothing  save  the  moving  ship's  own 

light 
To  cheer  the  long  dark  hours  of  vacant 

Oft  with  ms  musings  does  thy  image  blend. 
In  his  mind's  eye  thy  crescent  horns  as- 

And  thouartslill,0  Moon,  that  Sailor's 
Friend  ! 


■Sis. 


1836. 


TO  THE  MOON. 


Queen  of  the  slars !— so  genlle,  so  benign. 
That  ancient  Fable  did  to  ihee  assign, 
When  darkness  creeping  o'er  thy  silver 
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A  Bard,  who,  lately  aesr  th^  wide-spread 

Traversed  by  gleaming  ships,  looked  up 

to  thee 
With  grateful  thoughts,  doth   now   thy 

rising  hail 
From  the  close  confines  of  a  shadowy  vale. 
Glory  of  night,  conspicuous  yel  serene, 
Nor  less  altiactive  when  by  glimpses  seen 
Through  cloudy  umbrae,  well  might  that 

fair  face. 


Down  to  the  green  earth  fetch  thee  from 

thy  sphere, 
To  sit  in  leafy  woods  by  fountains  clear  1 
O  still  beloved  (for  thine,  meek  Power, 


e  ihe  very  Babe  in  arms. 
While  be,  uplifted  towards  thee,  laughs 

outright, 
Spreading  his  little  palms   in   his  glad 

Mother's  sight) 
O  still  beloved,  once  worshipped !    Time, 

In  his  destructive  flight  on  earthly  crowns. 
Spares  thy  mild  splendor;  still  those  tar- 
shot  beams 
Tremble  on  dancing  waves  and  rippling 

With  painless  touch,  as  chaste  as  when 

thy  praise 
Was  sung  by  Virgin-choirs  in  festal  lays; 
And  through  dark  trials  still  dost  thou 

«plore 
Thy  way  for  increase  punctual  as  of  yore, 
When  teeming  Matrons — yielding  to  lude 


Extinct  that  echoed  to  the  votive  strains; 
Yel  Ihy.mild  aspect  does  not,  cannot,  cease 
Love  to  promote  and  purity  and  peace; 
And   Fancy,  unreproved,  even  yet  may 

Faint  typws  of  suffering  in  thy  beamless 

Then.silenl  Monitress  !  let  us— not  blind 


To  worlds  unlhougbt  of  tilt  the  searching 


To  aught  of  highest,  holiest,  influence  — 
Receive  whatever  good  't  is  given  thee  to 

May  sage  and  simple,  catching  with  one 

eye 
The  moral  intimations  of  the  sky. 
Learn  from  thy  course,   where'er  their 

"To  look  on  tempests,  and  be  never 

shaken ; ' ' 
To  keep  with  faithful  step  the  appointed 

Eclipsing  or  eclipsed,  by  night  or  day, 
And  from  example  of  thy  monthly  range 
Gently  to  brook  decline  and  fatal  change; 
Meek,  patient,  steadfast,  and  with  loftier 

Than   thy   revival   yields,  for  gladsome 
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Killy  bcDtStuii  Ihe  object  ol   h 


miuppUed 


To  a  good  Man  of  most  dear  memory 
This  Slone  is  sacred.     Here  he  lies  apart 
From  the  great  city  where  he  first  drew 

Was  reared  and   taught;    and   humbly 

earned  his  bread, 
Tothe  strict  labors  of  Ihe  merchant's  desk 
By  duty  chained.     Not  seldom  did  those 

Tease,  and  the  thought  of  lime  ao  spent 

His  spirit,  but  the  recompense  was  high; 
Firm    Independence,   Bounty's   rightful 


Knowledge  and  wisdom,  gained  from  con- 

Wilh   books,   or   while   he   ranged   the 

crowded  streeU 
With  a  keen  eye,  and  overflowing  heart: 
So  genius  triumphed  over  seeming  wrong. 
And  poured  out  truth  in  works  by  thought- 
ful love 
Inspired  —  works  potent  over  smiles  and 

And  as  round  mountain-lops  the  lightning 

Thus  innocently  sported,  breaking  forth 
As  from  a  cloud  of  some  grave  sympathy. 
Humor  and  wild  instinctive  wil,  and  all 
The  vivid  flashes  of  his  spoken  words. 
From  the  most  gentle  creature  nursed  in 

fields ' 
Had  been  derived  (he  name  he  bore  —  a 


Wher. 


er   Christian    altars    hav 
aised, 


Hallowed  to  meekness  an 

And  it  in  him  meekness  at  times  gave  way. 

Provoked    out    of    herself    by  troubles 

Many  and  strange,  that  hung  about  hit 
life; 


Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 
A  soul  by  resignation  sanctified : 
And  if  loo  often,  sell -re  preached,  he  felt 
Thai  innocence  belongs  not  lo  our  kind, 
A  power  that  never  ceased  lo  abide  in  him, 
Cliarily,  'mid  the  multitude  of  sins 
That  she  can  cover,  left  not  his  exposed 
To  an  unforgiving    judgment    from    just 

Heaven. 
Oh,  he  was  good,  if  e'eragood  Man  lived! 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  sorrowing 

Those  simple  lines  flowed  with  an  earnest 

Though  but  a  doubting  hope,  that  they 

Fitly  to  guard  the  precious  dust  of  him 
Whose  virtues  called  them  lorth.     That 

For  much  that  truth  most  urgently  required 
Had  from  a  faltering  pen  been  asked  in 

Vet,  haply,  on  the  printed  page  received. 
The   imperfect  record,  there,  may  stand 

unblamed 
As  long  as  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the 

Of  memory,  or  see  ihe  light  of  love. 
Thou  Wert  a  seorner  of  the  fields,  my 

But  more  in  show  than  (ruth;    atM  from 

the  fields, 
And  from  the  mountains,  to  thy  rural  grave 
Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o'er 
Its  green  untrodden    turf,  and    blowing 


And  taking  up  a 


:  shall  speak  (tho' 


Awed  by  the  theme's  peculiar  sanctily 
Which  words  less  free  presumed  nol  ev 

lo  touch) 
Of  that  (ralernal  love.  Whose  heaven- 

From  infancy,  Ihrough  manhood. 


the 


Of  threescore  years,  and  to  thy  latest  hour. 
Burnt  on  with  ever- strengthening  light, 

enshrined 
Within  thy  bosom. 

"  Wonderful  "  hath  been 
The  love  established  between  man  and 
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g  the  love  . 


MiLn  and  his  help-mate  in  fast  wedlock 

Through  God,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  90ul 

of  love 
Without  whose  blissful  influence  Paiadise 
Had  been  no  Paradise;   and  earth  weie 

A  waste  where  cieatuies  bearing  human 

Direst  oi  savage  beasts,  would  roam  in 

Joyless  and  comfortless.     Our  days  glide 

And  let  him  grieve  who  cannot  choose  but 

grieve 
That  he  hath  been  an  Elm  without  his 

Vine, 
And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  chari. 

That,roand  his  trunk  and  branches,  might 

have  clung 
Enriching  and  adorning.  Unto  thee. 
Not  so  enriched,  not  so  adorned,  to  thee 
Was  given  (say  rather,  thou  of  later  birth 
Wert  given  to  her)  a  Sister— 't  is  a  word 
Timidly  uttered,  for  she  livfs,  the  meek. 
The  self-restraining,  and  the  ever-kind; 
In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heail 
Found  — for   all    interests,   hopes,   and 

All    softening,    humanizing,    hallowing 

powers. 
Whether  withheld,  or  foe  her  sake  un- 
sought ■ — 
More  than  sufficient  recompense! 

Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell 

it  here?) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers;  and  when 

years. 
Lifting  (he  boytoman'sestate,  had  called 
The  long -protected  to  assume  (he  part 
Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 
Was  undissolved;  and,  in  or  out  of  sight, 
Remained  imperishably  interwoven 
With  life  itself.    ITius,  'mid  a  shifting 

Did  they  together  testify  of  time 

And  season's  difference  —  a  double  tree 

With  two  collateral  stems  sprung  from 


>n 

Such  were   (hey  —  such  (hro"  lite   they 

might  have  been 
In  union,  in  partition  only  such; 
Otherwise  wrought  the  will  ol  the  Most 

H^h; 
Yet,  thro'  all  visitations  and  all  trials, 
Still  they  were  faithful;    like  two  vessels 

launched 
From  the  same  beach  one  ocean  to  explore 
With  mutual  help,  and  sailing  —  to  their 

True,  as  inexorable  winds,  or  bars 
Floating  or  fixed  of  polar  ice,  allow. 

But  turn  we  rather,  let  my  spirit  turn 
With  thine,  O  silent  and  invisible  Friend ! 
To  those  dear  intervals,  nor  rare  nor  brief, 
When  reunited,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miscellaneous  converse,  ye  were 

That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  dis- 

And  the  worse  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  around  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  its  mother)  may  be  both  alike 
Disarmed  of  power  to  unsettle  present 

So  prized,  and  things  inward  and  out- 
ward held 
In  such  an  even  balance,  ihat  the  heart 
Acknowledges  God's  grace,  his   mercy 

feels. 
And  in  its  depth  of  gratitude  is  still. 

O  gill  divine  of  quiet  sequestration  1 
The  hermit,  exercised  In  prayer  and  praise. 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  heaven, 
Is  happy  in  his  vow,  and  fondly  cleaves 
To  life-long  singleness;  but  happier  far 
Was  to  your  souls,  and,  to  the  thoughts  of 

others, 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  appeared, 
Your  i/»a/ loneliness.     The  sacred  tie 
Is  broken;  yet  why  grieve?  for  Time  but 

holds 
His  moiety  in  trust,  till  Joy  shall  lead 


parting  is 


To  the  blest  world  where 
knowi 
1835-  1836. 
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UPON   SEEING   A  COLORED   EftlAWING. 


fiul 


luMbefouo' 


When  first,  descending  from  the  moor- 

I  saw  Ihe  Stream  of  Yairow  glide 

Along  a.  baie  and  open  valley, 

Tfie  Ettrick  Shepherd  was  tny  guide. 

When  last  along  its  banks  I  wandered, 
Through  groves  that  had  begun  (o  shed 
Their  golden  leaves  upon  the  palhways, 
My  steps  the  Border-minstrel  led. 

The  m^hty  Minstrel  breathes  no  longer, 
'Mid  mouldering  luins  low  he  lies; 
And  death  upon  the  braes  of  Yarrow, 
Has  closed  Ihe  Shepherd -poel's  eyes: 

Nor  has  the  rolling  year  twice  measured, 
From  sign  (o  sign,  its  steadfast  course, 
Since  every  mortal  power  of  Coleridge 
Was  frozen  at  its  marvellous  source; 

The  rapt  One,  of  the  godlike  forehead. 
The  heaven-eyed  creature  sleeps  in  earth  : 
And  Lamb,  the  frolic  and  the  genlie. 
Has  vanished  from  his  lonely  hearth. 

Like   clouds   that    rake   the 


Or  waves  ihat  own  no  curbing  hand. 
How  fast  has  brother  followed  brother 
From  sunshine  to  Ihe  sunless  land  ! 

Vet  I,  whose  lids  from  infant  slumber 
Were  earlier  raised,  remain  to  hear 
A  limid  voice,  that  asks  in  whispers, 
"  Who  next  will  drop  and  disappear?" 


On  which  with  thee,  O  Crabbe  1  torlh- 

looking, 
I  gazed  from  Hampstead's  breezy  healh. 

As  if  but  yesterday  departed, 
Thou  too  art  gone  before;  but  why. 
O'er  ripe  Iruit,  seasonably  gathered, 
Should  frail  survivors  heave  a' sigh? 

Mourn  rather  for  that  holy  Spirit, 
Sweet  as  the  spring,  as  ocean  deep; 
For  Her  who,  ere  her  summer  faded. 
Had  sunk  into  a  breathless  sleep. 

No  more  of  old  romantic  sorrows. 

For  slaughtered  Voulh  or  love-lorn  Maid  ! 

Wilh  sharper  grief  is  Yarrow  sr"'""" 

And  Ettrick  i — ■■'-  '-— 

dead.' 


IS  with  ber  their  Poet 


BR.  iSjs. 


1816. 


UPON  SEEING  A  COLORED 
DRAWING  OF  THE  BIRD  OF 
PARADISE   IN   AN   ALBUM. 
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Who  rashly  strove  thy  Image  to  portray? 
Thou  buoyant  minion  of  the  tropic  air; 
How  could  he  think  of  the  live  creature 
—  gay 

With  a  divinity  of  colors,  drest 

In  all  her  brightness,  from  the  dancing 
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Far  as  the  lost  gleam  of  the  filmy  train 
Extended  and  extending  to  sustain 
The  motions  thai  it  graces  —  and  forbear 
To  drop  his  pencil  1     Flowers  of  every 

Depicted  on  these  pages  smile  at  time; 
And  gorgeous  insects  Copied  with  nice 

Are  here,  and  likenesses  ot  many  a  shell 

Tossed  ashore  by  restless  waves, 

Or  in  the  diver's  grasp  fetched  up  from 

Where  sea-nymphs  might  be  proud   lo 

dwell : 
But  whose  rash  hand  (again  1  ask)  could 

'Mid  casual    tokens    and    promiscuoas 
To  circumscribe  this  Shape  in  fixed  re- 
Could  imitate  for  indolent  survey. 
Perhaps  lor  touch  profane, 
Plumes   that   might    catch,    Imt    cannot 

And,   with    cloud-streaks    lightest    and 

loftiest,  share 
The  sun's  first  greeting,  his  last  faiewetl 

ray! 
Resplendent  Wanderer  !  followed  with 

glad  eyes 
Where'er  her  course;  mysterious  Bird  ! 
To  whom,  by  wondering  Fancy  stirred, 
Eastern  Islanders  have  given 
A  holy  name-— the  Bird  of  Heaven  I 
And  even  a  title  higher  still. 
The  Bird  of  God  !  whose  blessed  will 
She  seems  petforminc  as  she  flies 
Over  the  earth  and  through  the  skies 
In  never-wearied  search  of  Paradise  — 
Region  that  crowns  her  beauty  with  the 

She  l)ears  (or  us  —  for  us  how  blest. 
How  happy  at  all  seasons,  could  like  aim 
Uphold  our  Spirits  urged  to  kindred  flight 
On  wings  that  fear  no  glance  ot  God's 

pure  ^ht, 
No  tempest  from  his  breath,  their  prom- 
Seeking  with  indefatigable  quest 
Above  a  world  that  deems  itself  most  wise 
When  most  enslaved  by  gross  realities ! 


"PbOPLB!  your  chains  are  severing  link 

Soon  shall  the  Rich  be  levelled  down  — 

the  Poor 
Meet  (hem  hali  way."     Vain  boast!  for 

These,  the  mote 
They   thus   would   rise,   must   low   and 

Till,  by  repentance  stung,  they  fear  to 

think; 
While  all  lie  prostrate,  save  the  tyrant  few 
Bent  in  quick  turns  each  other  (o  undo. 
And   mix   the   poison,   they  themselves 

must  drink. 
Mistrust  thyself,  vain  Country  1  cease  to 

cry, 
"Knowledge  will   save   me    from    the 

threatened  woe." 
For,  if  than  other  rash  ones  more  ihoii 


Thou  will  provoke  a  heavier  penalty. 


IB  broughl  up  in  the  otighbor- 
de.  The  epitaph,  a  part  of  it  at 
:urch  at  Brocn^rove,  when  she 


She   came,   though    meek    of   soul,   in 

seemly  pride 
Of  happiness  and  hope,  a  youthful  Bride. 
O  dread  leverse !   if  aught  kt  so,  which 

That   God  will  chasten  whom  he  dearly 

loves. 
Faith  bore  her  up  through  pains  in  meicy 

given. 
And  troubles  that  were  each  a  step  to 

Heaven; 
Two  Babes  were  laid  in  earth  before  she 
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A   third  now  slumbers  at  ibe  Mother's 

Its  Si^er-twin  survives,   whose    smQes 

afford 
A  trembling  solace  to  bcr  widowed  Lord. 
Reader  t  if  to  thy  bosom  cling  tbe  pain 
Of  recent  sorrow  combated  in  vain; 
Oc  if  thy  cherished  grief  have  failed  to 

Time  still  intent  on  his  insidious  pari, 
Lalling  the  mourner's  best  good  thoughts 

Pilfering  r^rets  we  would,  but  cannot, 

keep; 
Bear  with  Him  —  judge  J/im  gently  who 

makes  known 
His  Mtler  loss  by  tbis  memorial  Stone; 
And  pray  that  in  his  faithful  breast  the 

grace 
Of  resignalion  find  a  hallowed  place. 


Dbsponding  Father!  mark  ibis  altered 

bo;^h, 
So  beauti  tulollate,withsunshinewaimed, 
Or   moist   with   dews;    what  more   un- 

subtly  now. 
Its  blossoms  shrivelled,  and  its  fruit,  if 

formed. 
Invisible?  yet  Spring  her  genial  brow 
Knits  not  o'erlbat  discoloring  and  decay 
As  false  to  expectation.     Noi  (ret  tbou 
At  like  anletvely  process  in  the  May 
CI  human  life:  a  Stripling's  graces  blow. 
Fade  and  are  shed,  that  from  their  timely 

fall 
(Misdeem   it  not  a   cankerous  change) 

may  grow 
Rich  mellow  bearings,  that  for  thanks 

^all  call : 
In  all  men,  sinhil  is  it  to  be  slow 
To  hope  —  in  Parents,  sinful  above  all. 


.S3J. 


■SJS. 


4    ANTIQUITIES 


.    The  lieulitut  pavei 
ml  hiUi  upoD  wtitdi  tl 


While  poring  Antiquarians  search  the 

ground 
Upturned  with  curious  pains,  the  Ban), 


a  Seer, 


Takes  fire:- 


■The  D 


that  have  been 

reappear ; 
Romans    for    travel  girt,   for   bu^ness 

gowned; 
And   some  recline   on  couches,  myrtle- 

In  festal  glee:  why  not?     For  fresh  and 

clear. 
As  if  its  hues  were  of  the  passing  year. 
Dawns  this  time -buried  pavement.   From 

that  mound 
Hoards  may  come  forth  of  Trajans,  Maxi- 

Shrunk  into  coins  with  all  their  warlike 

toil; 
Or  a  fierce  impress  issues  with  its  toil 
Of  tenderness  — the  Wolf,  whose  suck- 
ling Twins 
Tbe  unlettered  ploughfmy  pities  when  he 

The  casual  treasure  from  the  furrowed 


HcrelordAhlit. 

When  human  touch  (as  monkish  books 

Nor  was  applied  nor  could  be,  Ledbury 

bells 
Broke  forth  in  concert  flung  adown  the 

dells. 
And  upward,  high  as  Malvern's  cloudy 

Sweet  tones,  and  caught  by  a  noble  Lady 

blest 
To  rapture  1     Mabel  listened  at  the  dde 
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And  Calheiine  said,  Jgtrt  X  set  up  mg 

(EBt. 

Warned  in  a  dream,  the  Wanderer  long 

had  Eoughl 
A  home  thai  by  such  miracle  of  sound 
Must  be  revealed ; —  she  beard  it  now,  or 

feh 
The  deep,  deep  joy  of  a  confiding  thought ; 
And  there,  a  saintly  Anchoress,  she  dwelt 
Till  she  exchanged  for  heaven  thai  happy 

ground. 


roof  of  the  coach- 

FOUR.  fieiy  itecds  impBlient  ot  the  rein 

Whirled  us  o'er  sunless  giound  beneattt 

Old  of  sunshine,  when,  from  that  wide 


Clear  tops  of  far-off  mountains  we  descry, 
Lilie  a  Sierra  o(  cerulean  Spain, 
All  light  and  lustre.  Did  no  heart  reply? 
Yes,llierewasOne; — for  One, asunder  fty 
Tlie  thousand  links  0 1  that  ethereal  chain; 
And  green  vale^open  out,  with  grove  and 

l^eld. 
And  the  (air  front  of  many  a  happy  Home; 
Such  lenipting  spots  as  into  vision  come 
While  Soldiers,  weary  of  the  arms  they 


load  of.  Onlheijlhof  Febnurr 
ii.  idy  daughter,  in  4  »po 


Why  art  thou  silent !  Is  thy  lov«  a  plant 
Of  such  weak  fibre  that  the  treacherous  air 
Of  absence  withers  what  was  once  so  fair? 
Is  there  no  debt  to  pay,  no  boon  logtant? 
Yet  have  my  thoughts  (or  ihee  been  vigi- 
lant- 
Bound  to  thy  service  with  unceasing  caie, 


For  nought  but  what  thy  happiness  cc 

Speak — though  this  soft  warm  heart,  □ 

free  to  hold 
A  thousand  tender  pleasures,  thine 


Be  left  more  desolate,  more  dreary  cold 
ThanaforsakenbirdVnesI  filled  wilhsnow 
'Mid  its  own  bush  of  leafless  eglantine  — 
Speak,  that  my  torturing  doubts  their  end 
may  know  t 


>»J5' 


.83s. 


The  fate  of  this  poor  Dove,  u  detcribed. ' 
told  to  me  al  Biinsop  Coun,  by  Ihe  young  1 
Id  whom  I  have  ^veu  the  name  of  Leslaa. 

That  Eubtile  Power,  the  oevei-halliiig  Timi 


"Wait,   prilhee,   wait!"    this   answer 

Lesbia  threw 
Forth  to  her  Dove,  and  took  no  further 

Her  eye  was  busy,  while  her  fingers  flew 
Across   Ihe    harp,    with    soul -engrossing 

But  from  that  bondage  when  her  thoughts 

were  treed 
She  rose,  and  toward  Ihe  dose-shut  case- 
Whence  the  poor  unregarded  Favorite, 
To  old  affections,  had  been  heard  to  plead 


:.bv  Google 


MEMORIALS  OF  A  TOUR   IN   ITALY. 


With  flapping  wing  ( 

Forced  tiom  that  voice  so  lalely  luned  to 

Ot  harmonyl — a  shriek  ot  terioi,  pain, 
And  seK-teproach !  for,  (torn  aiofi,  a  Kile 
Pounced,  —and  the  Dove,  which  from  Lis 

tulhless  beak 
She  could  not  rescue,  perished  in  her  sight  1 
■Sis'  'hi- 


Deep  under  ground,  in  Plulo's  cahinol, 
"  The  frost  of  England's  pride  will  soon 

be  thawed; 
"  Hooded  the  open  brow  that  overawed 
"  Our  schemes;  ihe  faith  and  honor,  never 

yet 
"Byuswithhopeencounlered,beup5et;  — 
"  For  once  I  burst  my  bands,  and  cry, 

applaud ! ' ' 
Then  whispered  she,  "  The  Bill  is  carry- 

They  heard,  and.  starling  up,  the  Brood 

of  Night 
Clapped  hands,  and  shook  wilh  glee  their 

matted  locks; 
All  Powers  and  Places  that  abhor  the  light 
Joined  in  the  transport,  echoed  back  their 

Hurrah  for ~,  hugging  his  Ballot-box  ! 


NOVEMBER,  1836. 


Thy 


ihy  IT 


-  the  stilt  rapturi 


When  Ihou,  dear  Sister !   wert  become 

Death's  Bride: 
No  Irace  of  pain  or  languor  could  abide 
That  change: — age  on  thy  brow   was 

smoothed  —  thy  cold 
Wan  cheek  at  oncewas  privileged  tounfold 
A  loveliness  to  living  youth  denied. 
Oht  ifwithin  me  hope  sboulde'er decline. 


The  lamp  of  faith,  lost  Friend  1  too  faintly 

Then  may  that  heaven-revealing  smile  of 

The  bright  assurance,  visibly  return: 
And  let  my  spirit  in  that  power  divine 
Reioice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased 


i8j6. 


.Sjj, 


Sixmonths  to  six  years  added  he  remained 
Upon  this  sinful  earth,  by  sin  unstained: 
O  blessed  Lord  I  whose  mercy  then  re- 
moved 
A  Child  whom  every  eye  that  looked  on 

loved; 
Support  us,  teach  us  calmly  to  resigrt 
What  we  possessed,  and  now  is  wholly 


■ioiMof  Italy,  but  did  ni 


friend  H.  C.  Robinx 
London,  to  which  vt 


vtry  few  ot  tbe  plana  and  objects  thiit  Interested 
me,  and,  in  what  they  do  idveR  to,  are  for  the 
most  pan  much  slimier  Ihin  I  could  wish.    More 


ith  of  Fnnu,  dot  of  the  Raman 
aoliquities  abounding  in  that  dillrict,  Hpeclallr 
of  the  Pont  de  Degird,  which,  (ogether  with  fU 

mains  oi  Roman  architecture  to  be  found  in  Ital^. 
Then  there  was  Vaudose,  with  its  Fountain,  iB 
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Pclraich,  il>  iccki  of  all  uu«u,  iu  sa 

tiouama  of  the  peAch  and  other  LiHi  cr 


tn  hia  childhood  ha 


Some,  especially 


su  mutl  have  HoHEd  I  do  doI  say  Irom  a  wi 
display  his  own  laleal,  but  from  a  habil 


wfilh  his  Lyrical  poemSt  and  panicutarly  with  ihe 

he  poun  out  his  reproaches,  Laidentalioiis,  and 
upirations  VAt  an  atdcDC  and  sincere  palrioL 


MENRV  CRABB  ROBINSON. 

C9HPAF11ON]  by  whose  buoyant  Spirit  cheered, 
In  whose  expehence  tnisting,  day  by  day 
Tieasurei  I  gained  with  leal  thai  neither  leared 
The  toils  nor  fell  the  crosses  of  the  way. 


OUKT,  Fci.  l^ik.  1841. 


report,  too  well  founded,  of  the  prevalence  ol 
Cholera  at  Naples.  To  nuke  sane  ameods  foi 
what  was  reluctinlly  left  unseen  in  the  South  ol 
Italy,  we  vitited  Ihe  Tuscan  Snnctuanes  among 
the  Apenninei,  and  the  piindpal  Italian  Lakes 
among  the  Alps.  Neither  sf  those  lakes,  dot  dI 
Venice, is  then  any  notice  in  these  Poems,  chieBy 


t  upon  (he  extinction  ol  the  Venetian 


musings  near  aqua  pendente. 
April,  1837. 

That  spake  oi  bards  and  minstrels." 

His,  Sir  Walter  Scott's  eye,  liid  la  fad  kiod^c 
at  them,  for  Ihe  lines,  "  Places  foisaken  now," 
■d  the  two  that  follow  were  adopted  from  a  poem 
rly  forty  years  ago  was  in  part 


"  Old  Helvetlyn'l  brow, 
Where  once  together,  in  his  day  ol' strength. 
We  stood  rejoicing." 

Sir  Humphrev  Davy  was  with  us  at  the  time. 
We  had  ascended  Irom  Paterdale,  and  I  could 
not  but  admire  Ihe  vigor  with  which  Scott 
scrambled  along  that  horn  of  Ihe  mountain  called 

slow,  and  was  beguiled  by  Scoll's  Telling  many 

Sir  H.  Davy  would  have  probably  been  better 


"A  few  short  steps  (painful  they  were)." 
rhis,  though  introduced  her*,  I  did  nol  know 
it  waa  told  me  at  Rome  by  Miss  Mackeniie  of 
ionh,  a  lady  whose  friendly  altentions  during 

-■    -e  gratefully  ackno   '      ' 


with  EI 


d  stood  together  on  the  brow  of  tlie  hi 
>1dng  (be  dty  of  Rome:  his  daughle 
s  with  them,  and  she,  oalurally  desir 
:  sake  of  Miss  Mackeniie  especially,  i 
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cLthei  by  hit 
pH=d]«,"h 

riiowipg 

eg  to  .tan 
0  thai  the  p 

■■Ov 

=r«. 

™ 

ough 

Dd  deep.' 

WelMkb. 
oi  d>e  right  h 

1" 

*i 

h=  lighlhou«  «  ■ 
l»j  which  make 

de  glad  when 

we  g^ned 

the  ! 

bote,  though 

helle,  »id  Byr 

^ -one  of    hem 

■emedtohaveo 

many  quarter 

would  have  pr 

bably  rejoiced  in 

neelbeliev 

thejbolbin 

'""L^hr. 

Lak 

erha.hi.f 

ubt  <hey  ha 

iDBiIhavee<e 

eridgehadthemoit 

paulve  courage  in  bodily  p 

e^ily  cowed  w 

en  moral  A 

nines 

wastequirtd 

"  How  lovely  robed  in  forenoon  light  andlhade. 

There  is  not  a  single  bay  aloDg  this  beautiful 

more  inviting  thau  the  other;  but  the  deiolaied 
convent  on  the  cliff  in  the  bay  of  Savona  struck 
my  fancy  moit ;  and  bad  I ,  Cot  the  sake  ol  my 
own  health  or  that  of  a  deai  friend,  or  any  other 

should  have  let  tny  thoughts  loost  upon  a  scheiDC 
of  turning  some  part  of  this  building  Into  a  hal^- 
talioB  prouided  as  lat  aa  might  be  with  English 
cofflfortS'    There  ia  close  by  it  a  row  or  avenue. 


mouths  o(  Man 
of  the  Apenoini 


seigliboriiood.'* 
lent  through  the 
e  vales  and  hill! 


•lively  at  d 

Serent  elev 

tions 

as  the  season  ad- 

passes  oun 

nbea 

tyaadlragrance, 

ul,  speakin 

Ij,  1  cann 

1  affirm  the 

les  in  paidcular, 

lybu 

thinly  scattered 

d  l«.euisb 

The  note  a 

poem,  upon  the 

>iford  move 

k  Fiber.     1 

□Idh 

m  what  1  wished 

dbe^edtha 

e  was  intimately 

th  several  oi  the  Leaden  of  it,  he 

ould  eipiM 

my  though 

inlh 

way  leail  likely 

belakwia. 

■nis.  by  then 

.    M 

uch  of  the  work 

God  g 


t   their 


te  dooe. 


Ve  Apennines  1  with  all  your  lerlile  vales 
Deeply  etnbosomed,  and  your  winding 

Of  either  sea —  an  Islander  by  biith, 
A  Mountaineer  by  habit,  would  resound 
Your  praise,  in  nieel  aixordance  with  your 

Bestowed  by  Nature,  or  trom  man's  great 

Inherited :  —  presumpluoua    thought  1  — 

it  fled 
Like  vapor,  like  a  towering  cloud,  dis- 

Not,  therefore,  shall  my  mind  give  way  to 

Von  snow-white  torrent-fall,  plumb  down 


Yete 


r  hang 


Lulling  the  leistite  of  that  high  perched 


;,  in  her  lofty  site 
Its  neighbor  and  its  namesake — town, 

and  flood 
Forth  flashing  out  of  its  own  gloomy  chasm 
Bright  sunbeams  —  the  fresh  verdure  of 

this  lawn 
Strewn  with  gray  rocks,  and  on  the  hori- 

O'er  intetvenient  waste,  through  glimmer- 
ing haie. 

Unquestionably  kenned,  that  cone-shaped 
hill 
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Close  at  my  side  i     ShebidsmeflyWgreet 
Her  sisters,  shod  like  her  lo  be  attired 
With  golden  blossoms  opening  at  the  feet 
Of  my  own  Fairfield.  The  glad  greet- 

Given  with  a  voice  and  by  a  look  re- 

Of  old  companionship,  Time  counts  not 

Ere,   from   accustomed    paths,    familiar 

fields. 
The  local  Genius  hurries  me  aloft, 
Transported  over  that  cloud-wooing  hill. 
Seat  Sandal,  a  fond  suitor  of  the  clouds, 
With   dteam-lilte   smoothness,   to    Hel- 

vellyn's  top. 
There  to  alight  upon  crisp  moss  and  range. 
Obtaining  ampler  boon,  at  every  step. 
Of    visual   sovereignty — hills  multitudi- 

(Not  Apennine  can  boast  of  fairer)  hills 
Pride  of  two  nations,  wood  and  lake  and 

plains, 
And  prospect  right  below  of  deep  coves 

shaped 
By  skeleton  arms,  that,  from  the  moun- 

Extended,  clasp  the  winds,  with  mutual 

Struggling  for  liberty,  while  undismayed 
The  shepherd  struggles  with  them.    On- 
ward thence 
And  downward  by  the  skirt  of  Gieenside 

fell. 
And    by   Glenridding- screes,    and    low 

Glencoign, 
Places  forsaken  now,  though  loving  slill 
The  muses,  as  ihey  loved  them  in  the  days 
Of    the   old   minstrels   and  the   border 

But  here  am  I  fast  bound;  and  let  il  pass, 
The  simple  rapture;— who  that  travels  far 
To  feedhis  mind  with  watchful  eyes  could 

Or  wish  to  share  it  ?  —  One  there  surely 


Brought   to   this  genial    climate,    when 

disease 
Preyed  upon  body  and  mind  —  yet  not 

the  less 
Had  his  sunk  eye  kindled  at  those  dear 

That  spake  of  bards  and  minstrels;  and 

Had  flown  with  mine  to  old  Helvellyn's 


When 


in    his    day   i 


We  stood  re|oicing,  as  if  earth  were  free 

From  sorrow,  like  the  sky  above  our  heads. 

Years  followed  years,  and  when,  upon 

the  eve 
Of  his  last  going  from  Tweed-side,  thought 

turned. 
Or  by  another's  sympathy  was  led. 
To  this  bright  land,  Hope  was  for  him  no 

Knowledge  no  help;  Im^nation  shaped 
No  promise.  Still,  in  more  than  ear- 
deep  seats. 


hich  wedded  borrowed 

To  sadness  not  their  own,  when,  with 

Forced  by  intent  to  take  from  speech  its 

He  said,  "When  I  am  there,  although 

'T  will  be  another  Yarrow."'     Prophecy 
More  than  fulfilled,  as  gay  Campania's 

Soon  witnessed,  and  the  city  of  sevenhills, 
Her  sparkling  fountains  and  her  moulder- 
ing tombs; 
And  more  than  all,  that  Eminence  which 

Her  splendors,  seen,  not  felt,  the  while 

he  stood 
A  fewshortstegsCpainfulthey  were)  apart 
From  Taaso's  Convent- haven,  and  retired 
grave. 
Peace  to  their  Spirits  1  why  should  Poesy 
Yield  to  the  lure  of  vain  regret,  and  hover 
In  gloom  on  wings  with  confidence  out- 
spread 
To  move  in  sunshine?—  Utter  thanks,  my 
Soull 

■  S«Nott 
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Tempered  with  awe,  and  sweetened  by 

compassion 
For  ihem  who  in  the  shades  of  soi 

dwell. 

That  I  —  so  near  [he  tenn  to  human  life 
Appointed  by  man's  common  heritage, 
Frail  as  the  tiailest,  one  withal  (if  that 
Deserve  a  ihougbt)  but  tittle  known  to 

e  where  Nature's  loveliest 


e  Ion 


Art's  noblest  relics,  history's   rich  be- 

Failedto  reanimate  and  but  feebly  cheered 
The  whole  world's  Darling—  tree  to  rove 

at  wtll 
O'er  high  and  low,  and  if  requiting  rest. 
Rest  from  enjoyment  only. 

Thank?  poured  forth 
Forwhatthus  far  bath  blessed  my  wander- 
Fervent  but  bumble  as  the  lips  can  breathe 
Where  gladness  seems  B  duty  —  let  me 

guard 
Those  seeds  of  expectation  which  the  fruit 
Already  gathered  in  ibis  favored  Land 
Enfolds  within  its  core.     The  faith  be 

That    He  who  guides  and  governs  all, 

approves 
When  gratitude,   though  disciplined  to 

look 
Beyond  these    transient    spheres,   doth 

Of  earthly  hope  pat  on  with   trembling 

Nor   is   least   pleased,   we  trust,   when 

golden  beamSf 
Reflected  through  the  mists  of  age,  from' 

Oi  innocent  delight,  remote  or  recent, 
Shoot  but  a  little  way— 't  is  all  they  can— 
Into  the  doubtful  future.  Wbo  would  keep 
Power  must  resolve  to  cleave  to  it  througl 

lite, 
Else  i(  deserts  him,  surely  as  he  lives. 
Saints   would   not   grieve   ruir  guardian 

angels  frown 
If  one — while  tossed,  as  was  my  lot  to 

In  a  frail  bark  urged  by  two  slender  oars 
Over  waves  rough  and  deep,  that,  when 
they  tsoke. 


Dashed   ibeir   white   foam   against    the 

palace  walls 
Of  Genoa  the  superb — should  there  be  led 
Tomeditateuponbisown  appointed  tasks, 
However   humble   in    themselves,   with 

thoughts 
Raised  and  sustained  by  memory  of  Him 
Who   oftentimes   within    those    narrow 

bounds 
Rocked   on   the   surge,   there   tried  his 

spirit's  strength 
And  grasp  of  purpose,  long  ere  sailed  his 

To  lay  a  new  world  open. 

Nor  less  prized 
Be  those  impressions  which  incline  the 

To  mild,  to  lowly,  and  to  seeming  weak. 
Bend  that  way  her  desires.     The  dew, 

the  storm  — 
The  dew  whose  moisture  fell  in  gentle 

Oh  the  small  hyssop  destined  to  become, 
By  Hebrew  ordinance  devoutly  kept, 
A  purifying  instrument  —  the  storm 
That  shook  on  Lebanon  the  cedar's  top. 
And  as  it  shook,  enabling  the  blind  roots 
Further  lo  force  their  way,  endowed  its 

Witb  magnitude  and  strength  fit  to  uphold 
The  glorious  temple- — did  alike  proceed 
From  the  same  gracious  will,  were  both 

an  offspring 
Of  bounty  infinite. 

Between  Powers  that  aim 
Higher  to  lilt  their  lofty  heads,  impelled 
By  no  profane  ambition,  Power^h at  thrive 
^  conflict,  and  their  opposiles,  that  trust 
In  lowliness  —  a  midway  tract  there  lies 
Of  thoughtful  sentiment  tor  every  mind 
Pregnant  with  good.  Young,  Middle- 
aged,  and  Old, 
From  century  on  to  century,  must  have 


The  e 


knov 


e  t^lly  1 


The  blesi  tranquilUty  that  sunk  so  deep 
Into  my  spirit,  when  I  paced,  enclosed 
In  Pisa's  Campo  Santo,  the  smooth  tioor 
Of  its  Arcades  paved  wilb  sepulchral  slabs, 
And  through  each  window's  open  tret- 
work  looked 
O'er  the  blank  Area  of  sacred  eaith 
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Fetched  from  Mount  Calvary,  or  haply 

delved 
In  precincts  nearer  to  the  Saviour's  lomb, 
By  hands  of  men,  humble  as  brave,  who 

fought 
For  its  deliverance  —  a  capacious  field 
That  to  descendants  of  the  dead  it  holds 
And  to  all  living  mute  memento  breathes. 
More  touching  far  than  aught  which  on 

the  walls 
Is  pictured,  or  their  epitaphs  can  speak, 
01    the    changed   City's    long-departed 

power, 
Glory,   and  wealth,   which,   perilous  as 

Here  did  nol  kill,  but  nourished.  Piety. 
And,  high  above  that  length  of  cloistral 

Peering  in  air  and  backed  by  azure  sky, 
To  kindred  contemplations  ministers 
The  Baptistery's  dome,  and  that  which 

swells 
From  the  Cathedral  pile;  and  with  the 

Conjoined  in  prospect  mutable  or  fixed 
(As  hurry  on  in  eagerness  the  feet, , 
Or  pause)  the  summit  of  the  Leaning- 

Not  less  remuneration  wails  on  him 
Who  having  left  the  Cemetery  stands 
In  the  Tower's  shadow,  of  decline  and  fall 
Admonished  not  without  some  sense  of 

Fear  that  soon  vanishes  before  the  sight 
Of  splendor  unextinguished,   pomp  un- 
scathed, 
And  beauty  unimpaired.    Grand  in  itself, 
And  for  itself,  the  assemblage,  grand  and 


itmgeye 


To  view,  and  for  the  mind's 
A  type  of  age  in  man,  upc 
Bearing  the  world-acknowledged  evidence 
Of  past  exploits,  nor  fondly  after  more 
Struggling  against  the  stream  of  destiny, 
But  with  its  peaceful  majesty  content. 
—  Oh  what  a  spectacle  at  every  turn 
The  Place  unfolds,  from  pavement  skinned 

Or  grass-grown  spaces,  where  the  heav- 
iest foot 
Provokes  no  echoes,  but  must  softly  tread; 
Where  Solitude  with  Silence  paired  stops 


Of  Desolation,  and  to  Ruin's  scythe 
Decay  submits  not. 

But  where'er  my  steps 
Shall  wander,  chiefly  let  me  cull  with  care 
Those  images  of  genial  beauty,  oft 
Too  lovely  to  be  pensive  in  themselves 
But  by  reflection  made  so,  which  do  best 
And  titliest  serve  to  crown  with  fragrant 

wreaths 
Life's  cup  when  almost  filled  with  years, 

like  mine 
—  How  lovely  robed  in  forenoon  light 

and  shade, 
Each  ministering  to  each,  didst'  thou  ap- 

Savona,  Queen  of  territory  fair 
Asaughtlhatmarvellouscoastlhro'all  its 

Yields  to  the  Stranger's  eye.      Remem- 
brance holds 
As  a  selected  treasure  thy  one  cliff. 
That,  while  it  wore  for  melancholy  crest 
A  shattered  Convent,  yet  rose  proud  to 

Ginging  to  its  steep  sides  a    thousand 

And  shrubs,  whose  pleasant  looks  gave 

proof  how  kind 
The  breath  of  air  can  be  where  earth  had 

else 
Seemed  churlish.     And  behold,  both  far 

Garden  and  field  all  decked  with  orange 

bloom. 
And  peach  and  citron,  in  Spring's  mildest 

Expanding;  and,  along  the  smooth  shore 

Into  a  natural  port,  a  tideless  st 


Tot! 


mildb 


withmoti 


n  and  with 


Softly  responsive;  and,  attuned  to  all 
Those  vernal  charms  of  sight  and  sound, 

appeared 
Smooth  space  of   tnri  which   from   the 

guardian  fort 
Sloped  seaward,  turf  whose  tender  April 

green, 
In  coolest  climes  too  fugitive,  might  even 

Plead  with  the  sovereign  Sun  for  longer 

Than  his  unmitigated  beams  allow. 


:.bv  Cookie 


MEMORIALS   OF   A  TOUR   IN   ITALY. 


From  mortal  change,  aught  that  is  born 

on  earih 
Or  doth  on  time  depend. 

While  on  the  brink 
Of  thathighConvent-crestedctift  Istood, 
Modest  Savonal  over  all  did  brood 
A  pure  poetic  Spirit  —  as  the  breeie, 
Mild  — as  the  verdure,  fresh— the  sun- 
shine, bright  — 
Thy  gentle  Chiabrera  !  —  not  a  stone. 
Mural  OF  level  with  the  trodden  floor, 
In  Church  or  Chapel,  if  my  curious  quest 
Missed  not  the  truth,  retains  a  single  name 
Of  young  or  old,  warrior,  or  saint,  or  sage, 
To  whose  dear  memories  his  sepulchral 


Paid  simple  tribute,  such  as  might  have 

flowed 
From  the  clear  spring  of  a  plain  English 

heart, 
Say  rather,  one  in  native  fellowship 
With  all  who  want  not  skill  to  couple  griet 
With    praise,    as     genuine     admiration 

prompts. 
The  gtiet,  the  praise,  are  severed  from 

Yet  in  his  page  the  records  of  that  worth 
Survive,     uninjured;  — glory    then    to 

Honor  to  word -preserving  Arts,  and  hail 
Ye  kindred  local  influences  that  still, 
If  Hope's  iamiliar  whispers  merit  faith. 
Await   my  steps  when  they  the  breeiy 

height 
Shall  range  of  philosophic  Tusculumi 
Or  Sabine  vales  explored  inspire  a  wish 
To  nweC  the  shade  of  Horace  bytheside 
Of  his  Bandusian  fount;  or  I  invoke 
His  presence  to  point  out  the  spot  where 

He  sate,  and  eutt^ized  with  earnest  pen 
Peace,  leisure,  freedom,  moderate  desires; 
And  all  the  immunities  of  rural  life 
Extolled,   behind    Vacuna's    crumbling 

Or  let  me  loiter,  soothed  wit h  what  is  given 
Nor  asking  more,  on  that  delicious  Bay, 
Parthenope's  Domain  —  Virgitian  haunf , 
Illustrated  with  never-dying  verse. 
And,  by  the  Poet's  laurel-shaded  tomb. 


Age  after  age  to  Pilgrims  from  all  lands 
Endeared. 

And  who  —  if  not  a  man  as  cold 
In  heart  as  dull  in  brain  —  while  pacing 

ground 
Chosen  by  Rome's  li^ndary  Bards,  high 

Out  of  her  early  stru^les  well  inspired 
To  localize  heroic  acts —  could  look 
Upon  the  spots  with  undelighted  eye. 
Though  even  to  their  last  syllable  the  Lays 
And  very  names  of  those  who  gave  them 

birth 
Have  perished?  —  Verily,  to  her  utmost 

depth. 
Imagination  (eels  what  Reason  tears  not 
To  rect^iie,  the  lasting  virtue  lodged 
In  those  bold  fictions  that,  by  deeds  as- 

To  the  Valerian,  Fabian,  Cnrian  Race, 
And  others  like  in  fame,  created  Powers 
With  attributes  from  History  derived. 
By  Poesy  irradiate,  and  yet  graced. 
Through  marvellous  felicity  of  skill. 
With  something  more  propitious  to  high 

Than  either,   pent  within   her  separate 

Can  oft  with  justice  claim. 

And  not  disdaining 
Union  with  those  primeval  energies 
To  virtue  consecrate,  stoop  ye  from  your 

Christian  Traditions!  at  my  Spirit's  call 
Descend,  and,  on  the  brow  of  ancient 

As  she  survives  in  ruin,  manifest 

Your  glories  mingled  with  the  brightest 


feet 


Ye  Catacombs,  give  to  mine  eyes  a  glimpse 
Of  the  Devout,  as, 'mid  your  glooms  con. 

For  safety,  they  of  yore  enclasped  the 

On  knees  that  ceased  from  trembling,  or 

intoned 
Their  orisons  with  voices  halt-suppressed. 
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But  somelimes  heard,  oi  fancied  lo  be 

Even  al  this  hour. 

And  tboa  Mameiline  prison. 
Into  tliat  vault  receive  me  fiom  whose 

depth 
Issues,  revealed  in  no  presumptuous  vis- 

Albeit  liding  human  lo  divine, 

A  Saint,  the  Church's  Rock,  the  mystic 

Keys 
Graspedinhishand;  and  lo  !  with  upright 

Prefiguring  his  own  impendent  doom. 
The  Apostle  oi  the  Gentiles;  both  pre- 

Tq  suffer  pains  with  heathen  scorn  and 

Intiicte<l;  ^  blessid    Men,    for    so    lo 

Heaven 
They  follow  their  dear  Lord  1 

Time  flows  —  nor  winds. 
Nor  stagnates,  nor  precipilaleshis course, 
But  many  a  benefit  borne  upon  his  breast 
For  human -kind  sinks  out  of  sight,  is  gone. 
No  one  knows  how;   nor  seldom  is  put 

forth 
An  angry  arm  (hat  snatches  good  away. 
Never  perhaps  to  reappear.     The  Stream 
Has  to  our  generation  brought  and  brings 
Innumerable  gains;  yet  we,  who  now 
Walk  in  the  light  ot  day,  pertain  full  surely 
To  a  chilled  age,  most  pitiably  shut  out 
From  that  which  is  andactuates,  by  forcns. 
Abstractions,  and  by  lifeless  fact  to  fact 
Minutely  linked  with  diligence  uninspired, 
Uniecli^ed,  nnguided,  unsiislained, 
By  godlike  insight.  To  this  fate  is  doomed 
Science,  wide-spread  and  spreading  still 

as  be 
Her  conquests,  in  the  world  of  sense  made 

So  with  the  internal  mind  it  fares;  and  so 
With  morals,  trusting,  in  contempt  or  fear 
Of  vital  principle's  controlling  law, 
ToherpurblindgutdeExpediency:  andso 
Suffers  religious  faith.  Elate  with  view 
Of  what  is  won,  we  overlook  or  scorn 
The  best  that  should  keep  pace  with  it,  and 

i  more  the  general  mind  will 

Even  as  if  bent  on  perishing.     There  lives 


Eh 


No  faculty  within  us  which  the  Soul 
Can  spare,  and  humblest  earthly  Weal 

demands. 
For  dignity  not  placed  beyond  ber  reach. 
Zealous  co-operation  ot  all  means 
Given  or  acquired,  lo  raise  us  from  the 

And  liberate  our  hearts  from  low  pursuits. 
By  gross  Utiiitiea  enslaved,  we  need 
More  oi  ennobling  impulse  from  the  past. 
If  to  the  future  aught  of  good  must  come 
Sounder  and   therefore  holier  than    the 

Which,  in  the  giddiness  of  self -applause, 
Qgranlthecrown 
>i  take  his  treacher- 


Wecc 

That  Wisdom  w 


This  day,  be  mistress  of  a  single  peail 
Fit  10  be  placed  in  that  pure  diadem; 
Then,  not  in  vain,  under  these  chestnut 

boiwhs 
Reclined,  ^11 1  have  yielded  up  my  soul 
To  transports  from  the  secondary  founts 
Flowing  of  time  and  place,  and  paid  lo 

both 
Due  homage;    nor  shall   fruitlessly  have 

By  love  of  beauty  moved,  to  enshrine  in 

Accordant  meditations,  which  in  tiroes 
Vexed  and  disordered,  as  our  own,   may 

shed 
Influence,  at  least  among  a  scattered  few. 
To  soberness  of  mind  and  peace  of  heart 
Friendly;  as  here  to  my  repose  hath  been 
This  flowering  broom's  dear  neighbor- 
hood, the  light 
And  murmur  issuing  from  yon  pendent 

flood. 
And  all  the  varied  landscape.     Lei  us 

Rise,  and   to-morrow  greet  magiiifi::em 
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lean  afler,  they  had  dis- 
acu  when  h«  had  b«n 
lem,  and  had  become  rare 

etpedally  in  and  about 
n  rillai  have  iwllhin  IheH 
(he  handi  of  Eore^gnci*, 
leaiure,  hive  Bin 

in  coune  of  n 


That   bound   it    to   its   native    earth  — 

poised  high 
'Mid  evening  hues,  along   the   horizon 

Striving  in  peace  each  other  to  outshine. 
But  when  I  learned  the  Tree  was  living 

Saved  from  the  sordid  axe  by  Beaumont's 

Oh,  what  a  gush  of  tenderness  was  mine  ! 
The  rescued  Pine-Tree,  with  its  sky  so 

And  cloud-like  beauty,  rich  in  thoughts 

of  home, 
Dealh.parled  friends,  and  days  loo  swift 

in  flight. 
Supplanted  the  whole  majesty  of  Rome 
(TTien  first  apparent    from  the   Pincian 

Heljll) 
Crowned   with   St.   Peter's    everlasting 

|8J7.  iW- 


ipon  orobjectiate  sought  out,  dliappoiblfnenlie 
I  believe  lavariiblr  felt.  Ability  to  recover  Erom 
thii  ditappoinlmenl  will  exjgt  in  proponioD  to 
knowledge,  and  the  power  of  the  mind  to  recon- 
elnict  out  of  tngtaenii  and  parQ,  and  to  make 
detail!  in  the  preseol  tubKrvicnt  lomore  adequate 
COmprebenaioD  of  the  past. 

Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolisn  HillP 
Von  pettySteepinlrulh  the  fearful  Rock, 
Tarpcian  namedolyore.and  keepingslill 
That  name,  a  local   Phantom  ptoud  to 

The   Traveller's    expectation?  —  Could 

ir  Will 
Destroy  the  ideal  Power  within,  'twere 

Thio'  what  men  see  and  touch,  —  slaves 
wandering  on. 

Impelled  by  thirst  of  all  but  Heaven- 
taught  skill. 

Full  oft,  our  wish  obtained,  deeply  we 

Vet   not  unrecompensed  are   Ihey  who 

From  (hat  depression  raised,  to  inount  on 

high 
With    stronger    wii^,    more    clearly    to 

discern 
Eternal  things;   and,  i(  need  be,  defy 
Change,  with  abrow  not  insolent,  though 


Sight 
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Those  old  ciedulities,  to  nature  deai. 
Shall  Ihey  no  longer  bloom  upon  the  stock 
Of  History,  stript  naked  as  a  rock 
'Mid  a  dry  desert?     What  is  it  we  hear? 
Thegloryof  I n Ian t  Rome  must  disappear, 
Her  morning  splendors  vanish,  and  their 

Know  them   no  more.     If  Truth,  who 

veiled  her  lace 
With  those  bright  beams  yet  hid  it  not. 
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Henceforth  a  humbler  course  perplexed 

One  solace  yet  remains  ior  us  who  came 
Into  this  world  in  days  when  story  lacked 
Severe  research,  that  in  out  heajts  we 

How,  (or  exciting  youth's  heroic  flame. 

Assent  is  pav/ei,  beliel  the  soul  ot  (act. 

.837-  ■84"- 


Sitch  washer  office  while  she  walked  with 


Complacent  Fictions  were  they,  yet  the 

Involved  a  history  of  no  doubtful  sense, 
History  that  proves  by  inward  evidence 
From  what  a  precious  source   of  truth  it 

Ne'er  could  the  boldest  Eult^sl   have 

Such  deeds  to  paint,  such  characters 


sonow   eipreaud  b;  & 


None  but  anoble  peoplecould  have  loved 
Fl«ttery  in  Ancient  Rotne's  pure-minded 

style : 
Not  in  like  sort  the  Runic  Scald  was 

moved; 
He,   nursed  'mid   savage   passions  that 

delile 
Humanity,  sang  feats  that  well  might  call 
For  the   blood-thirsty   mead   of   Odin's 


Forbear  todeem  the  Chronicler  unwise, 
Ungentle,  or  untouched  by  seemly  ruth. 
Who,  gathering  up  all  thai  Time's  envious 

tooth  __  Of  ri 

Has  spared  of  sound  and  grave  realities. 
Firmly  rejects  those  dazzling  flatteries, 
Dear  as  they  are  to  unsuspecting  Youth, 
That  might  have  drawn   down  Clio  from 

the  skies 
To  vindicate  the  majesty  ot  truth. 


Thby  —  who    have    seen     the     noble 

Roman's  scorn 
Break  forth  at  thought  of  laying  down 

his  head. 
When  the  blank  day  is  over,  garreled 
In  bis  ancestral  palace,  where,  Irom  morn 
To  night,  the  desecrated  floors  are  worn 
By  feet  of  purse-proud  strangers;  they  — 

who  have  read 
In  one  meek  smile,  beneath  a  peasant's 

shed, 
How  patiently  the  weight  of  wrong  is 

They  ^  who   have   heard  some  learnid 

Patriot  treat 
Of    freedom,   with   tnind   grasping  the 

whole  theme 
From  ancient  Rome,  downwards  through 

that  bright  dream 
Of  Commonwealths,  each  cily  a  stariike 


'al  glory;  they  —  fallen  Italy- — 
nust,  nor  will,  nor  can,  despair  of 
Thee! 
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NKAR    KOHB,  IN   SIGHT  OF   ST.    PBTER'S. 

Long  hss  the  dew  been  dried  on  tree 

and  lawn : 
O'er  man  and  beast  a  not  unwelcome  boon 
Is  shed,  the  languor  of  approaching  noon; 
To  shady  rest  withdrawing  or  withdrawn 
Mule  are  all  creatures,  as  (his  couchant 


Slarlling  and  shrill  as  that  which  roused 

the  dawn. 
—  Heard  in  thai  hour,  or  when,  as  now, 

the  nerve 
Shrinks  Erom  the  note  as  from  a  mistimed 

Oft  for  a  holy  warning  may  it  serve. 
Charged  with  remembrance  ol  Ais  sudden 


His  bitter  tears,  whose  name  tl 

Chair 
And  yon  resplendent  Church  a 


Papal 
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alien  at  purely  idaklrout.    Thii 


Days  passed  —  and  Monte  Calvo  would 

His  head  from  mist;  and,  as  the  wind 

sobbed  through 
Albano's  dripping  lien  avenue. 
My  dull  (orcbodings  in  a  Peasant's  ear 
Found  casual  venl.     She  said,  "Be  of 

good  cheer; 


Our  yesterday's  procession  did  no)  sue 
In  vain ;  the  sky  will  change  to  sunny  blue. 
Thanks  to  our  Lady's  grace."     I  smiled 

But  not  in  scorn ;  —  the  Matron's  Faith 

may  lack 
The  heavenly  sanction  needed  to  ensure 
Fulfilment;    but,  we    trust,    her  upward 

track 
Slops  not  at  this  low  point,  nor  wants 

■be  lure 
Oi  flowers  the  Vii^n  without  fear  may 

For  by  her  Son's  blest  hand  the  seed 


Nkak  Anio's  stream,  I  spied  a  gentle 

Dove 
Perched  on  an  olive  branch,  and  heard 

her  cooing 
'Mid  new-bom   blossoms  that  soft  airs 

were  wooing, 
White  all  things  present  told  of  joy  and 

love. 
But  restless  Fancy  left  thai  olive  grove 
To  hail  the  exploratory  Bird  renewii^  • 
Hope  lor  the  few,  who,  at  the  world's 

On  the  great  flood  were  spared  to  live 

O  bounteous  Heaven  1  signs  true  as  dove 

and  bough 
Brought  to  the  ark  are  coming  evermore, 
Given  though  we  seek  them  not,  but, 

while  we  plough 

This  sea  ot  life  without  a  visible  shore. 

Do  neither  promise  ask  nor  grace  implore 

In  what  alone  is  oars,  the  living  Now. 

1837-  ■8<i- 


Forgive,  illustrious  Country !  these  deep 

sighs. 
Heaved   less  tor  thy  bright  plains  and 

hills  bestrown 
With  monuments  decayed  or  ovarthrown. 
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Foi  all  that  tottering  stands  or  piostcUe 

lies, 
Than   foi  like   Eceoes   in   moral   vision 

shown, 
Ruin  perceived  foi  keener  sympathies ; 
Faith  crushed,  yet  proud  of  weeds,  her 

gaudy  crown; 
Virlueslaid  low,  and  moul  deling  enei^es. 
Yet  why  prolong  this  mournful  strain  P  — 

Fallen  Power, 
Thy  lorlunes,  twice  exalted,  might  pro- 
voke 
Verse  to  glad  notes  prophetic  ol  the  hour 
When   thou,   uprisen,   shall   (weak   ihy 

double  yoke. 
And  enter,  with   prompt  aid  from  the 

Most  High, 
On  ihe  third  stage  of  thy  great  destiny. 


When  here  with  Carthage  Rome  to  con- 
flict came. 
An  earthquake,  mingling  with  the  battle's 

Checked  not  its  rage;  unfelt  the  ground 
•         did  rock. 
Sword  dropped    not,   }avelin    kept    its 

deadly  aim.  — 
Now  all  is  sun-bright  peace.    Of   that 

day's  shame, 
Or  glory,  not  a  vestige  seems  to  endure, 
Save  in  this  Rill  that  took  from  blood 

the  name' 
Which  yel  it  bears,  sweet  Stream !   a.s 

crystal  pure. 
So  may  all  trace  and  sign  of  deeds  aloof 
From  the  true  guidance  of  humanity, 
Thro' Time  and  Nature's  influence,  parity 
Their  spirit;  or,  unless  they  for  reproof 
Or  warning  serve,  thus  let  them  all,  on 

Ero.nd 
That  gave  them  being,  vanish  lo  a  sound. 


To  stir  (he  heart  that  w 


uld  t 


Her  peace  from  images  to  pain  allied. 
What  wonder  if  at  midnight,  by  tbe  side 
Of  Sanguinetto,  or  broad  Thrasymeoe, 
The  clang  of  arms  is  heard,  and  phantoms 

Unhappy  ghosts  in  troops  by  moonlight 


And  : 


"S. 


thine,  O  vanquished  Chief! 


Unburied,  lay  hid  under  heaps  of  slain : 
But    who    is    He  ?  —  the    Conquered'. 

Would  he  force 
His  way  to   Rome  ?     Ah,   no,  —  round 

hill  and  plain 
Wandering,  he  haunts,  at  fancy's  strong 

con^and. 
This   spot  —  his  shadowy  death-cup   in 

■837.  1S41. 
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RobiD- 

wn  had  twice  0 

Ihrice 

List*- 'twas  (he  Cuckoo.  —  Owith  what 

deligh( 
Heard  I  thai  voice !  and  catch  it  now, 

though  faint. 
Far  off  and  faint,  and  melting  into  air, 
Yet  not  (o  be  mistaken.     Hark  again '. 
Those  louder  cries  give  notice  that  the 


Qeal       . 
For  this  unthoughC-ol  greeting  I 

While  allured 
From  vale  lo  hill ,  from  hill  to  vale  led  on. 
We  have  pursued,  through  various  lands, 

along 
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And  pleasant  course;  flower  after  flower 

has  blown, 
EmbelliBhing  the  gcound  that  gave  (hem 

birth 
With  aspects  novel  to  my  sight;  but  still 
Most  iair.most  welcome,  when  they  drank 

the  dew 
In  a  sweet  fellowship  with  kinds  beloved. 
For  old  remembrance  sake.     And  oft  — 

where  Spring 
Displayed  her  richest  blossoms  among  Rles 
Ot  orange-trees  bedecked  with  glowing 

Ripe  for  the  hand,  ta  under  a  thick  shade 
Ot  Ilex,  or,  il  better  suited  lo  the  hour, 
The  lightsome  Olive's  twinkling  canopy — 
Oft  have  I  heard  the  Nightingale   and 

Blending  as  in  a  common  English  grove 
Their  love-songs;  hut,  where'er  my  teel 

might  roam, 
Whate'ei  assemblies  of  new  and  old, 
Strange  and  familiar,  might  beguile  the 

A  gralulation  from  (hat  vagrant  Voice 
Was  wanting, — and  most  happily  till  now. 
For  see.  LavernaT  mark  the  far-famed 
Pile, 
High  on  the  brink  ot  that  precipitous  rock. 
Implanted  like  a  Fortress,  as  in  truth 
It  is,  a  Christian  Fortress,  garrisoned 
In  faith  and  hope,  and  dutiful  obedience, 
By  a  few  Monks,  a  stern  society, 
Dead  to  the  world  and  scorning  earth- 
born  joys. 
Nay  —  though  the  hopes  that  drew,  the 

iears  that  drove, 
St.  Francis,  far  from  Man's  resort,  to  alnde 
Among  these  sterile  heights  ot  Apennine, 
Bound   him,   nor,  since  he   raised   yon 

House,  have  ceased 
To  bind  his  spiritual  Progeny,  with  rules 
Stringent  as  flesh  can  tolerate  and  live; 
His  milder  Genius  (thanks to  the  good  God 
That  made  us)  over  those  severe  restraints 
Of  mind,  that  dread  heart -freezing  disci- 


Doth  sometimes  here  predominate,  and 

By  unsought  means  for  gracious  purposes; 
For  earth  through  heaven,  tot  heaven,  by 

changeful  earth. 
Illustrated,  and  mutually  endeared. 


Rapt  though  He  were  a.bove  the  power 

of  sense, 
Familiarly,  yet  out  of  the  cleansed  heart 
Of  that  once  sinful  Being  overflowed 
On  sun,  moon,  stars,  and  nether  elements. 
And  every  shape  of  creature  Ibey  sustain. 
Divine  afiections;   and  with  beasi   and 

bird 
(Stilled   from  afar  —  such   inarrel  story 

lells  — 
By   casual   outbreak   ot    his   passionate 

words. 
And  from  (heir  own  pursuits  in  lield  or 

Drawn  10  his  sid^  by  look  or  act  of  love 
Humane,  and  virtue  of  his  innocent  life) 
He  wont  to  hold  companionship  so  free. 
So  pure,  so  fraught  with  knowledge  and 

delight, 
As  to  be  likened  in  bis  Followers'  minds 
To  that  which  our  flrst  Parents,  ere  the 

fall 
From  their  high  stale  darkened  the  Earth 

Held  with  all  kinds  in   Eden's  blissful 

bowers. 
Then  question  not  that,  'mid  the  austere 

Band, 
Who  breathe  the  air  he  breathed,  tread* 

where  he  trod, 
Some  true  Partakers  of  his  loving  spirit 
Do  still  survive,  and,  with  those  gentle 

hearts 
Consorted,  Others,  in  the  power,  the  faith. 
Of  a  baptized  imagination,  prompt 
To  catch  from  Nature's  humblest  mon 
Whale'er  they  bring  of  impulses  sublime. 
Thus  sensitive   must   be   the    Monk, 

though  pale 
With  fasls,  with  vigils  worn,  depressed  by 

Whom  in  a  sunny  glade  I  chanced  to  see. 
Upon  a  pine-tree's  storm-uprooted  trunk. 
Seated   alone,   with   forehead   sky- ward 

Hands  clasped  above  the  crucifix  he  wore 
Appended  to  his  bosom,  and  lips  closed 
By  the  joint  pressure  of  his  musing  mood 
And  habit  ot  his  vow.  That  ancient  Man— 
Nor   haply   less   the    Brother    whom   I 

marked. 
As  we  approached  the  Convent  gate,  aloft 
Looking  far  forth  from  his  aerial  cell. 
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On  ihe  great  Prophel,  styled  thi  Voice  of 

One 
Crying  amid  thf  viitdernea,  and  given. 
Now  (hal  their  snows  must   melt,  Iheir 

herbs  and  Rowers 
Revive,  their  obstinate  winter  pass  away, 
TTiat  awful  name  to  Thee,  thee,  simple 

Wandering  in  solituile,  and  evermore 

Fotetellingand  proclBiming,eTe  t  hou  leave 
This  thy  last  haunt  beneath  Italjpn  skies 
To  carry  thy  glad  tidings  over  heights 
Still  loftier,  and  to  climes  more  neai  the 

Pole. 
Voice  of  the  Desert,   fare -thee- well; 

sweet  Bird! 
If  that  substantial  title  please  ibee  more, 
Farewell!  —  but  go   ihy   way,   no  need 

hast  thou 
Of  s  good  wish  sent  after  thee;  ttom  bower 
To  bower  as  green,  from  sky  to  sky  as 

Thee  gentle  breeies  waft  —  or  airs,  that 


Thyci 


«  and  sport  around  thee,  softly 


And  folds  thy  pinions  up  in  blest  tepose. 


GriBvb  for  the  Man  wbohitherc 


To  paini  this  picture  of  his  lady-love 


Can  she,  a  blessed  saint,  the  work  ap- 

Andoh.good  Brethren  of  the  cow],  a  thing 

So  fair,  to  which  with  peril  he  must  cling, 
Destroy  in  pity,  or  with  care  remove. 
That  bloom — those  eyes — can  they  assist 

Thoughts  that  would  stray  from  Heaven? 

The  dream  must  cease 
To  be;  by  Failb,  not  sight,  bis  soul  must 

Else  will  the  enamoured  Monk  too  surely 

find 
How  wide  a  space  can  part  from  inward 

The  most  profound  repose  his  cell  can 


perate  night, 
All  trust  abandoneil  in  the  healing  m^ht 
Oi  virtuous  action;  all  that  courage  dares, 
I.abor  accomplishes,  or  patience  bears  — 
Those  helps  rejected,  they,  whose  minds 

perceive 
How  subtlyworks  man's  weakness,  sighs 

For  such  a  One  beset  with  clrustral  snares. 
Father  of  Mercy !  rectify  his  view. 
If  with  his  vows  this  obiect  ill  agree; 
Shed  over  it  thy  grace,  and  thus  subdue 
Imperious  passion  in  a  heart  set  free :  — 
That  earthly  love  may  to  herself  be  true, 
Give  him  a  soul  that  cleaveth  unto  thee.' 


What  aim  had  they,  the  Pair  of  Monks, 

Enormous,  draped,  while  side  by  side 

they  sate, 
By  panting  steers  up  to  (his  convent  gale  P 
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How,  wilh  empurpled  cheeks  and 

pered  eyes, 
Dare  they  confront  the  lean 
Ol  Btethren  who,  here  fixed,  on  Jesu  wait 
In  sackcloth,  and  God's  angei  deprecate 
Through  all  that  humbles  flesh  and  mor- 
tifies? 
Strange  contrast!  —  veiily  the  world  of 

dreams. 
Where  mingle,  as  for  mockery  combined. 
Tilings  in  their  very  essence  at  strife, 
Shows  nol  a  sight   incongruous  as   the 


That  everywhere,  before  ihe  thoughtful 

mind. 
Meet  on  (he  solid  ground  ol  waking  life.' 


r   VALLOMBROSA.' 
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>  See  Note. 

'Seeforlhf 

two^^f  /.« 

,  "  Sanm 

plonPa«." 

follow  w 
him,  unci 
aptlocrc 


nsuwillbcto: 


esud  hf  &ct.  Something  in  this 
pint  I  haie  written  in  the  note  attached  to  the 
Hioel  on  Ihe  king  of  Sweden;  and  miDj'  will 

poken  ol   the  author  of  Paradug  Lvi  in  a 

mor  of  tome  ol  hia  ^^niona,  whether  Iheologkal 
r  political,  and  by  the  temper  be  carried  into 


Iain  In  whic 


"  Vallombrosa— I  longed  in  thy  shadiest 

To  slumber,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered 

floor !  " 
Fond  wish  that  was  granted  at  last,  and 

the  Flood, 
That  lulled  me  asleep  bids  me  listen  once 

lis  murmur  how  soft !  as  it  falls  down  the 

Near  that  Cell  —  yon  sequestered  Retreat 

high  in  air  — 
Where  our  Milton  was  wont  lonely  vigils 

For  converse  wilh  God,  sought  through 
study  and  prayer. 

The  Monks  still  repeal  the  tradition  with 

And  its  truth  who  shall  doubt?   foi  bis 

In   the   cloud -piercing    rocks   doth   her 

grandeur  abide. 
In  the  pines  pointing  heavenward  hei 

In  the  flower -besprent  meadows  his  genius 

Turned  to   humbler  delights,   in  which 

youth  might  confide, 
Tbal  would  yield  him  fit  help  while  pre- 

f^uring  thai  Place 
Where,  if   Sin  had   not  entered.  Love 

never  had  died. 
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When  wilh  life  lengthened  oul  came  a 

desolate  time, 
And  darkness  and  danger  had  compassed 

him  round, 
With  a  thought  he  would  flee  lo  these 

haunts  of  his  prime 
And  here  once  again  a  kind  shelter  be 

And  let  me  believe  thai  when  nightly  the 

Did  waft  him  (o  Sion,  the  glorified  hill, 
Here  also,  on  some  favored  height,  he 

would  choose 
To  wander,  and  drink  itispiration  at  will. 

Vallombrosal  ot  thee  I  first  heard  in  the 

page 
01  that  holiest  o(  Bards,  uid  the  name 

(oT  my  mind 
Had  a  musical  charm,  which  the  winter 

oiage 
And  the  changes  it  brings  had  no  power 

to  unbind. 
And  DOWiyeMiitonian  shades  !  under  you 
I  repose,  nor  am  forced  from,  sweet  fancy 

While  youi  leaves  I  behold  and  the  brooks 

they  will  strew, 
And  the  realized  vision  is  clasped  to  my 

Even  so,  and  unblamed,  we  rejoice  as  we 

Id  Forms  that  must  peiish,  frai)  ol^ects 

UnWamcd  — if'ihe  Soul  be  intent  on  the 

When  the  Being  of  Beings  shall  summon 

For  he  and  he  only  with  wisdom  is  blest 
Who,  gathering  true  pleasures  wherever 

they  grow. 
Looks  up  in  all  places,  tor  }oy  or  for  rest, 
To  the  Fountain  whence  Time  and  Eter- 

1837-  '84a- 


UpoD  what  evidence  the  belief  icatt  that  this  It  was  very  hot  wcatticr  duiiDg  the  week  ' 

know;  but  A  man  would  littLecousutt  hiaowD  in-      before,  1  went  thmu^  mudi  hard  terrlce,  a 


•  with  whkh    llity  are 
■i  hoQonblc  lo  ou^  tuiui 


wrote  bit  "Old  E 


:  not  troubled  Iheii» 
ould  Ihey!    He  was 


Danle ;  it  b  the  same  feeling,  though  proceedln; 

way  wtthoul  offering  loioe  apology  to  the  Shade 
of  the  great  Viuociaiy. 

Undbr  the  shadow  of  a  stately  Pile, 
The  dome  of  Florence,  pensive  and  alone, 
Nor  giving  heed  to  aught  that  passed  the 

I  stood,  and  gazed  upon  a  marble  stone, 
The  laurelled  Dante's  favorite  seat.     A 

In  jusl  esteem,  it  rivals;    though  no  style 

Be  there  of  decoration  to  beguile 

The  mind,  depressed  by  thought  o(  great- 

As  a  true  man,  who  long  had  served  the 

1  gaied  with  earnestness,  and  dared  no 

But  in  his  breast  the  mighty  Poet  bore 
A  Harriot's  hearl,  warm  with  undying  fire. 
Bold  with  the  thought,  in  reverence  I  sale 

And,    for   a   moment,   filled   that   empty 
Throne. 
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The  Baplist  might  have  been  ordained  lo 

cry 
Forth  from  the  loweis  of  Ihat  liuge  Pile, 

His  Father  served  Jehovah;   but  how  win 
Due  audience,  how  for  aughl   but  scorn 

defy 
The  obstinate  pride  atid  wanton  revelry 
Of  the  Jerusalem  below,  her  sin 
And  tolly,  if  they  with  united  din 
Drown  not  at  once  mandate  and  prophecy  P 
Therefore  the  Voice spakelromthe Desert, 

To  Her  as  to  her  opposite  in  peace. 
Silence,  and  holiness,  and  innocence, 
To  Her,  and  lo  all  Lands  its  warnino  sent, 
Crying  with  earnestness  that  might  not 


I  side  b:r  side  u  chancter 


Rapt  above  earth  by  power  of  one  fair 

Hers  in  whose  sway  alone  my  heart  de- 
lights, 
I  mingle  with  the   blest  on   those   pure 

Where  Man,  yet  mortal,  rarely  finds  a 


So  well,  (hat  by  its  help  and  through  his 

grace 
I  raise  my  thoughts,  inform  my  deeds  and 

words, 
Qasping  her  beauty  in  my  soul's   em- 

Thus,  if  from  two  fair  eyes  mine  cannot 

I  feel  how  in  their  presence  doth  abide 
Light  which  to  God  is  both  the  way  and 

guide; 
And,  kindling  at  theii  lustre,  if  I  burn, 
My  noble  fire  emits  the  joyful  ray 
That  through  the  realms  of  glory  shines 

.«J7.  .&M- 


Etkknal  Lord  I    eased  of  a  cumbrous 

load, 
And  loosened  from  (he  world,  I  turn  to 

Thee; 
Shun,  like  a  shattered  bark,  the  storm, 

and  flee 
To  thy  protection  tor  a  safe  abode. 
The  crown  of  (horns,  hands  pierced  upon 

the  tree, 
The  meek,  ben^n,  and  lacerated  face, 
To  a  sincere  repentance  promise  grace. 
To  the  sad  soul  give  hope  of  pardon  free. 
Wilh  justice  mark  not  Thou,  O  L^ht 
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Wash  wilh  tby  blood  my  sins;  thereto  in 

More  readily  the  more  my  years  require 
Help,  arid  forgiveness  speedy  and  entire 


4    CONVBNT    IN 


Tbe  polUiQl  kidIuI 
b)y  cat]  foRJi  Tedectior 


u  of  Italy,  Frai 


,  objects  that  unavtnda> 


Ve  Trees!  whose  slender  roots  entwine 

Altars  that  piety  neglects; 
Whose  infant  arms  enclasp  the  shiine 

Which  no  demotion  now  respects; 
I(  not  a  str.^^ter  from  the  herd 
Here  ruminate,  nor  shrouded  bird, 
Chanlingheriow-voiced  hymn,  take  pride 
In  aught  that  ye  would  grace  or  hide  — 
How  sadly  is  your  love  misplaced, 
Fair  Trees,  your  bounty  run  to  waste! 


Ye,  loo,  wild  Flowers !  that  no  t 
And  ye  —  full  often  spurned  as 
In  beauty  clothed,  or  breathing 
From    fractured    arch    and    mouia 

wall  — 
Do  but  more  touchingly  recall 
Man's  headstrong  violence  and  T 

fleetness. 
Making  the  precincts  ye  adorn 
Appear  to  sight  still  more  forlorn. 
lin.  1 


IN   LOMBARDY. 

Sbb,  where  his  difficult  way  that  Old  Mai 


Appears  Ais  lot,  to  the  small  Worm's  com- 

For  whom  his  toil  with  early  day  begins. 
AI^k^owledging  no  task-master,  at  will 
(As  if  her  labor  and  her  ease  were  twins) 
SAe  seems  to  work,  at  pleasure  to  lie 

still;  — 
And  softly  sleeps  within  the  thread  she 

So  fare  they — the  Manservingasher  Slave. 
Eie  long  their  fates  do  each  to  each  con- 
Both  pass  into  new  being, — but  the  Worm, 
Transfigured,  sinks  into  a  hopeless  grave; 
f/ii  volant  Spirit  will,  he  trusts,  ascend 
To  bliss  unbounded,  glory  without  end. 
.8j7.  -a*!- 


qulclljr  u  the;  c 


'  ODC  by  which  they  caa  truly 
benefit  Iheii  countiy.  We  left  Italy  by  tbe  way 
which  u  called  the  "  Nuova  Strada  de  Allmagna," 
to  the  east  of  the  high  pasHi  of  the  Alps,  which 
lake  you  at  once  from  Italy  into  Switzerland. 
This  road  leads  across  several  smaller  heights, 

that  It  was  only  by  (he  acddenlal  sound  of  a  few 

Italy,  and  hence  Ihe  unwelcome  shock  alladed  to 
in  the  two  or  three  last  lines  of  Ihe  latter  wnntt. 

Fair  Land !  Thee  all  men  greet  with  joyj 

bow  lew, 
Whose  souls  lake  pride  in  freedom,  vir- 

Part  from  thee  without  pity  dyed  in  shame  i 
Icouldnot  — while  from  Venice  we  with- 

Led  on  (ill  an  Alpine  strait  confined  our 

Within  its  depths,  and  to  the  shore  we 

Of  IJigo  Morlo,  dreary  sight  and  name, 
Which  o'er  sad  thoughts  a  sadder  color- 
ing threw. 
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AT   BOLOGNA. 


Italia!  on  the  suiface  of  thy  spirit, 
(Too  aptly  emblemed  by  that  torpid  lake) 
Shall  a  few  partial  laeeies  only  creep?  — 
Be  its  depths  quickened;  what  thou  dost 

inherit 
Of  the  world's  hopes,  daretoluini;  awake. 
Mother  of  Heroes,  from  thy  death-like 

1S37.  ■K43. 


CONTINWRD, 

As  indignalion  mastered  grief,  my  tongue 
Spake  bitter  words;    words  that  did  ill 

With  those  rich  stores  of  Nature's  imagery. 
And  divine  Art,   that   fast   to  memory 

Thy  gifts,  magnificent  Region,  ever  young 
In  the  sun'9  eye,  and  in  his  sister's  sight 
How  beautiful  1  how  worthy  (o  be  sung 
In  strains  of  rapture,  or  subdued  delight '. 
Ifeignnot;  wicnessthat  an  welcome  shock 
Thai  followed  the  first  sound  of  German 

Caught    the   far-winding    barrier    Alps 


1  thai 


long. 


greeting  seemed 


Parting;    the  casual  word  had  power  to 
My  heart,  and  filled  that  heart  with  con- 


AT  BOLOGNA,  IN  REMEMBRANCE 
OF  THE  LATE  INSURRECTIONS, 
'837- 


AHwhy  deceive  ourselves!  bynomerefit 
Of  sudden  passion  roused  shall  men  attain 
True  freedom  where  for  ages  they  have  lain 
Bonnd  in  a  dark  abominable  pit, 
With  life's  be5t  sinews  more  and  moie  un- 

knit. 
Here,  there,  a  banded  few  who  loathe 

the  chain 
May  rise  to  fneak  it  1  effort  worse  than  vain 


Be  one  fixed   mind  loi   all;  thy  rights 

Tolhyownconsciencegraduallyrenewed; 
Learn  to  make  Time  the  father  of  wise 

Then  trust  thy  cause  to  the  arm  of  Forti- 
tude, 

The  light  of  Knowledge,  and  the  warmth 
of  Love. 


ISJ7- 


CONTINUED.      • 


Hard  task !  1 
lea 


claim  the  undisciplined,  to 
upled  with  such  slow  en- 


On  Patience  ci 

deavor, 

Thatlong-livedservitude  must  last  forever. 
Perish   the  grovelling   few,   who,   prest 

between 
Wrongs  and  the  terror  of  redress,  would 

Millions  from  glorious  aims.    Our  chains 

Let   us  break  forth  in  tempest  now  or 

What,  is  there  then  no  space  for  golden 

And  gradual  progress?  —  Twilight  leads 

And,  even  within  the  burning  zones  of 

earth, 
Thehasliestsunrise  yields  a  temperate  ray; 
The  softest  breeie  to  fairest  flowers  gives 

Think  not  that  Prudence  dwells  in  dark 

She  scans  the  future  with  the  eye  of  gods. 
i«J7-  iSu- 


As  leaves  are  to  the  tree  whereon  they  grow 
And  wither,  every  human  generation 
Is,  to  the  Being  of  a  mighty  nation. 
Locked  in  our  world's  embrace  through 
weal  and  woe; 
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"WHAT   IF  OUR   NUMBERS   BARELY  COULD   DEFY." 


Thought  that  should  leach  the  tealot  to 

lorego 
Rash  schemes,  (o  abjure  all  selfish  agita- 

And  seek  through  noiseless   pains   and 

moderation 
The  unblemished   good   they   only   can 

bestow. 
Alas  !  with  most,  who  weigh  (utunly 
Against  Time  present,  passion  holds  the 

Hence  rqual  ignorance  oi  both  prevails, 
Andnationssink;  or,  sttuggtingtobefiee. 
Are  doomed  to  flounder  on,  like  wounded 

whales 
Tossed  on  the  bosom  of  a  stormy  sea. 


What  il  our  numbers  barely  could  defy 
The  arithmetic  of   babes,  must   foreign 

Slaves,  vile    as  ever  were    befooled   by 

words, 
Striking   through    English    breasts    the 

anarchy 
Of  Terror,  beai  us  lo  the  ground,  and  lie 
Our  hands  behind  our  backs  with  (elon 

Yields  everything  lo  discipline  of  swords? 
Is  man  as  good  as  man,  none  low,  none 

high?  — 
Nor  discipline  nor  valor  can  withstand 
The  shock,  nor  quell  the  inevitable  rout. 
When  in  some  great  ex tremhy  breaks  out 
A  people,  on  their  own  beloved  Land 
Risen,  like  one  man,  to  combat  in  the  sight 
Of  a  jusl  God  for  liberty  and  rigli' 


.»«. 


.817. 
A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

TheM  vent,  wtre  dirown  off  tiWmpore  upon 
leaving  Mrs.  Luffs  houte  at  Fox-Ghyll,  dqe 
cvenLog.  The  good  woman  is  not  diapoAcd  lo 
look  11  the  bi^hl  tide  of  lliings,  and  there  bap- 
pftoed  10  be  piekenl  cert^n  ladiet  who  had  reached 
the  pt^Dl  of  life  where  jtruiA  is  ended,  and  who 


Lo!  where  the  Moon  along  the  sky 
Sails  with  her  happy  destiny; 
Oft  is  she  hid  from  mortal  eye 

Or  dimly  seen. 
But  when  the  clouds  asunder  fly 

How  bright  her  mien  I 

Far  different  we  —  a  froward  race. 
Thousands  though  rich  in  Fortune's  grace 
With  cherished  sullenness  of  pace 


If  kindred  humors  e'er  would  make 
My  spirit  droop  for  drooping's  sake. 
From  Fancy  following  in  thy  wake. 

Bright  ship  of  heaven  I 
A  counter  impulse  let  me  take 
And  be  forgiven. 
jSn.  .84. 


TO  THE   PLANET  VENUS. 


What  strong  allurement  draws,   what 

spirit  guides, 
Thee,  Vesper  1  brightening  still,  as  if  the 


m'sabodethe  spot  grew 


In  power,  where  once  he  trembled  in  his 

Science  advances  with  gigantic  strides; 
But  are  we  aught  enriched  in  love  and 

meekness? 
Aught  dost  thou  see,  bright  Star  I  of  puic 

More  than  in  humbler  (imesgraced  human 

That  makes  our  hearts  more  apl  to  sym- 
pathize 
With  heaven,  our  souls  more  fit  for  tutuK 
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"'TIS   HE   WHOSE   YESTER-EVENING'S   HIGH   DISDAIN." 


Wben  earth  shall  vanish  (rom  our  closing 
Ere  we  lie  down  in  our  last  donnitory? 


Thli  ind  the  Hnmel  enlilled  "The  PiUarof 
Tra^f^'p.  731,  were  compoacd  on  what  wecaJL 
the  "Far  Ttmce"  U  Rydal  Mount,  where  I 

iFwitholdloveof  you,  dear  Hills!  I  share 
New  love  of  many  a  rival  image  brought 
From  far,  forgive  the  wandenngs  of  my 

thought ; 
Nor  art  thou  wronged,  sweet  May !  when 

I  compare 
Thy  present  bir(h-morn  with  thy  last,  so 

So  rich  to  me  in  tavots.     For  my  lot 
Then  was,  within  the  famed  Egerian  Grot 
To  sit  and  muse,  fanned  by  ils  dewy  air 
Mingling   with   ihy  solt   breath  t    That 

morning  too, 
Warblers  I  heard  their  joy  unbosoming 
Amid  the  sunny,  shadowy.  Coliseum; 
Heard  them,  unchecked  byaughl  of  sad- 
dening hue, 
For  victories  there  won  by  flower-Crowned 

"      ■infuUchoittheirinnocenlTeDeui 


183B. 


1838, 


COMPOSED  ON  A  MAY  MORNING, 
1838. 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  like  day,  is  just 

Yet  Nature  seems  to   ihem  a  heavenly 

guide. 
Does  joy  approach?  ibey  meet  the  coming 

tide; 


Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  rt 


As  they  Itom  turf  yel  hoar  with  sleepy  dew 
All  turn,  and  court  the  shining  and  the 

green. 
Where  herbs  look  up,  and  opening  flowers 

WhytoGod'sjjoDdneascannotWebetrue, 

And  so.  His  gilts  and  promises  between, 

Feed  to  the  last  on  pleasures  ever  new? 

rSaS'  iS}!. 

"HARK!   TI^THE  THRUSH, 
UNDAUNTED,   UNDEPREST." 

Hark  !  'tis  the  Thrush,  undaunted,  unde. 


Who  carols  thinking  ol  bis  Love  and  nest. 
And  seems,  as  more  incited,  still  more 

blest. 
Thanks;    (bou   bast  snapped   a  flieside 


Yes,  1  will  forth,  bold  Bird !  and  front  the 
blast, 

That  we  may  sing  together,  if  thou  wilt, 

So  loud,  so  clear,  my  Partner  through 
life's  day. 

Mule  in  her  nest  love-chosen,  il^^ol  love- 
built 

Like  thine,  shall  gladden,  as  in  seasons 


"  'T  IS  BE   WHOSE   YESTER- 
EVENING'S   HIGH   DISDAIN." 


'T  IS  He  whose  yester 


rening'shighdis- 
torm  — but  how 


lis  day-break  i 
Does  (he  hour's  drowsy  weight  bis  gl 

Or,  like  the  nightingale,  her  joyous  vi 
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"OH   WHAT   A  WRECK!" 


Pleased  to  lenounce,  does  this  dear  Thiusb 

His  voice  CO  suit  the  temper  ot  yon  Moon 
Doubly  deprest,  setting,  and  in  her  wane  t 
Rise,   taTdy  sun  I   and   let   the   Songster 

(The  balance  tiembling  between  night 


And  earth  below,  th^  best  can  serve  true 

gladness 
Who  meet  most  (eelingly  the  calls  ot  sad- 


"OH  WHAT  A  WRECK!  HOW 
CHANGED  IN  MIEN  AND 
SPEECH!" 


The  ud  (ondllloD  oi  poor  Mn. 


Oh  whal  a  Wreck  I  how  changed  in  mien 

and  speech ! 
Vet  —  though  dread  Powers,  that  work  in 

mystery,  spin 
Enlanglings  ol  the  brain;  though  shadows 

stretch 
O'er  the  chilled  heart  — reflect;    iar,  far 

Hers  is  a  holy  Being,  freed  Irom  Sin- 
She   is   not  what  she  seems,  a  foilom 


Divin. 

Whate'er  to  shallow  Faith  their  ways  un- 

fold, 
Inly  illiiroined  by  Heaven's  pitying  love; 
Ixive  pitying  '  '  '         ■     ■     - 

In  them  —  in 


iBjS. 


i8}S. 


A  PLEA  FOR  AUTHORS.  MAY,  1838. 

Faiung  impartial  measure  to  dispcoBC 
To  every  suitor,  Equity  is  lame; 
And  social  Justice,  sttipt  of  reverence 
For  natural   lights,   a   mockery   and   a 

Law  but  a  servile  dupe  of  lalse  prelence, 
II,  guarding  grossest  things  from  commou 


Now  and  forever,  She,  to  works  that  came 
From  mind  and  spirit,  grudge  a  short-lived 

"Whal !  lengthened  privilege,  a  lineal  tie, 
For  Boeis.' "     Yes,  heartless  Ones,  or  be 

it  proved 
That  '( is  a  fault  in  Us  lo  have  lived  and 

Like  others,  with  like  temporal  hopes  (o 

No  public  harm  that  Genius  from  her 

Be  turned ;  and  streams  of  truth  dried  up, 


A   POET  TO   HIS  GRANDCHILD. 

"  Son  of  my  buried  Son,  while  thus  Ihy 

"  Is  clasping  mine,  it  saddens  metothink 
"  How  Want  may  press  thee  down,  and 

with  Ihee  sink 
"Thy  children  left  unfit,  through  vain 

demand 
"  Of  culture,  even  (o  feel  or  understand 
"  My  simplest  Lay  that  lo  their  memory 
"  May  cliug;  — hard  fate!  which  haply 

"Did  Justice  mould  the  statutes  of  the 

"  A  Book  time -cherished  and  an  honored 

"Are   high   rewards;    but   bound   they 

Nature's  claim 
"Or   Reason's?     No  —  hopes   spun    in 

"  From  out  the  bosom  of  a  modest  bone 
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"  Extend  tbiough  nnambilious  jtars  ti 


BlbsT  Statesman  He,  whose  Mind's  un- 
selfish will 
Leaves  him  al  ease  amonggiand  thoughts ; 

whose  eye 
Sees  Ihat,  apart  from  magnanimity, 
Wisdom  exists  not;   northehumblerskill 
Of  Prudence,  disentangling  good  and  ill 
With  patient  care.    What  tho'  assaults  run 

high, 
Tliey  daunt  nothimwhoholdshisministiy. 
Resolute,  at  all  hazards ,  to  fulfil 
Its  duties;  —prompt  lomove,  butfirm  to 

Knowing,  things  rashly  sought  are  rarely 

That,   for   the  functions  of   an   ancient 

SUle  — 
Strong  by  her  charters,  free  because  im- 

Seivant  of  Providence,  not  slave  of  Fate  — 
Perilous  is  sweeping  change,  all  chance 


i8jS. 


sound.l 


■8j8. 


VALEDICTORY  SONNET. 


Serving  no  haughty  Muse,  my  hands  have 

Disposed  some  cultured  Flowerets  (drawn 

Where  they  bloomed  singly,  or  in  scat- 
tered knots), 
Each  kind  in  several  beds  of  one  parterre ; 
Both  to  allure  the  casual  I/jiterer, 
And  that,  so  placed,  my  Nurslings  may 

Studious  regard  with  opportune  delight. 
Not  be  unthanked,  unless  I  fondly  err. 
But  metaphor  dismissed,  and  thanks  apart. 
Reader,  farewell  1  My  last  words  let  them 
be  — 


If  in  ihiE  book  Fancy  and  Truth  agree; 
If  simple  Nature  trained  by  careful  Art 
Through  It  have  won  a  passage  to  thy 

heart; 
Grant  me  thy  love,  I  crave  no  other  feel 


183S. 


'Sj8. 


PROTEST  AGAINST  THE  BALLOT. 
Forth  rushed  from  Envy  sprung  and  Sell- 


License  to  hide  al  intervals  bet  head 
Where  she  may  work,  sate,  undisquieted, 
In  a  close  Box,  covert  for  Justice  meet. 
St.  George  of  Englandl  keep  awatchful 

Fixed  on  the  Suitor;    frustrate  her  re- 

StiHe  her  hope;  for,  if  the  State  comply. 
From  such  Pandorian  gift  may  come  a  Pesl 
Worse  than  the  Dragonlhat  bowed  low  his 


SONNETS 

UPON  THE   PUNISHMENT  OF 

DEATH. 

IN  SERIES.* 

1839- 


CASTLE    (ON    THE     1 
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Oc  charm  il  out  of  memory;   yea,  might 

fill 

.   The  heart  with  joy  and  gratitude  to  God 

For  all  his  bounties  upon  man  bestowedi 

Why  beats  it  then  the  nameof"  Weeping 

Hill"? 
Thousands,  as  toward  yon  old  Lancastrian 

A  prisou'scrown,a1ong(his  way  they  past 
For  lingering  durance  or  quick  death  with 

From  thisbare  eminence  thereon  have  cast 
Their  first  look  —  blinded  as  tears  fell  in 

Shed   on  their  chains;    and  hence  that 
doleful  name. 
i«J9.  •»*'■ 


Tenderly  do  we  feel  by  Nature's  law 
For  worst   oHenders:    though  the  heart 

will  heave 
With    indignation,    deeply     moved   we 

Inafterthought,  (or  Him  who  stood  inawe 
Neither  of  God  nor  man,  and  only  saw, 
Lost  wretch,  a  horrible  device  enthroned 
On  proud   temptations,   till   the   victim 

groaned 
Under   the  steel  his  hand  had  daied  to 

As  oft  befalls,  prevent  or  turn  aside 
Judgments   and  aims    and    acts   whose 

higher  source 
Is  sympathy  with  the  unforewarned,  who 

died 
Blameless  —  with    (hem  that    shuddered 

o'er  his  grave. 
And  all  who  from  thelaw  firm  safety  crave. 


The  Roman  Consul  doomed  his  sons  to 

die 
Who  had  betrayed  their  country.      The 

Afforded  (raayil  through  all  time  afford) 
A  theme  for  praise  and  admiration  high. 
Upon  the  surface  of  humanity 
He  rested  not;  its  depths  his  mind  ex - 


He  felt;  but  his  parental  bosom's  lord 
Was  Duty,  —  Duty  calmed  his  agony. 
And  some,  we  know,  when  they  by  wil- 


And,  (o  alone  for  it,  with  soul  unshaken. 
Kneel  at  the  feet  of  Justice,  and,  for  faith 
Broken  with  all  mankind,  solicit  death. 


Is   Deatk,   when  evil  against  good  has 

fought 
With  such  fell  mastery  that  a  man  may 

By  deeds  the  blackest  purpose  to  lay  bare  ? 
Is   Death,   tor   one   to   that    condition 

brought, 
For  him,  or  any  one,  the  thing  that  ought 
To  be  moj/ dreaded?     Lawgivers,  beware. 
Lest,  capital  pains  remitting  till  ye  spare 
The  murderer,  ye,   by  sanction   to    that 

thought 
Seemingly  given,    debase    the    general 

Tempt  the  vague  will  tried  standards  to 

disown. 
Not  only  palpable  restraints  unbind. 
But  upon  Honor'sheaddisturb  the  crown. 
Whose  absolute  rule  permits  not  to  with- 
stand 
In  the  weak  love  of  life  his  least  command. 


Ni3T  to  the  object  specially  d 
Howe'er  momentous  in  itself  it  &:, 
Good  to  promote  or  curb  depravity. 
Is  the  wise  Legislator's  view  confined. 
His  Spirit,  when  most  severe,  is  oft  most 

As  all  Authority  in  earth  depends 

On  Love  and  Fear,  their  several  powers 

he  blends, 
Copying  with  awe  the  one  Paternal  mind. 
Uncaught  by  processes  in  show  humane. 
He  feels  how  far  the  act  would  derogate 
From  even  tbe  humblest  (unctions  of  the 

State: 
It  she,  self-shorn  of  Majesty,  ordain 
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Thai   never  r 
The  last  alternative 


Ve  brood  of 


shall  hang  upon  her 
Death. 


-  Speclre: 


t  that 


The  bad  Man's  restless  walk,  and  haunt 

hUbed  — 
Fiends  in  youi  aspect,  yet  beneficent 
In   act,   as  hovering  Angels  when  they 

Their  wings   to  guard   the    unconscious 

Innocent  — 
Slow  be  the  Statutes  of  the  land  to  share 
A  laxity  that  could  not  but  Impair 
Your  power  to  punish  crime,  and  so  pre- 


And 


Beliefs!  coiled  serpent-like  about 


The  adage 

How  shall  your  ancient  warnings   work 

Intbe  full  might  they  hitherto  have  shown. 
If  (or  deliberate  sheddei  of  man's  blood 
Survive  not  Judgment  that  requires  his 


Bbfokb  the   world  had  past  her  time  of 

While  polity  and  discipline  were  weak, 
The  precept  eye  tor  eye,  and  tooth   for 

looth, 
Came  forth  —  a  light,  though  but  as  of 

daybreak, 
Htiongas  couldthenbe  borne.     A  Master 

Proscribed  the  spirit  fostered  by  ihal  rule, 
Patience*!!  law,  long -suffering^jjschool, 
And   love   the  end,  which  all   through 

peace  must  seek. 
But  lamentably  do  they  err  who  strain 
His  mandates,  given  rash  impulse  to  eon- 

And  keep  vindictive  thirstings  from  the 

So  tar  that,  if  consistent  in  Iheii  scheme. 


brae  , 

Vet,  as  she  may,  for  each  peculiar  case 
She  plants  welbmeasured  terrors   in  the 

Of  wrongful  acts.      Downward  il  is  and 

broad. 
And,   the   main   fear  once    doomed   to 

banishment. 
Far  oflener   then,   bad  ushering  worse 

Blood  would  be  spilt  that  in  his  dark  abode 
Crime  might  lie  better  hid.     And, -should 

the  change 
Take  from  the  horror  due  to  a  foul  deed. 
Pursuit  and  evidence  so  far  must  fail, 
And,  guilt  escaping,  passion  then  might 

In  angry  spirits  tor  her  old  free  range, 
And  the  "  wild  justice  of  revenge"  pre- 


vail. 


18)9. 


Though  to  give  timely  warning  and  deter 
Is  one  great  aimol  penalty,  extend 
Thy  mental  vision  further  and  ascend 
Far  higher,  else  full  surely  shalt  thou  err. 
What  is  a  Stale?  The  wise  behold  in  her 
A  creature  born  of  time,  that  keeps  one 
eye 


Speaking   thrni^b   Law's  dispassiona 

voice  the  State 
Endues  her  conscience  with  external  life 
And  being,  to  preclude  or  quell  the  strife 
Of  individual  will,  to  elevate 
The  grovelling  mind,  the  erring  lo  recall. 
And  fortify  the  moral  sense  of  all. 
1839.  1841- 


Our  bodily  life,  some  plead,  (bat  life  the 
Of  an  immortal  spirit,  is  a  gift 
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So  SRcred,  so  in  formed  with  light  divine, 
That  no  tribunal,  though  most  wise  lo  sitt 
Deed  and  intent,  should  turn  the  Being 

adrift 
Into  that  world  where  penitential  tear 
May  not  avail,  nor  prayer  have  for  God's 


Avoii 


—  that  world  whose  veil  no  hand 


For  earthly  sight.   "  Eternity  and  Time," 
Tiey -ar^e,  "  have  interwoven  claims  and 

rights 
Not  to  be   jeopardized  through   foulest 

The   sentence  rule  by  mCTcy's   heave 

born  lights." 
Even  so;  but  measuring  not  by  finite  sen 
Infinite  Power,  perfect  Inielligence. 


Ah,  think  how  one  compelled  (or  life  to 

Locked  in  a  dungeon  needs  must  eat  the 

Out  of  his  own  humanity,  and  part 
With  every  hope  that  mutual  cares  provide; 
And,  should  a  less  unnatural  doom  confide 
In  life-long  enile  on  a  sav^e  coast, 
Soon  the  relapsing  penitent  may  boast 
Of  yet  more  heinous  guill,  with  fiercer 

Hence   thoughtful   Mercy,    Mercy  sage 

and  pure, 
Sanctions  the  forfeiture  that  Lawdemands, 
Leaving  the  final  issue  in  J/is  haods 
Whose  goodness  knows  no  change,  whose 


Who  s 


:&,  foresees;   who  ci 


-t  judge 


Then  mark  him,  him  who  could  so  long 

The  crime  confessed,  akneeling  Penitent 
Before  the  Altar,  where  the  Sacrament 
Softens  his  heart,  till  from  his  eyes  outwell 
Tears  of    salvation.      Welcome   death ! 

while  Heaven 
Does  in  this  change  exceedingly  rejoice; 
While  yet  the  solemn  heed  Ihe  Stale  hath 

Helps  him  lo  meet  the  last  Tribunal's  voice 
In  faith,  which  fresh  offences,  were  he  cast 
Oik  old  temptations,  might  forever  blast. 


CONCLUSION, 

Vks,  (hough  He  well  may  tremble  al  the 

Of  his  own  voice,  who  from  the   judg- 

Sends  the  pale  Convict  to  his  last  retreat  ' 

In  death;  though  Listeners  shudder  all 

They  know  the  dread  requital's  source 

profound; 
Nor  is,  they  (eel,  its  wisdom  obsolete  ■ — 
(Wouldthat  itwere!)thesacrificeunmeet 
For  Christian  Faith.     But  hopeful  signs  I 

abound ;  I 

The  social  rights  of  man  breathe  purer  air,  I 

Religion  deepens  her  preventive  care;  ] 

Then,  moved  by  needless  fear  of    past 

Strike  not  from   Law's  firm  hand  that 

awful  rod, 
But  leave  it  thence  to  drop  for  lack  of  use: 
Oh,  speed  the  blessed   hour.  Almighty 


And  wafts  al  will  the  ci 


God! 


Stings  to  the  quick,  and,  with  resistless 
Assaults  the  pride  she  strove  in  vain  to 


The  formal  World  relaxes  her  cold  chain 
For  One  who  speaks  in  numbers;  ampler 

'"         ;  finds;  andjconsciousof  the 


orks  with  bolder  hope 
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POOR  ROBIN. 


Th«  cause  of  giatefu]  reason  to  sustain; 
And,   serving    Truth,   the    heart    more 

strongly  beats 
Against  all  ^rriers  which  his  labor  meets 
In  lofty  place,  or  humble  Life's  domain. 
Enough;  —  before  us  lay  a  painful  road, 
And  guidance  have  I  sought  in  duteous 

love 
From Wisdom'sheavenly Father.   Hence 

hath  flowed 
Patience,  with  trust  that,  whatsoe'er  the 

Each  lakes  in  this  high  matter,  all  may 


We  gaze  —  nor  grieve  to  think  thai  we 

Bui   that  the  precious  love   this   friend 

hath  sown 
Within  our  hearts,  the  love  whose  flower 

hath  blown 
Bright  as  if  heaven  were  ever  in  its  eye, 
Will  pass  so  soon  from  human  memory ; 
And  not  by  strangers  to  our  blood  alone, 
But  by  our  best  descendants  be  unknown, 
Unthought  of  —  this  may  surely  claim  a 

Vet ,  blessed  Art ,  we  yield  not  to  dejection ; 

Thou  against  Time  so  feelingly  dost  strive. 

Where'er,  preserved  in  this  most  true  re- 
flection, 

An  image  of  her  soul  is  kepi  alive. 

Some  lingering  fragrance  of  the  pure 
affection, 

Whose  flower  with  us  will  vartish,  must 

RvDAL  Mount,  ig^ 

t/nnViaf'iDa]',  1840. 


The  star  which  comes  at  close  of  day  to 

shine 
More  heavenly  bright  than  when  it  leads 


Is  friendship's  emblem,  vrhelhei  the  for- 

She  visiteth,  or,  shedding  light  benign 
Through   shades  that   solemnize    Life's 

calm  decline. 
Doth    make    the   happy  happier.      This 

Learnt,  Isabel,  from  thy  society. 

Which  now  we  too  unwillingly  resign 

Though  for  brief  absence.  But  farewell  t 
the  page 

Glimmers  before  my  sighi  through  thank- 
ful tears. 

Such  as  start  forth,  not  seldom,  to  ap- 
prove 

Our  truth,  when  we,  old  yet  unchilled 
by  age. 

Call  ihee,  though  known  but  for  »  few 
fleet  years. 

The  heart -affianced  sister  of  our  love  t 

RVDAL  ItfoUMT,  Fit.    I,  1S40.  igjs. 


POOR   ROBIN.' 
I  oltcD  aik  myielt  what  will  become  of  Rydid 
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ON  A  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON. 


impropriety  w  disorder. 


Now  when  tlie  primrose  makes  a  splendid 

And  lilies  face  Ihe  March-winds  in  lull 

And  humbler  growihs  as  moved  with  one 

Pu[  oD,  to  welcome  spring,  (heir  best 

Pool  Robin  is  yet  RoweileES ;  but  how  gay 
With  bis  red  stalks  upon  this  sunny  day! 
And,  as  his  tufts  o(  leaves  he  spreads, 

Wilhahard  bed  and  scanty  nourishment. 
Mixed  with  the  green,  some  shine  not 

lacking  power 
To  rival  summer's  brightest  scarlet  flower ; 
And    flowers  they  well    might    seem  to 

passers-by 
If  looked  at  only  with  a  careless  eye: 
Flowers  —  or  a  richer  produce  (  did  it  suit 
The  season)  sprinklings  of   ripe  straw- 

But  while  a  thousand  pleasures  come  un- 
sought. 

Why  fix  upon  his  wealth  or  want  a 
thought? 

Is  the  string  touched  in  prelude  to  a  lay 

Of  pretty  fancies  that  would  round  him 
play 

When  all  the  world  acknowledged  elfin 

Or  does  it  suit  our  humor  to  commend 
Poor  Robin  as  a  sure  and  crafty  friend, 
Whose  practice  teaches,  spite  ol  names 

Bright   colors  whether  they   deceive   or 

no?  — 
Nay,  we  would  simply  praise  the  free 

With  which,  though  slighted,  he,  on 
naked  hill 


Thb  child  of  Nature's  own  humility. 
What  recompense  is  kept  in  store  or  left 
For  all  that  seem  neglected  or  bereft; 
With  what  nice  care  equivalents  are  given, 
How  just,  how  bountiful,  the  hand   of 
Heaven. 
March,  1S4D.  1S41. 


ON  A  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  DUKE  OF 
WELLINGTON  UPON  THE  FIELD 
OF  WATERLOO,  BY  HAYDON. 


Helvcllyo  in  CDnpany  wilt 
husband.  She  wu  on  hon 
(op  of  the  hill  wilhool  ana 


By    Art's    bold   privilege   Warrior   and 

War-horse  stand 
On  ground   yet  strewn   with  their   last 

battle's  wreck; 
Let  the  Steed  glory  while  his  Master's 

Lies  fixed  for  ages  on  his  conscious  neck; 
But  by  (he  Chieftain's  look,  though  at  his 

Hangs  (hal  day's  treasured  sword,  how 

firm  a  check 
Is  ^ven  to  triumph  and  all  human  pride '. 
Yon  trophied  Mound  shrinks  to  a  shadowy 

In  his  calm  presence!     Him  Ihe  mighty 

deed 
Elates  not,  brought  lar  nearer  the  grave's 

As  shows  that  time-worn  face,  tor  he  such 

Has  sown  as  yields,  we  trust,  the  fruit  ol 

In  Heaven;  hence  no  one  blushes  tor  Ihy 
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"INTENT  ON  GATHERING  WOOL  FROM  HEDGE  AND  BRAKE."   849 


TO  A   PAINTER. 

The  piclurc  nhich  eav«  occuion  V 


All  praise  the  Ukeness  by  thy  skill  por- 

But  't  is  a  fruitless  task  to  paint  (or  me, 
Who,  yielding  not  to  changes  Time  has 

By  the  habitual  light  of  memory  see 
Eyesunbedimmed,  see  bloom  thai  cannot 

fade, 
And   smiles   (hat   from  their  birthplace 

ne'er  shall  flee 
Into  the  land  where  ghosts  and  phantoms 

be; 
And,  seeing  this,  own  nothing  in  itsslead. 
Couldsllhougoback  into  far-distant  years, 
Or  share  with  me,   lond  (bought  I  that 

inward  eye. 
Then,  and  then  only.  Painter  1  could  thy 

Art 


Their  sovereign  empire 


ON  THE   SAME  SUBJECT. 

Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  sur- 

This  Work,  I  now  have  gazed  on  it  so  long 
I  see  its  truth  with  unreluctanl  eyes; 
O,  my  Belovid  1    I  have  done  Ihee  wrong. 
Conscious  of  blessedness,  but,  whence  it 

sprung, 
Ever  loo  heedless,  as  I  now  perceive; 
Morn  into  noon  did  pass,  noon  into  eve. 
And  the  old  day  was  welcome  as  (he  young. 
As  welcome,  and  as  beautiful  —  in  sooth 
More  beautiful ,as  being  a  thing  more  holy : 
Thanks  to  thy  virlues,  to  the  eternal  youth 
Of  ail  thy  goodness,  never  melancholy; 
To  thy  large  heart  and  humble  mind,  that 

Into  one  vision,  future,  present,  past. 


Whbn  Severn's  sweeping  flood  had  over- 
thrown 

St.  Mary's  Church,  the  preacher  ther- 
would  cry:  — 

"Thus,  Christian  people,  God  his  mighi 
hath  shown 

That  ye  to  him  your  love  may  testify; 

Haste,  and  rebuild  the  pile."  —  But  not 

Resumed  its  place.    Age  after  age  went  by. 
And  Heaven  still  lacked  its  due,  though 

piety 
In  secret  did,  we  trust,  her  loss  bemoan. 
But  now  her  Spirit  hath  put  forth  its  claim 
In  Power,  and  Poesy  would  [end  her  voice; 
Let  the  new  Church  be  worthy  of  its  aim. 
That  in  its  beauty  Cardiff  may  rejoice  1 
Ohi  in  the  past  if  cause  there  was  lor 

Let  not   our   times  halt   in  their  better 

Rydai.  Mount, /m.  13,  1841.  184a. 


Sutgeiud  by  a  dDDveisallon  wilh  Mi»  Fen- 
wick,  who  along  wilh  hci  aisUi  had,  duilng  Iheir 

Intent  on  gathering  wool  from  hedge 

and  brakel 
Yon  busy  Little-ones  rejoice  that  soon 
A  poor  old  Dame  will  bless  them  tor  the 

Great  is  (heir  glee  while  Hake  they  add  to 

flake 
With  rival  earnestness;   far  other  strife 
Than  will  hereafter  move  them,  if  (hey 

Pastime  their  idol,  give  their  day  o(  life 
To  pleasure  snatched  for  reckless  pleas- 
Can  pomp  and  show  allay  one  heart-born 

grief P 
Pains  which  the  World  inflicts  can  she 

requite? 


:.bv  Cookie 


Not  [or  an  interval  however  brief; 

The  silent  thoughts  thai  search  lor  stead- 
fast light, 

Love  from  het  depths,  and  Duly  in  hei 
might, 

And  Failh  —  these  only  yield  secure  relief. 


PRELUDE. 

'O    THB    VOLUME 


to  place  EhLB  pTelude»  bcio^ 


Law    League :    Ibe 


In     desultory     walk    through     orchard 

grounds. 
Or  some  deep  chestnut  giove,  oft  have  I 

The  while  a.  Thrush,  urged  rather  than 

restrained 
By  gusts  of  vernal  storm,  attuned  his  song 
To  his  own  genial  instincts;  and  was  heard 
(Though  not  without  some  plaintive  tones 


betwi 


0) 


r,  above  showers  of  blossom  swept 
From  tossing  boughs,  the  promise  of  a 

Which  the   unsheltered  (raveller  might 

With  thankful  spirit.    The  descant,  and 

the  wind 
That  seemed  to  play  with  it  in  love  or 

Encouraged  and  endeared  the  strain  of 


Impelled  to  livelier  pace.      But  now,  my 

Book! 
Charged  with  those  lays,  and  others  of 

like  mood, 
Or  loftier  pitch  if  higher  rose  I  he  theme. 
Go,  single  —  yet  aspiring  to  be  joined 
With  ihy  Forerunners  ihat  through  many 

Have   faithfully   prepared   each   other's 

Go  forth  upon  a  mission  best  fulfilled 
When  and  wherever,  in  this  changeful 

Power   hath   been  given   1o  please   for 

higher  ends 
Than  pleasure  only;  gladdening  to  pre- 

For    wholesome    sadness,   troubling   to 

Calming  to  raise;  and,  by  a  sapient  Art 
Diffused  through  all  the  mysteries  of  our 

Softening  the  toils  and  pains  that  have 

To  casl  their  shadowson  oar  mother  Earth 
Since  the  primeval  doom.     Such  is  the 

Which,  though  unsued  for,  fails  not  to 

descend 
With  heavenly  inspiration;  such  the  aim 
That  Reason  dictates;    and,  as  even  the 

Has  virtue  in  it,  why  should  hope  to  me 
Be  wanting  that  sometimes,  where  fancied 

ills 
Harass  the  mind  and  strip  from  ofl  the 

Of  private  life  their  natural  pleasantness, 
A  Voice — devoted  to  the  love  whose  seeds 
Are  sown  ineveiy  human  breast,  to  beauty 
Lodged  within  compass  of  the  humblest 

To  cheerful  intercourse  with  wood  and 

field. 
And   sympathy  with   man's   substantial 

griefs  — 
Will  not  be  heard  in  vain?    Andinlhose 

When  unforeseen  distress  spreads  far  and 

Among  a  People  mournfully  cast  down. 
Or  into  anger  roused  by  venal  words 
In  recklessness  flung  out  to  overtiira 
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TO   A   REDBREAST  — (IN   SICKNESS). 


The   judgment,   and  divert  the  general 

From  mutual  good  — some  altainoflhine, 

my  Book  I 
Caughl  at  propitious  intervals,  may  win 
Listeners  who  not  unwillingly  admit 
Kindly  emotion  lending  to  console 
And  reconcile!  and  both  with  young  and 


old 


ude 


Exalt  the  sense  ot  thoughtd 

For  benefits  that  still  survive,  by  iaith 

In   progress,  under   laws  divine,  mai. 


FLOATING   ISLAND. 


Harmonious  Powers  with  Nature  work 
On  sky,  earth,  river,  lake  and  sea; 
Sunshine    and     cloud,    whirlwind    and 


Once  did  I  sec  a  slip  of  earth 
(  By  throbbing  waves  long  undermined) 
Loosed  (rom  its  hold;  how,  no  one  knew, 
But  all  might  see  it  float,  obedient  (o  the 

Might  see  it,  from  the  mossy  shore 
Dissevered,  float  upon  the  Lake, 
Float  with  its  crest  of  trees  adorned 
On  which  the  warbling  birds  their  pastime 

Food,  shelter,  safety,  there  Ihey  find; 
There  berries  ripen,  flowerets  Woom; 
There  insects  live  (heir  lives,  and  die; 
Apeopled  world  it  is;  in  size  a  tiny  room. 

And  thus  through  many  seasons'  space 
This  little  Island  may  survive; 
But  Nature,  though  we  mark  her  not. 
Will  take  away,  may  cease  lo  give. 


Perchance  when  you  are  wandering  forth 
Upon  some  vacant  sunny  day. 
Without  an  object,  hope,  or  fear, 
Thither  your  eyes  may  turn  —  the  Isle  is 
passed  away; 

Buried  beneath  the  glitterii^  Lake, 
Its  place  no  longer  lo  be  foundi 
Yet  the  lost  fragments  shall  remain 
To  feitiliie  some  other  ground. 


Thb  Crescent-moon,  the  Star  of  Love, 
Glories  of  evening,  as  ye  there  are  seen 
With  but  a  span  of  sky  between  — 
Speak  one  of  you,  my  doubts  remove. 

Which  is  the  attendant  Page  and  which 
the  Queen? 
iSti.  1841. 


Sara  HuIchinioD. 

Stay,  little  cheerful  Robin  1  stay. 


Though  I,  alas!  may  ne'er  enjoy 

The  promise  in  thy  song; 
A  chaim,  ^f  thought  cannot  destroy, 

Dolh  to  thy  strain  belong. 

Melhinks  that  in  my  dying  hour 
Thy  song  would  still  be  dear. 

And  with  a  more  than  earthly  power 
My  passing  Spirit  cheer. 

Then,  little  Bird,  this  boon  confer. 
Come,  and  my  requiem  sing. 

Nor  fail  to  be  the  harbinger 
Ot  everlasting  Spring. 
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MISCELLANEOUS   SONNETS. 


MISCELLANEOUS  SONNETS. 


And  wish  the  Lord  of  day  his  slow  decline 
Would  hasten,  lha.t  such  pomp  may  fioat 

OD  high? 
Behold,  already  they  forget  lo  shiae. 
Dissolve  —  and  leBve,  to  him  who  gazed, 


I  wu  impelled  to  write  this  Sonnet  by  the  dis- 
giulltig  frequency  with  which  Ac  word  artiilica.' 
impoRed  wllh  odier  impcTtiDCDceB  from  Ih 
GeTnunB,  it  etnpLoyed  b^  writen  of  the  prhcd 
day :  for  adiitiial  let  them  subslitute  artificial 
and  the  poetry  wiilten  on  Ihii  lyitem,  both  3 
home  and  abroad,  will  Ik  for  the  moil  part  much 
better  chaiadehicd, 

A   /■«(.'  — He   hath   put   his   heart  t 

Ntir  dares  Id  move  unpropped  upon  the 

staff 
Which  Alt  hath  lodged  within  hb  band 

By  precept  only,  atid  shed  tears  by  rule. 
Thy  Art  be  Nature;  the  live  cuireni  quaff, 
And  let  the   groveller  sip  his  stagnant 

In  fear  thai  else,  when  Critics  grave  and 

Have  killed  him,  Sc;orn  should  write  hia 

epitaph. 
How  does  the  Meadow-llower  ils  bloom 

unfold? 
Because  the  lovely  little  flower  is  free 
Down  to  its  root,  and,  in  ihal  freedom, 

bold; 
And  so  the  grandeur  of  Ihe  Forest-tree 
Comes  not  by  casting  in  a  formal  mould, 
Bui  from  its  man  divine  vilality. 

i8<i.  l!4J. 


Peace  let  us  seek,  - 


—  leaving  to  the  gay 
^eof  transient  bowers, 
not  pass  away  be  ours. 


Prindple,. 


ned   by   mojal   a 


to  thepenual  at 

,T  palliated  by 


Febl  for  the  wrongs  to  universal  ken 
Daily enposed,  woe  thai  unshrouded  lies; 
And  seek  the  Sufferer  in  his  darkest  den, 
Whether  conducted  to  the  spot  by  sighs 
Andmoanings,orhe  dwells(asil  the  wren 
Taught  him  concealment)  hidden  from 

In  silence  and  the  awful  modesties 
Of  stOTOw;  —  feel  for  all,  as  brother  Men! 
Rest  nol  inhope  want's  icy  chain  lo  thaw 
By  casual  boons  and  formal  charities; 
Learn  lo  be  just,  just  through  impartial 


Each  from  his  toimtain  of  self-sacrifice  ! 


and  abovethe  vale  of  Rydal,  clouds  Ihal  mlghl 
.  have  ^ven  URh  to  this  Sonnet,  which  was  thrown 
□S  an  the  impulu  of  the  nomecl  one  evening 

walli  ol  ours,  along  the  Rotha,  under  Loughrigg. 

ThB  most  alluring  clouds  Chat  mount  the 

Owe  to  a  troubled  element  their  forms. 
Their  hues  to  sunset.  If  with  raptured  eye 
We  watch  Iheii  splendor,  shall  we  c< 


Portentous  change  when  History  can 

As  ihe  cool  Advocate  of  foul  device; 
Reckless  audadly  cKtol,  and  jeer 
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MISCELLANEOUS   SONNETS. 


s  perplexed  with  scruples 

They  who  bewail  not,  must  abhor,  the 

Born  ol  Conceit,  Power's  blind  Idolater; 
Or  haply  sprung  Irom  vaunting  Cowardice 
Betrayed  by  mockery  o(  holy  fear. 
Hath  it  not  long  been  said  [he  wrath  of 

Man 
Works  not  the  righteousness  of  God  f    Ob 

Bend,  ye  Perverse  1   to  judgments  from 

on  High, 
Laws  that  lay  under  Heaven's  perpetual 


CONTINUED. 

Who  ponders  National  events  shall  find 
An  awful  balancing  of  I05B  and  gain, 
Joy  based  on  sorrow,  good  with  ill  com- 

And  proud  deliverance  issuing  out  of  pain 
And  diieiu]  throes;    as  11  the  All-ruling 

Mind. 
With  whose  perfection  it  consists  to  ordain 
Volcanic   burst,  earthquake,  and    hurri- 

Dealt  in  like  sort  with  feeble  human  kind 
By  laws  immutable.     But  woe  for  him 
Who  thus  deceived  shall  lend  an  eager 

To  social  havoc.     Isnot  Conscience  ours. 
And  Truth,  whose  eye  guilt  only  can  make 

dim; 
And  Will,  whose  olHce,  by  divine  com- 

Is  lo  control  and  check  disordered  Powers? 


CONCLUDED. 

LoNC-FAVORED  England  I   be  not  thou 

By  monstrous  theories  of  alien  growth. 
Lest  alien  freozy  seize  tbee,  waxipg  wroth, 


Sell'Si 


red 


(ill  thy  gannent!  reek  dyed 


With   thy   own   bliKid,   which    tears   in 

torrents  shed 
Fail  to  wash  out,  tears  flowing  ete  ihy  troth 
Be  plighted,  not  to  ease  but  sullen  sloth. 
Or  wan  despair  —  ihe  ghost  of  false  hope 

fled 
Into  a  shameful  grave ,   Among  thy  youth, 
MyCounlryl  if  such  warning  beheld  dear. 
Then  shall  a  Veteran's  heart  be  thrilled 

with  joy. 
One  who  would  gather  from  eternal  truth. 
For  time  and  season,  rules  that  work  to 

Not  scourge,  to  save   the  People  —  not 
destroy. 


Mbn  of  ihe  Western  World!   in  Fate's 

dark  book 
Whence  these  opprobrious  leaves  of  dirp 

portent  ? 
Think  ye  your  British  Ancestors  forsook 
Their  native  Land,  for  outrage  provident ; 
From  unsubmissive  necks  the  bridle  shook 
To  give,  in  their  Descendants,  freer  vent 
And  wider  range  to  passions  turbulent. 
To  mutual  tyranny  a  deadlier  look? 
Nay,  said  a  voice,  soft  as  (he  south  wind's 

Dive  through  [he  stormy  surface  of  (he 

flood 
To  the  great  current  flowing  underneath; 
Explore  the  countless  springs  of   silent 

good; 
So  shall  the  (ruth  be  better  unders(ood. 


Lo!  where  she  stands  fixed  in  asain(-like 

One  upward  band,  as  if  she  needed  rest 
From  rapture,  lying  softly  on  her  breast  I 
Nor  wants  her  eyeball  an  ethereal  glance; 
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While  IhoG  illumined,  tells  of  painful  stiife 
For  a  sick  heajt  made  weary  of  this  life 
By  love,  long  crossed  wilh  adverse  circum- 

—  Would   She  were  now  as  when  she 

hoped  )o  pass 
At  God's  appointed  houi  to  Ihem  who 

Heaven's  sapphire  pavement,  yet  breathed 

Well  pleasedjher  loot  should  print  earth's 

Lived  thankful  lor  day's  l^ht,  for  daily 

For  health, and  time  inobviouadutyspent. 


THE  NORMAN   BOY. 

Tbc  aubiect  of  this  poem  was  sent  me  by 
Mt3.  Ogle,  to  whom  I  waa  petaoualLy'  udknown, 
with  t  hope  on  htr  pan  that  I  might  be  induced 


with    t 

piec«t  oa  chili^Ten  to  produce  profitable  reflec- 
tioD  imong  my  youthful  iraiten.  Thii  is  said 
however  with  an  abioluu  conviclloti  that  chil- 
dren will  derive  mot  benefit  from  books  which 
are  not  unworthy  the  perutal  of  persons  of  any 
age-  I  protest  with  mjr  whole  heart  against 
those  productions^  so  ahundant  id  the  present 
da;,  in  which  the  doings  of  children  are  dwell 

esled  in  anything  else.  On  this  subject  1  have 
dwell  at  lengflh  in  the  poem  on  Itie  growth  of  my 


High  on  a  broad  unfertile  tract  of  forest- 
skirled  Down, 

Nor  kept  by  Nature  for  herself,  nor  made 
by  man  his  own, 

From  home  and  company  remote  and 
every  playful  joy, 

Served,  tending  a  lew  sheep  and  goats,  a 
ra^id  Norman  Boy. 

Him  never  saw  1, nor  the  spol;  butfrom 

an  English  Dame, 
Stranger   lo  me   and  yet   my  friend,  a 

With  suit  thai  I  would  speak  in  verse  of 
(hat  sequesteied  child 


His  flock,  along  (he  woodland's  edge  with 

relics  sprinkled  o'er 
Of    last   night's  snow,    beneath   a   sky 

threatening  the  fall  of  more. 
Where   tufts  of    herbage  templed   each, 

were  busy  al  their  feed, 
And  the  poor  Boy  was  busier  still,  with 

work  ot  anxious  heed- 
There  iipoj  he,  where  of  branches  rent  and 

withered  and  decayed. 
For  covert  from  the  keen  north  wind,  his 

hands  a  hut  had  made. 
A  (iny  tenement,  forsooth,  and  frail,  as 

needs  mus(  be 
A  thing  of  such  materials  framed,  by  a 

builder  such  as  he. 

The  hut  stood  finished  by  his  pains,  nor 
seemingly  lacked  aught 

That  skill  or  means  ol  his  could  add,  but 
the  architect  had  wrought 

Some  limber  twigs  into  a  Cross,  well- 
shaped  wi(h  fingers  nice. 

To  be  engrafted  on  the  top  ol  his  small 

That  Cross  he  now  was  fastening  there, 

as  the  surest  power  and  best 
For  supplying  all  de6ciencies,  all  wants 

of"  the  rude  nest 
In  which,  from  burning  heat,  or  tempest 

driving  far  and  wide. 
The  innocent  Boy.  else  shelterless,  bis 

lonely  heail  must  hide. 

That  Cross  belike  be  also  raised  as  a 

standard  for  the  true 
And  faithful  service  ol  his  heart  in  the 

worst  that  might  ensue 
Of  hardship  and  distressful  tear,  amid  the 

houseless  waste 
Where  he,  in  his  poor  self  so  weak,  1^ 

Providence  was  placed. 

Here,  Lady  !  might  I  cease;  butnaj, 

let  us  before  we  part 
With  this  dear  holy  shepherd-boy  breathe 

a  prayer  of  earnest  heart. 
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Tbat  unto  hiTil,  where'er  shall   lie   his 

life's  appointed  way, 
The  Cross,  Rxed  in  his  soul,  may  prove 

an  all-sufficing  stay. 


THE  POET'S  DREAM. 

SEQUEL  TO  THE   NORMAN   EOV. 

Just  as  those  final  words  were  penned, 

the  sun  broke  out  in  power, 
And  gladdened  all  Ihings;  but,  as  chanced, 

within  that  very  hour, 
Air    blackened,   thunder    growled,   lire 

Hashed  trom  clouds  that  hid  the  sky, 
And,  for  the  Subject  o(  my  Verse,  I  heaved 

a  pensive  sigh. 

Nor  could  my  heart  by  second  thoughts 
Irotn  heaviness  be  cleared, 

For  bodied  forth  before  my  eyes  the  cross' 
crowned  hut  appealed; 

And,  while  around  it  storm  as  fierce 
seemed  troubling  earth  and  air, 

I  saw,  within,  the  Norman  Boy  kneeling 

The  Child,  as  if  the  thunder's  voice  spake 

with  articulate  call, 
Bowed  meekly  in  submissive  fear,  before 

the  Lord  ol  All; 
His  lips  were  moving;  and  his  eyes,  up. 

raised  (o  sue  for  grace. 
With  soft  illumination  cheered  the  dimness 

of  that  place. 

How  beautiful  is  holiness ! —  what  wonder 

if  (he  sight. 
Almost  as  vivid  as  a  dream,  produced  a 

dream  at  night? 

II  came  with  sleep  and  showed  the  Boy, 

no  cherub,  not  transformed, 

Bui  the  poor  ra^id  Thing  whose  ways 

my  human  heart  had  warmed. 

Me  had  (he  dream  equipped  with  wings, 
so  I  took  him  in  my  arms. 

And  lilted  from  the  grassy  floor,  stilling 
bis  fainl  alarms, 


And  hore  him  h^h  through  yielding  air 

my  debt  of  love  (o  pay, 
By  giving  him,  for  both  our  sakes,  an  hour 

ot  holiday. 

I   whispered,  "  Vet  a  little   while,  dear 

Child  I  thou  art  my  own, 
To  show  thee  some  delightful  thing,  in 

country  or  in  town. 
What  shall  it  be?  a  mirthful  throng?  or 

Ihat'holy  place  and  calm 
St.  Denis,  filled  with  royal  (ombs,  or  the 

Church  of  Noire  Dame? 

St.  Ouen's  golden  Shrine?     Or  choose 

what  else  would  please  thee  most 
Ol  any  wonder  Normandy,  or  all  proud 

France,  can  boast  t  " 
"  My  Mother,"  said  the  Boy,  "  was  born 

near  to  a  blessed  Tree. 
The  Chapel  Oak    ol    Allonville;  good 

Angel,  show  it  me!  " 

On  wings,  from  broad  and  steadfast  poise 

let  loose  hy  this  reply, 
For  Allonville,  o'er  down  and  dale,  away 

then  did  we  fly; 
O'er  town  and  (owet  we  flew,  and  fields 

in  May's  fresh  verdure  drest; 
The  wings  they  did  not  flag;  the  Child, 

(hough  grave,  was  not  deprest. 

But  who  shall  show,  to  waking  sense,  the 

gleam  ol  light  that  broke 
Forth  from  his  eyes,  when  first  (he  Boy 

looked  down  on  that  huge  oak. 
For  length  of  days  so  much  revered,  so 

famous  where  it  stands 
Fortwolold  hallowing  — Nature's  care, 

and  work  of  human  hands? 

Strong  as  an  Eagle  with  my  charge  I  glided 

round  and  round 
The  wide-spread  lx>ughs,  for  view  ot  door, 

window,  and  stair  that  wound 
Gracefully  up  the  gnarled  trunk;  nor  left 

we  unsurveyed 
The  pointed  steeple  peering  larth  Irom 

the  centre  of  the  shade. 

I  lighted  —  opened  with  soft  touch  the 

chapel's  iron  door. 
Past  softly,  leadingin  the  Boy;  and,  while 

from  roof  to  floor 
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From  flooT  to  roof  all  round  his  eyes  the 

Child  with  wonder  cast, 
Pleasure  on  pleasure  crowded  in,  each 

livelier  than  the  last. 

Foi,  deftly  framed  within  the  liunk,  the 

sanctuary  showed, 
By  light  of  lamp  and  precious  stones,  that 

glimmered  here,  there  glowed, 
Shrine,  Altai,  Ima^e,  Offerings  hung  in 

sign  of  gratitude  1 
Sight  that  inspired  accordant  thoughts; 

and  speech  I  thus  renewed: 

"  Hither  the  Afflicted  come,  as  thou  hast 

heard  thy  Mother  say. 
And,  kneeling,  supplication  make  to  out 

Lady  de  la  Paix ; 
What   mournful  sighs   have   here   been 

heard, and,  whcnthevoicewflsstopl 
By  suddeo  pangs;  what  bitter  tears  have 

on  this  pavement  dropt! 

Poor  Shepherd  oi  the  naked  Down,   a 

favored  lot  is  thine. 
Fax  happier  lot,  dear  Boy,  than  brings 

full  many  to  this  shrine; 
From  body  pains  and  pains  of  soul  thou 

needest  no  release, 
Thy  hours  as  they  flow  oti  are  spent,  if 

not  in  )oy,  in  peace , 

Then  offer  up  thy  heart  to  God  in  thank- 
fulness aiid  praise. 

Give  to  Him  prayers,  and  many  thoughts, 
in  thy  most  busy  days; 

And  in  His  sight  the  fr^ile  Cross,  ou  thy 
small  hut,  will  be 

Holy  as  that  which  long  hath  crowned  the 
Chapel  of  this  Tree; 

Holy  as  that  far  seen  which  crowns  the 

sumptuous  Church  in  Rome 
Where  thousands  meet  to  worship  God 

under  a  mighty  Dome; 
He  sees  the  bending  multitude,  he  bears 

the  choral  riles, 
Vet  not  the  less,  in  children's  hymns  and 

lontly  prayer,  delights- 
God  for  His  service  needeth  not  proud 

work  of  human  skill; 
They  please  Him  best  who  labor  most  to 

do  in  peace  His  will: 


Solelusstrive  tolive 

and  lo  ou 

r  Spirits 

will  be  given 

Such  wings  as,  when 

our  Savio 

shall  bear  us  u 

The  Boy  no  answer  made  by  words,  but. 

Sleep  fled,  and  with  it  (led  the  dream  — 

recorded  in  this  book, 
Lest  all  that  passed  should  melt  away  in 

silence  from  my  mind. 
As  visions  still  more  bright  have  done, 

and  left  no  trace  behind. 

But  oh  L  that  Country-man  of  thine,  whose 

eye,  loved  Child,  can  see 
A  pledge  of  endless  bliss  in  acts  of  early 

piety. 
In  vetse,  which  to  thy  ear  might  come, 

would  treat  this  simple  theme. 
Nor  leave  untold  our  happy  flight  in  that 

adventurous  dream. 

Alas  the  dream,  (o  thee,  poor  Boy  1  to  thee 

from  whom  il  flowed, 
Was  nothing,  scarcely  can  be  aught,  yet 

't  was  bounteously  bestowed. 
If  I  may  dare  lo  cherish  hope  that  gentle 

eyes  will  read 
Not  loth,  and  listening  Little-ones,  heatt- 

lonched,  their  fancies  feed-' 


How  beautiful  when  up  a  lofty  height 
Honor  ascends  among  the  humblest  poor. 
And  feeling  sinks  as  deepi     See  there 
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impliinl,  but  si 


She  wasled 

A  just  repayment,  both  for 

And  thM  her^lf  and  hers  should  stand 

In  ihe  world's  eye.  Her  work  when  day- 
light failed 

Paused  not,  and  through  the  depth  ot 
night  she  kept 

Such  earnest  vigils,  that  belief  prevailed 

Wilh  some,  the  noble  Creature  never 
slept; 

Bui,  one  by  one,  the  hand  of  deall% 
assailed 

Her  children  from  her  inmost  heart  be- 


Since  reason  failed  want  is  her  threatened 

Vet    frequent    transports   mitigate    the 

Nor  of  those  maniacs  is  she  one  Ihat  kiss 

The  air  or  laugh  upon  a  precipice; 

No,  passing  ihrough  strange   sufferings 

toward  the  lomb 
She  smiles  as  if  a  martyr's  crown  were 

Ofl,  when  light  breaks  ihrough  clouds  or 

wanog  trees. 
With  outspread  arms  and  fallen  upon  her 

The  Mother  hails  in  her  descending  Son 
An  Angel,  and  in  earthly  ecstasies 
Her  own  angelic  glory  seems  begun. 


FAREWELL  LINES. 


The  l^othei  mourned,   nor  ces 

Till  a  winter's  noonday  placed  her  buried 

Son 
Before  her  eyes,  last  child  of  many  gone  — 
His  raiment  ol  angelic  while,  and  lo! 
His  very  feel  brigfil  as  the  daiiling  snow 
Which  they  are  touching;  yea  far  brighl- 

As  that  which  comes,  or  seems  to  come, 

from  heaven. 
Surpasses  aught  these  elements  can  show. 
Much  she  rejoiced,  trusting  that  from  that 

Whate'er  befell  she  could  not  grieve  or 


Over  material  forms  that  mastered  reason. 
Oh,  gracious  Heaven,  in  pity  make  her 


But  why  that  prayer?  as  if  to  her  could 

No  good  but  by  the  way  that  leads  to  bliss 
Through  [>eatb,  —  so  judging  we  should 
judge  amiss. 


:  village  ot  EdAcM. 

"High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  stale," 
But,  surely,  il  severe  afflictions  borne 
Wilh  patience  merit  the  reward  of  peace, 
Peace  yedeserve;  and  may  thesolid  good, 
Sought  by  a  wise  though  late  exchange, 

and  here 
With  bounteous  hand  beneath  a  cottage- 

To  you  accorded,  never  be  withdrawn, 
Nor  foi  the  woild's   best   promises  re- 
nounced. 
Mostsoothingwasitfora  welcome  Friend, 
Fresh  from  the  crowded  city,  to  behold 
That  lonely  union,  privacy  so  deep. 
Such  calm  employments,  such  entire  con- 
So  when  the  rain  is  over,  the  storm  laid, 
A  pair  of  herons  oft-times  have  I  seen. 
Upon  a  rocky  islet,  side  by  side. 
Drying  their  feathers  in  the  sun,  at  ease; 
And  so,  when  night  with  grateful  gloom 

had  fallen. 
Two  glow-worms  in  such  neatness  that 

they  shared, 
As  seemed.  Iheir  soft  sell  .satisfying  light, 
Each  with  the  other,  on  the  dewy  ground, 
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Wheie  He  that  made  them  blesses  their 

When  wandering  among  lakes  and  hills 

I  nole, 
Once  more,  those  creatures  thus  by  nature 

And  guarded  in  their  Irartquil  state  of  life. 
Even,  as  your  happy  presence  to  my  mind 
Their  union  brought,  will  they  repay  the 

debt, 
And  send  a  thankful  spirit  back  (o  you, 
With  hope  that  we,  dear  Friends !  shall 


AIREY-FORCE  VALLEY. 

— - — ■  Not  a  breath  of  air 
Ruffles  the  bosom  of  this  leafy  glen. 
From  the  brook's  ma^in,  wide  around, 

the  trees 
Are  steadfast  as  the  rocks;   the  brcck  it- 
self, 
Old  as  the  hills  that  teed  it  h-om  atar. 
Doth  rather  deepen  than  disturb  the  calm 
Where  all  things  else  are  still  and  motion- 
less. 
And  yel,  even  now,  a  little  breeze,  per- 

Escaped  from  boisterous  winds  that  rage 

without. 
Has  entered,  by  the  sturdy  oaks  unfelt, 
Bui  to  its  gentle  touch  how  sensitive 
Is  the  light  ash  !  that,  pendent  from  the 

Of  yon  dim  cave,  in  seeming  silence  makes 
A  soft  eye-music  of  slow-waving  boughs. 
Powerful  almost  as  vocal  harmony 
To  stay  the  wanderer's  steps  and  soothe 
his  thoughts. 


LvREl   (hough   such   power   do  in   t 

As  might  from  India's  farthest  plaii 
Recall  the  not  unwilling  Maid, 
Assist  me  to  detain 
The  lovely  Fugitive; 


Check  with  thy  notes  the  impulse  which, 

betrayed 
By  her  sweet  farewell  looks,  I  longed  to 

Here  let  me  gaze  enrapt  upon  that  eye. 

The  impregnable  and  awe-inspiring  lott 

Of  contemplation,  (he  calm  port 

By  reason  fenced  from  winds  that  sigh 

Among  the  restless  sails  of  vanity. 

But  if  no  wish  be  hers  that  we  should 

A  humbler  bliss  would  satisfy  my  heart. 

Where  all  things  are  so  fair. 
Enough  by  her  dear  side  to  breathe  the  air 

Of  this  Elysian  weather; 
And,  on  oi  in,  or  near,  the  brook,  espy 
(    Shade  upon  the  sunshine  lying 

Faint  and  somewhat  pensively; 
And  downward  Image  gayly  vying 

With  its  upright  living  tree 
'Mid  silver  clouds,  and  openings  of  blue 

As  soft  almost  and  deep  as  her  cerulean 
eye. 

Nor  less  the  joy  with  many  a  glance 
Cast  up  the  Stream  or  down  at  her  be- 
seeching. 
To  mack  its  eddying  foam-balls  prettily 

By  ever- changing  shape  and  want  of  rest; 
Or  watch,  with  mutual  teaching. 
The  current  as  it  plays 
In  .flashing  leaps  and  stealthy 


Or  n 


'!) 


In  the  slope-channel  floored  with  pebbles 

Stones  of  all  hues,  gem  emulous  of  gem. 

So  vivid  that  ihey  take  from  keenest  sight 

Theliquid  veil  that  seeks  no!  to  hide  them. 

1841,  1841, 


TO  THE  CLOUDS. 

■\e  foal-road  between  Rydal  Mouat  i 


agoing,  aad  the  rest  loll 
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Army  of   Clouds !  ye  winged  Hosts  in 

Ascending  from  behind   the   motionless 

Of  thai  tall  rock,  as  from  a  hidden  world, 
Oh  whilher  with  such  eagerness  of  speed? 
What  seek  ye,  or  what  shun  ye?  of  the 

E«lt 
Companions,  fear  ye  to  be  left  behind. 
Or  racing  o'er  your  blue  ethereal  field 
Contend  ye  with  each  other?  of  Ihe  sea 
Children,  thus  post  ye  over  vale  and  height 
To  sink  upon  your  mother's  lap  —  and 

rest? 
Or  were  ye  rightlier  hailed,  when  first 

Beheld  in  your  impetuous  march  (be  like- 

Of  a  wide  army  pressing  on  to  meet 
Or  overtake  some  unknown  enemy?  — 
But  your  smooth  motions  suit  a  peaceful 

And  Fancy,  not  less  aptly  pleased,  com- 
pares 
Your  squadrons  to  an  endless  flight  of 

Aerial,  upon  due  migration  bound 
To  milder  climes  ;  or  rather  do  ye  urge 
In  caravan  your  hasty  pilgrimage 
To  pause  at  last  on  more  aspiring  heights 
Than  these,  and  utter  your  devotion  there 
With  thunderous  voice?   Or  are  ye  jubi- 
lant. 
And  would  ye,  tracking  your  proud  lord 

the  Sun. 
Be  present  at  his  setting  ;  or  the  pomp 
Of  Persian  mornings  would  ye  ^11,  and 

Poising  your  splendors  high  ahove  the 

Of  worshippers  kneeiingto  (heir  up-risen 
God? 

Whence,  whence,  ye  Qouds  !  this  eager- 
ness of  speed? 

Speak,  silent  creatures.  ^ — They  are  gone. 


Buried  together  in  yon  gloomy  mass 
That  loads  (he  middle  heaven  ;  and  clear 

and  bright 
And  vacant  doth  (he  region  which  they 

thronged 
Appear;  acalm  descent  of  sky  conducting 
Down  to  the  unapproachable  abyss, 


Down  to  that  hidden  guLJ   from  which 

they  rose 
To  vanish  — fleet  as  days  and  months  and 

Fleet  as  the  generations  of  mankind. 
Power,  glory,  empire,  as  the  world  itself, 
The    lingering    world,  when    time    hath 

ceased  to  be. 
But  the  winds  roar,  shaking  the  rooted 

And  see  '.  a  bright  precursor  to  a  train 
Perchance  as   numerous,  overpeers   the 

That  sullenly  refuses  to  partake 
Of  the  wild  impulse.    From  a  fount  of  life 
Invisible,  the  long  procession  moves 
Luminous  or  gloomy,  welcome  to  the  vale 
Which  they  are  entering,  welcome  lo  mine 

That  sees  (hem,  to  my  soul  (hat  own  in 

And  in  the  bosom  of  (he  Brmament 
O'er  which  they  move,  wherein  they  are 

A  type  of  her  capacious  self  and  all 
Her  restless  prc^eny. 

A  humble  walk 
Here  is  my  body  doomed  to  Iread,  this 


Or  of  his  flock?  —  joint  vestige  of  them 

both. 
I  pace  it  unrepining,  lor  my  thoughts 
Admit  no  bondage  and  my  words  have 

Whereis  the  Orphean  lyre,  or  Druid  harp. 
To  accompany  the  verse?   The  mountain 

blast 
Shall beouriani/of  music;  heshall sweep 
The  rocks,  and  quivering  trees,  and  bil- 
lowy lake, 
Andsearchthefibresofthe  caves,  and  they 
Shall  answer,  for  our  song  is  of  the  Clouds 
And  llie  wind  loves  them;  and  the  gentle 

gales  — 
Which  by  their  aid  re-clolhe  the  naked 

lawn 
With    annual    verdure,    and    revive    the 

woods. 
And  moisten  the  p:\rched  lips  of  thirsty 
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Keep  their  most  solemn  vigils  when  the 

Clouds 
Walch  also,  shifting  peaceably  (heir  place 
Like  bnndsofmini^leriiig  Spirits,  or  when 

they  lie. 
As  if  some  Protean  art  the  change  had 

wrought, 
In  listless  quiet  o'er  the  ethereal  deep 
Scattered,  a  Cyclades  of  various  shapes 
And  all  degrees  of  beauty.     O  ye  Light- 

Ye  are  their  perilous  offspring;  and  the 

Sun  — 
Source  inexhaustible  o(  life  and  joy, 
And  type  of   man's  (ar-darling  reason, 

therefore 
Inold  time  worshipped  as  the  god  of  verse, 
A  blazing  intellectual  deity  — 
Loves  his  own  glory  in  their  looks,  and 

showers 
Upon  that  unsubstantial  brotherhood 
Visions  with  all  but  beatific  light 
Enriched  — loo  transient  were  they  not 

renewed 
From  age  to  age,  and  did  not,  while  we 

gaze 


To  keep  the  treasure  unimpaired.     Vain 

thought ! 
Yet  why  repine,  created  as  we  are 
For  joy  and  rest,  albeit  to  find  them  only 
Ixidged  in  the  bosom  of  eternal  things? 


WansfbllI  this   Household    has  a  fa- 
vored lot, 
Living  with  liberty  on  thee  to  gaze, 
To  watch  while  Morn  first  crowns  thee 

with  her  rays. 
Or  when  along  thy  breast  serenely  float 
Evening's  angelic  clouds.      Yet  ne'er  a 


Hath  sounded  (shame  Dpon  (he  Bard!) 

thy  praise 
For  all  that  thou,  as  if  from  heaven,  hast 

brought 
Ol  glory  lavished  on  our  quiet  days. 
Bountiful  Son  oi  Earth  1  when  we  are  gone 
From  every  object  dear  lo  mortal  ^hl, 
As  soon  we  shall  be,  may  these  words  attest 
How  oil,  to  elevate  our  spirits,  shone 
Thy  visionary  majesties  of  light. 
How  in  thy  pensive  glooms  our  hearts 

found  rest. 
Dec.  h,  i84>.  184). 

THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  DOVE.s 

Shade  of  Caractacus,  if  spirits  love 
The  cause  they  fought  for  in  their  earthly 

To  see  the  Eagle  ruffled  by  the  Dove 
May  soothe  thy  memory  of  the  chains  of 

These  children  claim  thee  for  their  sire; 

the  breath 
Of   thy  renown,  from  Cambrian  moun- 


But  truth  divine  has  sanctified  their  rage, 
A  silver  cross  enchased  with   flowers   of 

Their  badge,  attests  the  holy  fight  they 

The  shrill  defiance  of  the  young  crusade 
Their  veteran  foes  mock  as  an  idle  noise; 
But  unto  Faith  and  I>3yalty  comes  aid 
From  Heaven,  gigantic  force  to  beardless 


i8«. 


GRACE   DARLING. 


resound  with  ballad 
Ptlilt  Ckwaniarir. 
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GRACE   DARLING. 


Inspired  byONE  whose  very  name  bespeaks 
Favor  divine,  exalting  human  lovei 
Whom,  since  her  birth  on  bleak  Notlhum- 

Known  unto  few  but  prizejj  as  far  as 

known, 
A  single  Acl  endears  to  high  and  low 
Through  the  whole  land  — to  Manhood, 

moved  in  spite 
Of  the  world's  freezing  cares — to  gener- 
ous Voulh  — 
To  Infancy,  that  lisps  her  praise  —  to  Age 
Whose  eye  reflects  it,  gUstening  through 

Of  tremulous  admiration.     Such  Irue  fame 
Awiuts  her  noui;  but,  verily,  good  deeds 
Do  not  imperishable  record  tind 
Save  in  (he  rolls  of  heaven,  where  hers 

A  Ibeme  (or  angels,  when  [hey  celebrate 
The  high-50uled  virtues  which  forgetful 

(las   witnessed.     Oh  1  that   winds    and 

waves  could  speak 
Of  things  which  their  united  power  called 

forth 
From  the  pure  depths  of  her  humanity! 
A  Maiden  gentle,  yet,  at  duty's  call. 
Firm  and  unflinching,  as  the  Lighthouse 

On  (he  Island-rock,  her  lonely  dwelling- 

place; 
Or  like  the   invincible   Rock  itself  (hat 

braves, 
Age  after  age,  the  hostile  elements. 
As  when  it  guarded  holy  Culhbert's  cell. 
All  night  the  storm  had  raged,   nor 

ceased,  nor  paused. 
When,  as  day  broke,  (he  Maid,  throueh 

misty  air. 
Espies  lar  off  a  Wreck,  amid  the  surf, 
Beating  on  one  of  those  disastrous  isles  — 
Half  otaVessel,  half  — nomore;  therest 
Had  vanished,  swallowedup  with  all  that 

Had  for  the  common  salety  striven  in  vain. 
Or  thither  thronged   for   refuge.      With 

quick  glance 
Daughter  and  Sire   through  optic-glass 

Qinging  abou(  the  remnant  of  this  Ship, 
Creatures — ^  how  precious  in  the  Maiden's 
sight  1 


For  whom,  belike,  the  old  Man  grieves 

still  more 
Than  for  their  fellow-sufferers  engulled 
Where  every  parting  agony  is  hushed. 
And  hope  and  fear  mix  not  in  further  strife. 
"But  courage,  Father  !  letusout  tosea  — 
Afewmayyetbesaved."  The  Daughter's 

words,       . 
Her  earnest  lone,  and  look  lieaming  with 

faith. 
Dispel  the  Father's  doubts:  nor  do  ihey 

lack 
The  noble-minded  Mother's  helping  hand 
To  launch  the  boat;   and  with  her  blessing 

And  inwardly  sustained  by  silent  prayer, 
Together    they   put    fortbt   Father   and 

Child! 
Each  grasps  an  oar,  and  struggling  on 

they  go — - 
Rivals  in  effort;   and,  alike  intent 
Here  (o  elude  and  there  surmount,  (hey 

The  billows  lengthening,  mutually  crossed 
And  shattered,   and   re-gathertng   their 

As  if  the  tumult,  by  the  Almighty's  will 
Were,  in  the  conscious  sea,  roused  and 

prolonged 
That   woman's  fortitude  —  so    tried,    so 

proved  — 
May  brighten  more  and  more! 

True  to  the  mark, 
They  stem  'the  current  of  that  perilous 

Their  arms  still  strengthening  with  the 

strengthening  heart, 
Though  danger,  as  the  Wreck  is  neaied, 

becomes 
More  imminent,    l^ot  unseen   do   they 

approach ; 
And  rapture,  with  varieties  of  fear 
Incessantly  conflicting,  thrills  the  frames 
Of  those  who,  in  that  dauntless  energy, 
Foretaste  deliverance;  but  the  least  per- 

Can  scarcely  trust  his  eyes,  when  he  per- 

That  of  the  pair  —  tossed  on  the  waves  to 

Hope  (o  the  hopeless,  to  the  dying,  life  -- 
One  is  a  Woman,  a  poor  earthly  sister, 
Or,  be  the  Visitant  other  than  she  seems. 
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A  guBcdian    Spiiit   sent    (lom    pitying 

Heaven, 
Id  woman's  shape.     But  why  prolong  the 

tale, 
Casting   weak   words  amid  a    host    of 

thoughts 
Armed  to   repel   them?     Every   haiard 

And  difficulty  mastered,'  with  resolve 
That  no  one  breathing  should  be  left  (o 

This  last  remainder  of  the  crew  are  all 
Placed  in  the  little  boat,  then  o'er  the  deep 
Are  safely  boine,  landed  upon  the  beach, 
And,  in  fulfilment  of  God's  mercy,  lodged 
Within    the    sheltering     Lighthouse.  — 

Shout,  ye  Waves 
Send  forth  astmg  of  triumph.    Waves  and 

Winds. 
Exult  in  this  deliverance  wrought  through 

faith 
In  Him  whose  Providence  yout  rage  hath 

Ye  screaming  Sea-mews,  in  the  concert 

And  would  that  some  immortal  Voice  —  a 

Voice 
Fitly  attuned  to  alt  that  gratitude 
Breathes  out  from  floor  or  couch,  through 

Of  the  sun'ivors  —  to  the  clouds  might 

Blended  with  praise  of  that  parental  love, 
Beneath  whose  watchful  eye  the  Maiden 

grew 
Pious  and  pure,  modest  and  yet  so  brave. 
Though  young  so  wise,  though  meek  so 

resolute  — - 
Might  carry  to  the  clouds  and  to  the  stars. 
Yea,   to  celestial  Choirs,  Grace  Dar- 
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"WHILE  BEAMS  OF  ORIENT 
LIGHT  SHOOT  WIDE  AND 
HIGH." 


Wkilb  beams  of  orient  tij 

and  high. 
Deep  in  the  vale  a  little  n 


Breathes  forth  a  cloud -like  creature  of  its 

That   mounts   not    toward    the    radiant 

morning  sky. 
But,  with  a  less  ambitious  sympathy. 
Hangs  o'er4ls  Parent  waking  to  (he  cares 
Troubles  and  toils  that  every  day  prepares. 
So  Fancy,  to  the  musing  Poet's  eye. 
Endears  that  Lingerer.     And  how  blest 

her  sway 

iver  may  my  soul  re- 


(Like  influence  i 

jecl) 
If  the  calm  Heaven,  1 

decked 

With  glorious  forms  in 

To  the  lone  shepherd  o 


V  to  it 


lenith 


Glean 


world  i 


the  hills  disclose 
which  the  saints 


TO  THE  REV.  CHRISTOPHER 
WORDSWORTH,  D.D.,  MASTER 
OF  HARROW  SCHOOL. 

Atterlheperus^Dihis  TtuofMlm A-glitama, 


Enlightened  Teacher,  gladly  from  thy 
Have  1  received  this  proof  of  pains  be- 
By  Thee  to  guide  thy  Pupils  on  the  road 
That,  in  our  native  isle,  and  every  land. 
The  Church,  when  trusting  in  divine  com- 

And  in  her  Catholic  attributes,  hath  trod  : 
O  may  these  lessons  be  with  piofit  scanned 
To  thy  heart's  wish,  thy  labor  blest  by 

Godl 
So  the  bright  laces  of  the  young  and  gay 
Shall   look   more   bright  —  the    happy, 

happier  still; 
Catch,  in  the  pauses  of  their  keenest  play. 
Motions  of  thought  which  elevatethe  will 
And,  like  the  Spire  that  from  your  classic 

Hill 
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INSCRIPTION 


Ye  vales  and  hills  whose  beauly  hUher 

drew 
The  poet's  sleps,  and  fixed  him  here,  on 

His  eyes  have  closed  1  And  ye,  loved 
Shall  Southey  ieed  upon  your  precious 
To  works  [hat  ne'er  shall  forfeit  their  re- 
Adding  immortal  labors  of  his  own  — 
Whether  he  traced  historic  truth,  with  zeal 
For  the  State's  guidance,  or  the  Church's 

weal, 
Or  Fancy,  disciplined  by  studious  art. 
Informed  his  pen,  or  wisdomof  the  heart. 
Or  judgments  sanctioned  in  the  Patriot's 


10  human  bi 
Could  private  feelings  meet  for  holier  rest. 
His  joys,  his  griefs,  have  vanished  like  a 

From  Skiddaw's  top;  bul  he  to  heaven 

was  vowed 
Through  his  industrious  life,  and  Christian 

faith 
Calmed  in  his  soul  the  feat  of  change  and 

death. 
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In  youth,  and  'mid  the  busy  world  kepi 


As  when  their  earliest  flowers  of  hope 

were  blown, 
Musi  perish; . —  how  can  they  this  blight 

endure? 
And  must  he  too  the  ruthless   change 

bemoan 
Who  scorns  a  false  utilitarian  lure 
'Mid  his  paternal  fields  at  random  thrown  ? 
Baffle   the   threat,   bright    Scene,   from 

Orresthead 
Given  lo  the  pausing  traveller's  rapturous 

Plead  for  ihy  peace,  thou  beautiful  ro- 

Of  nature;  and,  if  human  hearts  be  dead, 
Speak,  passing  winds;  ye  torrents,  with 

yout  strong 
And  constant  voice,  protest  against  the 

Oct.  la,  iSm-  •»*!■ 


Intrenched  your   brows;   ye  gloried  in 

Now,  for  your  shame,  a  Power,  the  TTiirst 

of  Gold, 
That  rules  o'er  Britain  like  a  baneful  star, 
Wills  that  youi  peace,  your  beauty,  shall 

be  sold, 
And  clear  way  made  for  her  triumphal  car 
Through  the  beloved  retreats  your  arms 

enfold ! 
Heard  YB  that  Whistle?    As  her  long- 

hnked  Train 
Swept  onwards,  did  (he  vision  cross  your 

view? 
Ves,  ye  were  startled;— and,  in  balance 

Weighinglhe  mischief  with  the  promised 
gain, 


hope  that  an  apology  lor  the 
M  Ihoughl  beceisaty  b^  oac  who 
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Mountains,  and  Vales,  and  Floods,  I  cail 
To  share  the  passion  of  a  just  disdain. 


AT  FURNESS  ABBEY. 

Hbrb,  where,  of  havoc  lired  and  rash 
undoing, 

Man  lett  this  Structure  to  become  Time's 
prey 

A  soothing  spirit  follows  in  the  way 

That  Nature  takes,  her  counter-work  pur- 
suing, 

See  how  her  Ivy  clasps  the  sacred  Ruin 

Fall  to  prevent  or  beautify  decay; 

And,  on  the  mouldered  walls,  how  bright , 
how  gay. 

The  flowers  in  pearly  dews  their  bloom 
renewir^ ! 

Thanks  to  the  place,  blessings  upon  the 

Even  as  1  speak  the  rising  Sun's  Best 

Gleams  on  the  grass-Crowned  top  of  yon 

(all  Tower 
Whose  cawing  occupants  with  joy  pro- 
Prescriptive  title  to  the  shattered  pile 
Where,  Cavendisb,  Ihine  seems  nothing 


but  a 


i84S. 


Forth  from  a  julting  ridge,  around  whose 

Winds   our   deep  Vale,  two  heafh-clad 

Rocks  ascend 
In  fellowship,  the  loftiest  of  the  pair 
Rising  to  no  ambitious  height;  yet  both, 
O'er  lake   and    stream,   mountain   and 

flowery  mead, 
Unfolding  prospects  fair  as  human  eyes 
Ever  beheld.     Up-led  with  mutual  help, 
To  one  or  other  brow  of  those  twin  Peaks 
Were  two  adventurous  Sisters  wont   to 

climb, 
And .  took   no   note  of  the   hour  while 

thence  they  gaied. 


The  blooming  healh  their  couch,  gazed, 

side  by  side, 
In  speechless  admiration.  I,  a  witness 
And  frequent  sharer  of  their  calm  delight 
With  thankful  heart,  to  either  Eminence 
Gave  the  baptismal  name  each  Sister  bore. 
Now  are  they  parted,  (ar  as  Death's  cold 


As  they  did  love.  Ye  kindred  Pinnacles  — 
That,  while  the  generations  of  mankind 
Follow  each  other  to  iheir  hiding-place 
In  time's  abyss,  are  privileged  to  endure 
Beautiful  in  yourselves,  and  rich ty  graced 
With  hke  command  of   beauty  —  grant 

your  aid 
ForMARV'shumble,SARAH'ssi]entclaim, 
That  their  pure  joy  in  nature  may  survive 
From  age  to  age  in  blended  memory. 

■8<5.  I&4S- 


THE   WESTMORELAND  GIRL. 


wide  on  hill  and  *alley 
Rain  had  fallen,  unceasing  rain. 
And  the  bleating  mother's  Young-one 
Struggled  with  Uie  flood  in  vain: 

Bui,  as  chanced,  a  Cottage-maiden 
(Ten  years  scarcely  had  she  told) 
Seeing,  plunged  into  the  torrent, 
Qoaped  the  Lamb  and  kept  her  hold. 

Whirled  adown  the  roclty  channel, 
Sinking,  rising,  on  they  go, 
Peace  and  rest,  as  seems,  before  thero 
Only  in  the  lake  below. 

Oh!  it  was  a  frightful  current 
Whose  fierce  wrath  the  Girl  had  braved; 
Clap  your  hands  with  joy,  my  Hearers. 
Shout  in  triumph,  both  are  saved; 
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Saved  by  courage  that  with  danger 
Grew,  by  strenglh  ihe  gifl  of  love. 
And  belike  a  guardian  angel 
Canie  wilh  succor  from  above. 


e  speak  of  iMs  hnt  Oiild 


So,  unwatched  by  love  maternal, 
Mother's  care  no  more  hei  guide, 
Fared  this  little  bright-eyed  Orphan 
Even  while  at  her  father's  side. 

Spare  your  blame,  —  remembrance  makes 

Loth  to  rule  byslrici  command; 
Still  upon  his  cheek  ate  living 
Touches  of  her  infant  hand. 

Dear  caresses  given  in  pity. 
Sympathy  that  soothed  his  grief. 
As  the  dying  mother  witnessed 
To  her  thankful  mind's  relief. 

Time  passed  on;   the  Child  was  happy, 
Like  a  Spirit  of  air  she  moved. 
Wayward,  yet  by  all  who  knew  her 
For  her  tender  heart  beloved. 

Scarcely  less  than  sacred  passions. 
Bred  in  house,  in  grove,  and  Held, 
Link  her  with  Ihe  inferior  creatures, 
Urge  her  powers  their  rights  to  shield. 

Anglers,  bent  on  reckless  pastime, 
Learn  how  she  can  feel  alike 
Both  for  tiny  harmless  minnow 
And  Ihe  tierce  and  sharp-toothed  pike. 

Merciful  protectress,  kindling 
Into  anger  or  disdain; 
Many  a  captive  hath  she  rescued. 
Others  saved  from  lingering  pain. 

Listen  yet  awhile ;  —  with  patience 
Hear  the  homely  truths  I  tell. 
She  in  Grasmere's  old  church -steeple 
Tolled  tiiis  day  the  passing-bell. 


Ves,  the  wild  Girl  of  the 
To  their  echoes  gave  the  sound. 
Notice  punctual  as  the  minute, 
Warning  solemn  and  profound. 

She,  foltillinE  her  sire's  office. 
Rang  alone  the  far-heard  knell. 
Tribute,  by  her  band,  in  sorrow, 
I^d  to  Ctae  who  kned  her  wdl. 

When  his  spirit  was  departed 
On  that  service  she  went  forth; 
Nor  will  fail  the  like  to  render 
When  his  corse  is  laid  in  earth. 

What  then  wants  the  Child  to  temper. 
In  her  breast,  unruly  fire. 
To  control  Ihe  Iroward  impulse 
And  restrain  the  vague  desire? 

Easily  a  pious  training 
And  a  steadfast  outward  power 
Would  supplant  Ihe  weeds  and  cherish. 
In  their  stead,  each  opening  flower. 

Thus  the  fearless  Lamb-del iv'rer. 
Woman-grown,  meek -hearted,  sage. 
May  become  a  blest  example 
For  her  sex,  ol  every  age. 

Watchful  as  a  wheeling  eagle. 
Constant  as  a  soaring  lark, 
Should  the  country  need  a  heroine. 
She  might  prove  our  Maid  of  Arc. 

I.eave  that  thought;  and  here  be  uttered 
Prayer  that  Grace  divine  may  raise 
Her  humane  courageous  spirit 
Up  to  heaven,  thro'  peaceful  ways. 
June  6,  .8,s.  184!- 
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Well  have  yon  Railway  Laborers  to  this 

ground 
Withdrawn  (or  noontide  rest.     They  sit, 

they  walk 
Among  the  Ruins,  but  no  idle  talk 
Is   heard;    to    grave    demeanor    all    are 

bound; 
And  from  one  voice  a  Hymn  wilh  tuneful 
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And   thrills    ihe    old  sepulchral   earth, 

arouiifl. 
Olherfilook  up,  andwiih  fixed  eyes  admire 
That  wide-spanned  atch,  wondering  how 


Tokee 


0  high  ir 


All  seem  to  (eel  the  spirit  of  the  place, 
And  by  the  general   reverence   Cod  is 

Profane  Despoilers,  standye  not  reproved, 
While  thus  these  simple-hearted  men  are 
moved  ? 


JVHE2 
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Ybs!  thou  art  fair,  yel  be  not  moved 

To  scorn  the  declaration. 
That  sometimes  I  in  thee  have  loved 

My  fancy's  own  creation. 

Imt^nalion  needs  must  stir; 

Dear  Maid,  this  truth  believe. 
Minds  that  have  nothing  to  confer 

Find  little  lo  perceive. 

Be  pleased  that  nature  made  thee  fit 
To  feed  my  heart's  devotion. 

By  laws  to  which  all  Forms  submit 
In  sky,  air,  earth,  and  ocean. 


What  heavenly  smiles !  O  Lady  mine 
Through  my  very  heart  they  shine; 
And,  if  my  blow  gives  back  their  light, 
Do  thou  look  gladly  on  the  sight; 
As  the  clear  Moon  with  modest  pride 

Beholds  her  own  bright  beams 
Reflected  from  the  mountain's  side 

And  (rom  the  headlong  streams. 

1845.  i8<s. 


TO  A  LADV 

L  TO  A  REQtIEST  THAT  I 


Fair  Lady  !  can  I  sing  of  flowers 

That  in  Madeira  bloom  and  fade, 
I  who  ne'er  sate  within  their  bowers. 

Nor  through  their   sunny   lawns  have 
strayed  ? 
How  they  in  sprightly  dance  are  worn 

By  Shepherd -groom  or  May -day  queen, 
Cr  holy  festal  pomps  adorn. 

These  eyes  have  never  seen. 

Yet  tho'  to  me  the  pencil's  art 

No  like  remembrances  can  give. 
Your  portraits  still  may  reai;h  the  heart 

And  (here  for  gentle  pleasure  live; 
While  Fancy  ranging  with  Iree  scope 

Shall  on  some  lovely  Alien  set 
A  name  with  us  endeared  to  hope, 

To  peace,  or  fond  regret. 

Still  as  we  look  with  nicer  care. 

Some  new  resemblance  we  may  trace : 
A  J/earfs-east  will  perhaps  be  there, 

A  Sfieedwell  may  not  want  its  place. 
And  so  may  we,  with  charmtrd  mind 

Beholding  whatyour  skill  has  wrought. 
Another  Slar-of-BelhUhem  find, 

A  new  Forgel-me-not. 

From  earth  to  heaven  with  motion  fleet. 
From    heaven   to    earth  our    thoughts 

A  Holy -thistle  here  we  meet 

Andthcre  a  Shepherd' s luealhir -^ass ; 
And  haply  some  familiar  name 

Shall  grace  the  fairest,  sweetest,  plant 
Whose   presence    cheers  the    drooping 

Of  English  Emigrant. 

Gaiing  she  feels  its  powers  beguile 
Sad  thoughts,  and  breathes  wrlh  easier 

Alasl  that  meek,  that  tender  smile 
Is  bat  a  harbinger  of  death : 
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LOVE   LIES   BLEEDING. 


And  pointing  with  a  leelile  hand 

She  says,  in  tainl  words  by  sighs  broken, 

Beat  ioi  me  to  my  native  land 
This   precious  Flower,  true  love's  last 


.84S- 
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The  life  of  all  thai  we  behold 
Depends  upon  that  mystery. 
Vain  is  the  glory  of  the  sky, 
The  beauty  vain  of  field  and  grove. 
Unless,  while  with  admiring  eye 
We  gaie,  we  also  learo  to  love. 

.845-  i9 


LOVE  LIES  BLEEDING. 

ll  hu  b«n  uid  that  the  Eogliih,  ihoi^h  theii 
ountrr  has  produced  so  many  great  poets,  i»  nuv 

lecomc  so  than  any  olher  Europeaa  people 


re  buniKarly  acquainted  with !  — 

yothe 

nuny  yean  have  we  li«n 

ngphld 

wen  from  all  qiurten  of 

hegl 

b=,  ma 

ichateapradlhiough  du 

garde 

m,«id 

haps  likely  to  be  n«t  with 

nlhef 

wCon 

ich  we  have  left.     Will  tt 

eir  botanical 

rbedi.pIacedbyplainE 

gliih 

appell 

ich  will  bring  Ihem  home 

Cion  with  our  joys  .nd«r 

unleHMdetylreadgbac 

lepa  10 

rat  limplidries  which  ha 

ebeen 

bania 

him  ihan  the  higtieel  have  now  ] 

You  call  i(,  "  Love  lies  bleeding,"  — so 

Though  the  red  Flower,  not  prostrate, 

only  droops. 
As  we  have  seen  it  here  from  day  lo  day, 
From  month  to  month,  life  passing  not 

A  flower  how  rich  in  sadness  1      Even  thus 

(Sentient  by  Grecian  sculpture's  marvel- 
lous power) 

Thus  leans,  with  hanging  brow  and  body 
bent 

Earthward   in   uncomplaining    languisb- 

The  dying  Gladiator.     So,  sad  Flower! 
('Tis  Fancy  guides  me  willing  lo  be  led. 
Though  by  a  slender  thread,) 
Ho  drooped  Adonis  bathed  in  sanguine 

Of  his  death-wound,  when  he  from  inno- 

The  gentlest  breath  of  resignation  drew; 
While  Venus  in  a  passion  of  despair 
Rent,  weeping  over  him,  her  golden  hair 
Spangled    with    drops   of    that    celestial 

She  suffered,  as  Immortals  sometimes  do; 
Bui  pangs  mote  lasting  far,  rfo/  Lover 

Who  first,  weighed  down  by  scorn,  in 

Did  press  this  semblance  of  un pitied  smart 
Into  the  service  of  his  constant  heart. 


which  ihou  wilt  ei 
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COMPANION   TO  THE   FOREGOING. 


COMPANION  TO  THE  FOREGOING. 

Nbvsr  enlivened  with  ihe  liveliest  ray 
That  fosters  growth  or  checks  or  cheers 

Nor   by   the   heaviest    rain-diops    more 

This  Flower,  that  tirsl  appeared  as  sum- 
mer's guest, 
Preserves  her  beauty  'mid  autumnal  leaves 
And  to  her  mournful  habits  fondly  cleaves. 
When  tiles  of  stateliest  plants  have  ceased 

One  after  one  submitting  to  their  doom, 

When  her  coevals  each  and  all  are  fled, 

What  keeps  her  thus  reclined  upon  her 

lonesome  bed? 

The   old  mythologists,  more  imprest 

Of  this  late  day  by  character  in  tree 
Or  herb,  that  claimed  peculiar  sympathy. 
Or  by  the  silent  lapse  of  fountain  clear, 
Oi  with  the  language  of  the  viewless  air 
By  bird  or  beast  made  vocal ,  sought  a  cause 
To  solve  the  mystery,  not  in  Nature's  laws 
But  in  Man's  fortunes.  Hence  a  thou- 
sand tales 
Sung  to  the  plaintive  lyre  in  Grecian  vales. 
Nor  doubt  that  something  ol  their  spirit 

swayed 
The  fancy-stricken  Youth  or  heart-siek 

Maid, 
Who,   while   each  stood   companionless 

and  eyed 
This  undeparting  Flower  in  crimson  dyed, 
Tboitght  of  a  wound  which  death  is  slow 


WouLDST  ibou  be  taught,  when  sleep  has 

taken  flight, 
By  a  sure  voice  that  can  most  sweetly  tell, 
Howtarofiyetaglimpseof  morning  light. 
And  if  to  lure  the  truant  back  be  well. 
Forbear  to  covet  a  Repeater's  stroke. 
That,  answering  to  thy  touch,  will  sound 

(he  hour; 
Better  provide  thee  with  a  Cuckoo-cloclc 
'"      service  bung  behind  thy  chamber- 

And  in  due  time  the  soft  spontaneous 

The  double  note,  as  il  witli  living  power. 
Will  to  composure  lead  —  or  make  'hee 
blithe  as  Mrd  in  boKci. 


List,  Cuckoo  —  Cuckoo!  —  oft  Uio'  tiin- 

pests  howl. 
Or  nipping  frost  remind  thee  trees  are 

bare, 
How  cattle  pine,  and  droop  the  shivering 

fowl. 
Thy  spirits  will  seem  to  feed  on  balmy  air ; 
1  speak  with  knowledge,  — by  that  Voice 

beguiled, 
Thou  wilt  salute  old  memories  as  they 

throng 
Into  thy  heart;   and  fancies,  runningwild 
Through  fresh  green  fields,  and  budding 

groves  among. 
Will  make  thee  happy,  happy  as  a  child; 
Of  sunshine  wilt  thou  think,  and  flowers. 

And  breathe  as  in  a  world  where  nothing 
can  go  wrong. 


THE  CUCKOO-CLOCK. 


And   know  —  that,   even   for   him   who 

shuns  the  day 
And  nightly  tosses  on  a  bed  of  pain; 
Whose  joys,  from  all  but  memory  swept 

it  come  unhoped  lor,  if  they  come 

Know  —  that,   for  him    whose    waking 

thoughts,  severe 
As  his  distress  is  sharp,  would  scorn  my 

The  mimic  notes,  striking  upon  his  ear 
In  sleep,  and  intermingling  with  his  dream. 
Could  from  sad  regions  send  him  to  a  dear 
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"YOUNG  ENGLAND  — WHAT  IS  THEN  BECOME  OF  OLD."        869 


Delightful  Und  of  verdure,  shower  and 


0  bounty  without  measure '.    while  the 

grace 

01  Heaven  doth  in  such  wise,- from  hum- 

bleat  springs, 
Pour  pleasure  forlh,  and  solaces  that  trace 
A  mazy  course  along  familiar  things, 
Well    may    our    hearts    have    laith    thai 

blessings  come, 
Streaming  from  founts  above  Ihe  starry 

With  angels  when  their  own  untroubled 

They  leave,  and  speed  on  nightly  embassy 
To   visit    earthly  chambers, — and    for 

whomP 
Yea,  both  for  souls  who  God's  foibeai- 
:etry, 


Conscious  of  half  the  plea 


Thai  to  this  mountain-daisy's  self  were 

The  beauty  of   its  star-shaped  shadow, 

thrown 
On  the  smooth  surface  of  this  naked  stone ! 

And  what  if  hence  a  bold  desire  should 


So  might  he  ken  how  by  his  sovereign  aid 
These  delicate  companionships  are  made; 
And  how  he  rules  the  pomp  of  light  and 


And  were  the  Sister.power  that  shines  by 
So  privileged,  what  a  countenance  of  de- 


Fond   fancies !     wheresoe'er  shall    turn 

thine  eye 
On  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  the  starry  sky. 
Converse  with  Nature  in  pure  sympathy; 

All  vain  desires,  all  lawless  wishes  quelled, 
B^  Thou  to  love  and  praise  alike  impelled. 
Whatever  boon  is  granted  or  withheld. 


TO  THE   PENNSYLVANIANS. 

Days  undefiled  by  luxury  or  sloth. 
Firm  self-denial,  manners  grave  and  staid, 
Rights    equal,   laws    with    cheerfulness 

obeyed. 
Words  that  require  no  sanction  from  an 

And  simple  honesty  a  common  growth  — 
This  high  repute,  with  bounteous  Nature's 

aid, 
Won  confidence,  now  ruthlessly  betrayed 
At  will,  your  power  the  measure  of  your 

troth  1  — 
Al!  who  revere  the  memory  of  Penn 
Grieve  for  the  land  on  whose  wild  woods 

Was  fondly  grafted  with  a  virtuous  aim. 
Renounced,    abandoned   by   d^enerate 

Men 
For  state-dishonor  black  as  ever  came 
To  upper  air  from  Mammon's  loathsome 
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Young  England  —  what  is  then  become 

of  Old, 
Of  dear  Old  England?    Think  they  she 

Dead  (o  the  very  name  ?    Presumption  fed 
On  empty  air!     That  name  will  keep  Its 
hold 
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"THOUGH   THE   BOLD  WINGS  OF   POESV  AFFECT." 


In  ihe  irue  filial  bosom's  inmost  fold 
Forever.  —  The  Spirit  ol  Alfred,  at  the 

Of  all  who  for  tier  rights  watched,  toiled 

and  bled. 
Knows  that  this  prophecy  is  not  loo  bold. 
What  — how!   shall  she  submit  in  will 

and  deed 
To  Beardless  Boys  —  an  imitative  race, 
The  servupi  fecus  of  a  Gallic  breed? 
Deal  Mother  !  il  thou  muU  thy  steps  re- 


Rejoicing;   from   her  loftiest  height  she 

Well  pleased  to  skim  the  plain  with  wild 

flowers  deckt 
Oi  muse  in  solemn  grove  whose  shades 

The  lingering  dew  —  there  steals  along, 

Watching  the  least  small  bird  that  round 

her  hops. 
Or  creeping  worm,  with  sensitive  respect. 
Her   functions   are    they   therefore   less 

Her  thoughts  less  deep,  or  void  of  grave 

Her  simplest  fancies?    Should  that  tear 

be  thine. 
Aspiring  Votary,  eie  thy  hand  present 
One   offering,  kneel  before  her  modest 

With  brow  in  penitential 


>Ui. 
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lor  the  nalioQal  mind,  naj  they  woulii  be  rather 

in  IhE  pieHDcE  of  the  obJHt,  more  or  less  out  of 
liBWofnilure.  li  U  were  lol  that  we  leam  lo 
id  Ihe  eagle,  the  palm- 


on  of 


A  Iheni  ia 

1,  the  ipiril 
the  higher  f 


Hjlh  buch  obfeds. 

The  gentlest  Poet,  with   free   thoughts 

endowed. 
And  a  true  master  of  the  glowing  strain. 
Might  scan   the   narrow   province   with 

disdain 
That  to  the  Painter's  skill  is  here  allowed. 
This,  this  the  Bird  of  Paradise  !  disclaim 
The  daring  thought,  forget  the  name; 
This  the  Sun's  Bird,  whom  Glehdoveers 


Of  nether  air's  rude  billows  is  unknown; 
Whom  Sylphs,  if  e'er  (or  casual  pastime 

Ihey 
Through  India's  spicy  regions  wing  their 

way, 
Might   bow   to   as   their   Lord.      What 

character, 
O  sovereign  Nature!  I  appeal  to  thee. 
Of  all  thy  feathered  pri^eny 
Is  so  unearthly,  and  what  shape  so  fait? 
So  richly  decked  in  variegated  down. 
Green,  sable,  shining  yellow,   shadowy 

brown, 
Tints  softly  with  each  other  blended. 
Hues  doubtfully  begun  and  ended; 
Or  intershooting,  and  to  sight 
Lost  and  recovered,  as  the  rays  of  light 
Glance  on  the  conscious  plumes  touched 

here  and  there? 
Full  surely,  when  with  such  proud  gifts 

of  life 
Began  the  pencil's  striie, 
O'erweening  Art  was  caught  as  in  a  snare. 
A  sense   of   seemingly   presumptuous 
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KNOW  AN   AGED   MAN   CONSTRAINED  TO   DWELL." 


A  jusler  judgment  itom  a  calmei 
And,  wilh  a  spiril  freed  from  di: 
Thankfully  look  an  effoil  ihatw 
Not  with  Uod's  bounly,  Nature' 


Or  made  with  hope  1 


e  that  inward 


Which  ever  strives  in  vain  itself  to  sstisly, 
But  to  recall  the  truth  bysome  faint  (race 
Of  power  ethereal  and  celestial  grace, 
That  in  the  living  Cieature  find  on  earth 
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SONNET. 
Why  should  we  weep  oi  mourn.  Angelic 

For  such  thou  wert  ere  from  our  sight 

removed, 
Holy,  and  ever  dutiful  —  beloved 
From  day  to  day  wilh  never-ceasing  joy, 
And  hopes  as  dear  as  could   the    heart 

employ 
In  aught  to  earth  pertaining?     Death  has 

His  might,  nor  less  his   mercy,  as  be- 

Death  conscious  that  he  only  could  destroy 
The  bodily  frame.    Thai  beauty  is  laid  low 
To  moulder  in  a  far-off  field  of  Rome; 
But   Heaven   is  now,  blest   Child,   thy 

Spirit's  home: 
When  such  divine  communion,  which  we 


Where  lies  the  truth?  has  Man,  ir 


reed, 


A  pitiable  doom;   for  respite  briei 
A  care  more  anxious,  or  a  heavier  grief? 
Is  he  ungrateful,  and  doth  little  heed 
God's  bounty,  soon  forgotten;  or  indeed, 
Must  Man,  wilh  labor  born,   awake  to 


Spring  from  their  nests  to  bid  the  Sun 

good  morrow? 
They  mount  for  rapture  as  their  songs 

Warbled  in  heating  both  of  earth  and  sky; 
But  o'er  the  contrast  wherefore  heave  a 


CedMan 


In  a  large  hou 
Where  he  abides,  a> 
With  numbers 


a  Prise 


's  cell. 


company. 

When  he  could  creep  aboul,  at  will,  though 

And  forced  to  live  on  alms,  this  old  Man 
fed 


Think  of  their  common  peace,  iheii  simple 

play. 
The  parting  moment  and  its  fond  regret. 

Months  passed  in  love  that  fdled  not  to 

fulfil. 
In  spite  of  season's  change,  its  own  de- 

By  fluttering  pinions  here  and  busy  bill; 
There  bycaiesses  from  a  tremulous  hand. 
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"HOW   BEAUTIFUL  THE  QUEEN   OF   NIGHT.'' 


That  when  his  fate  had  housed  him  'mid 

a  throng 
The  Captive  dunned  all  converse  pio(' 

(eied  there. 

Wife,  children,  kindred,  they  were  dead 

But,  if  no  evil  hap  his  wishes  crossedy 
One  living  Stay  was  left,  and  on  that  one 
Some  recompense  for  all  that  he  had  lost. 

Oh  that  the  good  old  Man  had  power  to 

By  message  sent   through  bit  or  visible 

That   still   he   loves  the  Bird,  and  still 


How  beautiful  the  Queen  of  Night,  on 

high 
Her    way    pursuing    among    scattered 

clouds. 
Where,   ever   and  anon,   her  head  she 

shiouds 
Hidden  from  view  in  dense  obscurity. 
But  look,  a.nd  to  the  watchful  eye 
A  brightening  edge  will  indicate  that  soon 
We  shall  behold  the  struggling  Moon 
Break  forth,  —  again  to  walk  the  clear 

blue  sky. 
■S4«.  iSjo. 


EVENING   VOLUNTARIES. 


The  fair  Endymion  couched  on  Latmos- 

hiUi 
And  Dian  gaiing  on  the  Shepherd's  face 
In  rapture, —  yet  suspending  her  embrace. 
As  not  unconscious  with  what  power  the 

thiUl 


Of  her  most  timid  touch  his  sleep  would 

And,   with  his  sleep,   that  beauty  calm 

and  still. 
Oh   may  this  work  have   found    its  last 

Here  in  a  Mountain -bard's  secure  abode. 
One  to  whom,  yet  a  School-boy,  Cynthia 

A  face  of  love  which  he  in  love  would 

Fixed,  by  her  smile,  upon  some  rocky 


Who  but  is  pleased  to  watch  the  moon 

on  high 
Travelling  where  she  from  time  to  time 

enshrouds 
Her  head,  and  nothing  loth  her  Majesty 
Renounces,    till    among    the    scattered 

One  with  its  kindling  edge  declares  that 

Will  reappear  before  the  uplifted  eye 
A  Form  as  bright,  as  beautiful  a  moon. 
To  glide  in  open  prospect  through  clear 

Pity  that  such  a  promise  e'er  should  prove 
False  in  the  issue,  that  yon  seeming  space 
Of  sky  should  be  in  truth  the  steadfast  face 
Of  a  cloud  flat  and  dense,  through  which 

(By  transit  not  unlike   man's   frequent 

doom) 
The  Wanderer  lost  in  more  determined 


DiscouRSB  was  deemed   Man's  noblest 

attribute. 
And  written  words  the  gloiy  of  his  hand; 
Then   followed   Printing   with  enlarged 
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For  spreading   Iruth,   and    making  love 

Now  prose  and  vei^  sunk  into  disrepute 
Must  l^key  a  dumb  Art  that  best  can 


From  manhood, —back  (o   childhood; 

for  the  age  — 
Back  towards  caverned  liie's  iirst  rude 


n'keep  us  (roma  Iowe 


If    neither    soothing    to    the  worm   that 

gleams 
Through   dewy  grass,   nor   small   birds 

hushed  in  bowecs. 
Not    unto    silent    leaves    and    drowsy 

flowers,  — 
That  voice  of  unpretending  harmony 
(For  who  what  is  shall  measure  by  what 

To  be,  or  not  to  be, 

OrU 

Wan 

creep 
Into  the  human  breast,  and  mix  with  sleep 
To  regulate  the  motion  of  our  dreams 
For  kindly  issues— as  through  every  clime 
Was    felt    near   muimuiing    brooks   In 

earliest  time; 
As  at  this  day,   the  rudest  swains  who 

dwell 
Where  torrents  roai,  or  hear  the  tinkling 

knell 
Of    water-breaks,    with    grateful   heart 

could  tell. 


Affections    lose    their    object;    Time 

brings  forth 
No  succesiors;  and,  lodged  in  memory. 
If  love  exist  no  longer,  it  must  die,  — 
Wanting    accustomed    food,    must    pass 

from  earth, 
Or  never  hope  to  reach  a  second  birth. 
This  sad  belief,  the  happiest  that  is  lett 
To  thousantls,  share  not  Thou;   howe'er 

bereft, 
Scorned,  or  neglected,  fear  not  such  a 

Though  poor  and  destitute  oi  friends  thou 


The  utmost  solitude  of  age  to  (ace, 
Still  shall  be  left  some  corner  of  ihehea 
Where  Love  for  living  Thing  can  find 


Behold  an  emblem  of  our  human  mind 
Crowded    with    thoughts    that    need  a 

settled  home, 
Vet,  like  to  eddying  balls  of  foam 
Within  this  whirlpool,  they  each  other 

Round  and  round,  and  neither  And 
An  outlet  nor  a  resting-place  ! 
Stranger,  if  such  disquietude  be  thine. 
Fall  on  thy  knees  andsue  for  help  divine. 

1846.  iS«. 

ODE  ON  THE  INSTALLATION  OF 
HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  PRINCE 
ALBERT  AS  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  CAM- 
BRIDGE, JULY.   1847- 


FoR   thirst   of   power  that  Heaven 
For  temples,  towers,  and  thrones, 
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Too  long  insutted  by  Ihe  Spoiler's  shock, 

Indignant  Europe  cast 

Het  stormy  foe  at  last 
To  reap  the  whirlwind  on  a  Libyan  rock. 


-(Ti 


*). 


War  is  passion's  basest  game 

Madly  played  lo  win  a  name; 

Up  starts  some  tyrant,  Earth  and  Heaven 

The  servile  million  Imw; 
But  will  the  lightning  glance  aade  to  spare 
The  Despot's  laurelled  brow? 


War  is  mercy,  glory,  fame. 
Waged  in  Freedom's  holy  cause; 
Freedom,  such  as  Man  may  claim 
Under  God's  restraining  laws- 
Such  is  Albion's  fame  and  glory: 
Let  rescued  Europe  tell  ibe  story. 

REciT.(a«ow/nBi>i/) — (con  tralto)  . 

But  lo,  what  sudden  cloud  has  darkened 

all 

The  land  as  with  a  funeral  pall? 

The  Rose  of  England  sutlers  blight, 

The  flower  has  drooped,  the  Isle's  delight, 

Flower  and  bud  tc^ether  lall  — 
A  Nation's  hopes  lie  crushed  in  Qare- 
mont's  desolate  hall. 


Time  a  checkered  mantle  wears;  — 
Earth  awakes  from  wintry  sleep; 

Again  the  Tree  a  blossom  bears  — 
Cease,  Britannia,  cease  to  weep  '. 

Hark  lo  the  peals  on  this  bright   May 

Tbeyteli  that  your  future  Que 


A  Guardian  Angel  fluttered 

Above  the  Babe,  unseen; 

One  word  he  softly  uttered  — 

It  named  the  future  Queen: 

And  a  joyful  cry  through  the  Island  rang. 

As  clear  and  bold  as  the  trumpet's  clang. 

As  bland  as  the  reed  of  peace  — 

"  VICTORIA  be  her  name  !  " 

For  r^hteous  triumphs  are  the  base 

Whereon   Britannia   rests   hei    peaceful 


QUARTET. 

Time,  in  his  mantle's  sun 
L'plifted  in  his  arms  Ihe  child; 


fold. 


And,  while  the  fearless  Infant  smiled. 
Her  happier  destiny  foretold: — 
"  Infancy,  by  Wisdom  mild. 
Trained  to  health  and  artless  beauty; 
Youth,  by  pleasure  unb^uiled 
From  the  lore  of  lofty  duly; 
Womanhood  is  pure  renown. 
Seated  on  her  lineal  throne : 
Leaves  of  myrtle  in  her  Crown, 
Fresh  with  lustre  aU  their  own. 
Love,  Ihe  treasure  worth  possessing. 
More  than  all  the  world  beside, 
This  shall  be  her  choicest  blessing. 
Oft  to  royal  hearts  denied." 

RECIT.  (3tf™/a«,>^)  — (BASS). 

That  eve,  the  Star  of  Brunswick  shone 

With  steadfast  ray  benign 
On  Gotha's  duca!  root,  and  on 

The  softly  flowing  Leine; 
Nor  failed  to  gild  the  spires  of  Boon, 

And  glittered  on  Ihe  Rhine  — 
Old  Camus,  too,  on  that  prophetic  night 

Was  conscious  of  the  ray; 
And  his  willows  whispered  in  its  light. 

Not  to  the  Zephyr's  sway, 
But  with  a  Delphic  life,  in  sight 

Of  this  auspicious  day: 

cHORtrs. 
This  day,  when  Granta  hails  her  chosen 
Lord, 
And  proud  of  her  award. 
Confiding  in  the  Star  serene. 
Welcomes  the  Consort  of  a  happy  Queen. 


Prince,  in  these  Collegiate  bowers, 
Where  Science,   leagued   with   holier 

truth,  ' 

Guards  ihe  sacred  heart  of  youlh,  ' 

Solemn  monitors  ate  ours.  , 

TTiese  reverend  aisles,  these  hallowed  | 

Raised  by  many  a  hand  august. 
Are  haunted  by  majestic  Powers, 
The  memories  of  the  Wise  and  Just, 
Who,  faithful  to  a  pious  trust, 
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Here,  in  the  Founder's  spiril  sought 
To  mould  and  stamp  the  oieol  thought 
In  (bat  bold  form  and  impress  high 
That  best  betoken  pmtiot  loyalty, 
'n  those  Sages  taught,  — 


Weighed  the  Future  by  the  Past, 
Learned  how  social  Icames  may  last. 
And  how  a  Land  may  ruk  its  late 
By  constancy  inviolate. 
Though  worlds  (o  their  loundations  reel 
The  5pori  of  factious  Hale  or  godless  Zeal. 


II.-(B/ 


s>. 


Albert,  In  thy  race  we  cheilsh 
A  Nation's  strength  that  will  not  perish 
While  England's  sceptred  Line 
True  to  the  King  ol  Kings  is  found; 
Like  that  Wise  ancestor  of  thine 


Who  threw  the  Saxon  shield  o'er  Luther's 

life, 
When  first  above  the  yells  of  bigot  strife 

The  trumpet  of  the  Living  Word 
Assumed  a  voice  ofdeep  portentous  sound, 
From  gladdened  Elbe  to  startled  Tiber 

CHORUS. 

What  shield  more  sublime 
E'er  was  blazoned  or  sung? 
And  the  PRINCE  whom  we  greet 
From  its  Hero  is  sprung. 

Resound,  resound  the  strain, 

That  hails  him  for  our  own  I 
Again,  again,  and  yet  again. 
For  the  Church,  the  State,  Ihe  Throne  1 
And  ttiat  Presence  lair  and  bright. 
Ever  blest  wherever  seen, 
Who  deigns  to  grace  our  festal  rite. 
The  pride  of  the   Islands,   VICTORIA 
THE  QUEEN. 

1847-  ■847- 
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NOTES. 


"  And,  hoviring,  round  it  often  did  a 
raven  fly." 
From  a  short  MS.  poem  read  (o  me 
when  an  iindeigraduale,  by  my  schoolfel- 
low and  friend,  Charles  Parish,  long  since 
deceased.  TTie  verses  weie  by  a  teolher 
of  his,  a  man  of  promising  genius,  who 
died  young. 

Page  S3. 
"  The  Borderers." 
This  Dramatic  Piece,  as  noliced  in  its 
title-page,  was  composed  in  1795-96.  It 
lay  nearly  from  that  time  till  within  the 
last  two  or  three  months  unregarded 
among  my  papers,  without  being  men- 
tioned even  to  my  most  intitnate  friends. 
Having,  however,  impressions  upon  my 
mind  which  made  tne  unwilling  to  destroy 
the  MS.,  I  determined  to  undeitake  the 
responsibility  of  publishing  it  during  my 
own  life,  rather  than  impose  upon  my 
successors  the  (ask  of  deciding  its  fate. 
Accordingly  it  has  been  revised  with  some 
care;  but.  as  it  was  at  first  written,  and 
is  now  published,  without  any  view  to  its 
exhibition  upon  the  stage,  not  the  slightest 
alteration  has  been  made  in  the  conduct 
of  the  story,  or  the  composition  of  the 
characters;  above  all,  in  respect  to  the 
two  leading  Persons  of  the  Drama,  I  felt 
no  inducement  to  make  any  change.  The 
study  of  human  nature  suggests  this  awlul 
truth,  that  as  in  the  trials  to  which  life 
Eut^ectsus,  sin  and  crime  are  apt  to  start 
from  their  very  opposite  qualities,  so  are 
there  no  limits  to  the  hardening  of  the  heart 
and  the  perversion  of  the  understanding 
to  which  they  maycarrytheirslaves.  Dur- 
ing my  long  residence  in  France,  while 
the  Revolution  was  rapidly  advancinj 
its  extreme  of  wickedness,  I  had  frirquent 


opportunities  of  being  an  eye-witness  of 
this  process,  and  it  was  while  that  knowl- 
edge was  fresh  upon  my  memory  that  the 
Tr^edy  of  ■'  The  Borderers  "  was  com- 

Page  20S. 
"  yoni!  !  as  from  Calais  southward." 
(See  Dedication  to  Descriptive  Sketches.) 
This  excellent  Person,  one  of  my  earliest 
and  dearest  friends,  died  in  the  year  1835, 
We  were  undetgraduates  ti^elher  of  the 
same  year,  at  the  same  collide!  and  com- 
panions in  many  a  delightful  ramble 
throughhis  own  romantic  Country  of  North 
Wales.  Much  of  the  latter  part  of  his 
life  he  passed  in  comparative  solitude, 
which  I  know  was  often  cheered  by  re- 
membrance of  our  youthful  adventures, 
and  of  .the  beautiful  regions  which,  at 
home  and  abroad,  we  had  visited  together. 
Out  long  friendship  was  never  subject  to 
a  moment's  interruption,  —  and,  while 
revising  these  volumes  for  the  last  time, 
I  hive  been  so  often  reminded  of  my 
loss,  with  a  not  unpleasing  sadness,  that 
I  trust  the  Reader  will  excuse  this  passing 
mention  of  a  Man  who  well  deserves 
from  me  something  more  than  so  brief  a 
notice.  Let  me  only  add,  that  during 
the  middle  part  of  his  lite  he  resided 
many  years  (as  Incumbent  of  the  Living) 
at  a  Parsonic  in  Oxfordshire,  which  is 
the  subject  of  the  sonnet  entitled  "A 
Parsonage  in  Oxfordshire,"  p.  671. 

In  this  and  a  succeeding  Sonnet  on  the 
same  subject,  let  me  be  understood  as  a 
Poet  availing  himself  of  the  situation 
which  the  King  of  Sweden  occupied,  and 
of  the  principles  avowed  in  HIS  MANI- 
FESTOS) as  laying  hold  of  these  adven- 
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lages  for  the  purpose  of  embodying  moial 
truths.  This  remark  might,  perhaps,  as 
well  have  been  suppressed;  for  those  who 
may  be  in  sympathy  with  the  courie  of 
these  Poems,  it  will  be  superfluous,  and 
will,  I  feai,  tie  thiowti  away  upon  Chat 
other  class,  whose  besotted  admiration  of 
the  intoxicated  despot  hereafter  placed  in 
contrast  with  him,  is  the  most  melan- 
choly evidence  of  degradation  in  British 
feeling  and  intellect  which  the  times  have 
furnished. 

Page  114. 

"  To    lAe  Daisy." 

This  Poem,  and  the  two  others  to  the 
same  Flower,  were  written  in  the  year 
18021  which  is  mentioned,  because  in 
some  of  the  ideas,  though  not  in  the  man- 
ner in  which  those  ideas  are  connected, 
and  likewise  even  in  some  of  the  expres- 
sions, there  is  a  resemblance  to  passages 
in  a  Poem  (lately  published)  of  Mr. 
Montgomery's,  entitled,  a  Field  Flower. 
Tliis  being  said,  Mr.  Montgomery  will 
not  thinic  any  apology  due  to  him;  I  can- 
not, however,  help  addressing  him  in  the 
words  of  the  Father  of  English  Poets. 

Tlial  ye  \iab  \a  your  freshc  Hingis  uied, 
Forberilh  mc,  and  bcth  noi  ill  apaied, 
Sltt,  that  ye  u  I  doe  il  in  the  honnur 
Of  Love,  and  eke  in  service  of  the  Flour." 


The  following  is  extracted  from  the 
journal  of  my  fellow-traveller,  10  which, 
as  persons  acquainted  with  my  poems 
will  know,  I  have  beet)  obliged  on  other 

"  Dumfries,  August,  1803. 
"  On  our  way  to  the  churchyard  where 
Burns  is  buried,  we  were  accompanied 
by  a  bookseller,  who  showed  us  the  out- 
side of  Burns's  house,  where  he  had  lived 
the  last  three  years  of  his  life,  and  where 
and 


he  died.     It  has 


appeara 
:    the   fron 


washed;  dirty  about  the  doors,  as  most 
Scotch  houses  are ;  flowering  plants  in  the 
window.  Went  to  visit  his  grave;  he  lies 
in  a  corner  of  the  churchyard,  and  his 
second  son,  Francis  Wallace,  beside  him. 
There  is  no  stone  lo  mark  the  spot;  but 
a  hundred  guineas  have  been  collected  to 
be  expended  upon  some  sort  of  mon- 
ument. 'There,'  said  the  bookseller, 
pointing  to  a  pompous  monument,  '  lies 
Mr.'  —  (I  have  forgotten  the  name)  —  'a 
remarkably  clever  man;  he  was  an  attor- 
ney, and  scarcely  ever  lost  a  cause  he  un- 
ik.     Burns  made  many  a  lampoon 


"  The  churchyard  is  full  of  grave-stones 
and  expensive  monuments,  in  all  sorts  of 
fantastic  shapes,  obelisk -wise,  pillar-wise, 
etc.  When  our  guide  had  left  us  we 
turned  again  to  Burns's  grave,  and  after- 
wards went  to  bis  house,  wishing  to  in- 
quire after  Mrs.  Burns,  who  was  gone  to 
spend  some  time  by  the  seashore  with  her 
children.  We  spoke  to  the  maid-servant 
at  the  door,  who  iilvited  us  forward,  and 
we  sate  down  in  the  parlor.  The  walls 
were  colored  with  a  blue  wash;  on  one 
side  of  the  fire  was  a  mahogany  desk; 
opposite  the  window  a  clock,  which  Burns 
mentions,  in  one  of  his  letters,  having  re- 
ceived as  a  present.  The  house  was 
cleanly  and  neat  in  the  inside,  the  stairs 
of  stone  scoured  white,  the  kitchen  on 
the  right  side  of  the  passage,  the  parlor 
on  the  left.  In  the  room  above  the  par- 
lor the  poet  died,  and  his  son,  very  lately. 


1  the  ss 


Thes. 


t  told  u 


she  had  lived  four  years  with  Mrs.  Burns, 
who  was  now  in  great  sorrow  tor  ihedealli 
of  Wallace.  She  said  that  Mrs.  B.'s 
youngest  son  was  now  at  Christ's  Hospi- 
tal. We  were  glad  to  leave  Dumfries, 
where  we  Could  think  of  little  but  poor 
Burns,  and  his  moving  atiout  on  that  un- 
poetic  ground.  In  our  road  to  Brownhill, 
the  next  stage,  we  passed  ElUsland,  at  a 
little  distance  on  our  right  —  his  farm- 
house.    Oui  pleasure  in  looking  round 
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"  I  cannot  take  leave  ol  Ibis  counlry 
which  we  passed  Ihrough  lo-day,  wilhoul 
mentioning  thai  we  saw  the  Cumberland 
mountains  within  hali-a-mile  of  Ellialand, 
Burns's  house,  the  last  view  we  had  of 
them.  Drayton  has  prettily  described  the 
connection  which  this  neiEhboihood  has 
with  ouis,  when  he  makes  Skiddaw  say, — 


H  Ihnalen 

"These  lines  came  to  my  brother's 
memory,  as  well  as  the  Cumberland 
saying, — 

'  li  Skiddiw  hiih  a  tap 
Scruffel  wall  well  of  thai.' 

"  We  talked  ol  Burns,  and  of  the  pros- 
pect he  must  have  had,  perhaps  trom  his 
own  door,  ol  Skiddaw  and  his  compan- 
ions; indulging  ouiselves  in  the  fancy 
that  we  might  have  been  personally  known 
to  each  other,  and  he  have  looked  upon 
those  objects  with  more  pleasure  for  our 

Page  133. 

"  Tit  Farmer  ef  TUtbary  Vale." 
With  this  picture,  which  was  taken 
-  from  real  lite,  compare  the  Im^inative 
one  ol  "The  Reverie  o(  Poor  Susan,"  p. 
94;  and  see  (to  make  up  the  deficiencies 
ol  this  class)  "The  Excur5ion,"/<7jj-i>ii. 

Page  239. 
'•  Thf  Seven  Sislers." 
The  Story  of  this  Poem  is  Irom  the 
German  ol  FUBDBRICA  Brun. 

Page  2SI. 
"  Afoss  Campion  (^Sihne  acaulis):' 
This  most  beautiful  plant  is  scarce  in 
England,  though   it   is   found   in   great 
abundance  upon  the  mountains  of  Scot- 
land.     The  fiist  specimen  I  ever  saw  ol 


'ES.  879 

it,  in  its  native  bed,  was  singularly  fine, 
the  tuft  or  cushion  being  at  least  eight 
inches  in  diameter,  and  the  root  propor- 
tionably  thick.  1  have  only  met  with  it 
in  two  places  among  our  mountains,  in 
both  of  which  I  have  since  sought  for  it 

Botanists  will  not,  I  hope,  take  it  ill, 
if  I  caution  them  against  carrying  off,  in- 
considerately, rare  and  beautiful  plants. 
This  has  often  been  done,  particularly 
from  Ingleborough  and  other  mountains 
in  Yorksnire,  till  the  species  have  totally 
disappeared,  to  the  great  regret  ol  lovers 
ol  nature  living  near  the  places  where 
they  grew. 

Page  357. 
"  The  Waggoner." 
Several  years  after  the  event  that  loims 
the  subject  ol  the  Poem,  in  company  with 
my  Iriend,  the  late  Mr.  Coleridge,  I  hap- 
pened to  fall  In  with  the  person  to  whom 
the  name  of  Benjamin  is  given.  Upon 
out  expressing  regret  that  we  had  not, 
for  a  long  time,  seen  upon  the  road 
either  him  or  his  waggon,  he  said,  "  They 
could  not  do  without  me;  and  as  to  the 
man  who  was  put  in  my  place,  no  good 
could  come  out  of  him;  he  was  a  man  ol 

The  fact  ol  my  discarded  hero's  getting 
the  horses  out  ol  a  great  difficulty  with  a 
word,  as  related  in  the  poem,  was  told 
me  by  an  eye-witness. 

Page  158. 

"  The  iiazing  der-Hoiok,   round  and 

round,  is  -wheeling,  —  " 

When  the  Poem  was  first  written  the 

note  of  the  bird  was  thus  described;  — 

"The  Night-hawk  is  Hnpng  liis  fn^-lite  tune, 

Twirling  hiiwalcbmaD's  rattle  aboul^" 
but  from  unwillingness  to  startle  the  read- 
er at  tile  outset  Iq"  so  bold  a  mode  ol  ex- 
pression, the  passage  was  altered  as  it 
now  stands. 

Page  263. 

After  the  line,  "  Can  any  mortal  ilog 

eome  to  her,"  followed  in  the  MS.  an  in- 
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cidenl  which  has  been  kept  back.  Part 
of  [he  suppressed  verses  shall  here  be 
given  oi  a  gialification  of  piivale  feeling, 
which  the  well-disposed  reader  will  find 
no  difficulty  in  excusing.  They  are  now 
printed  foi  the  first  time. 

"  Can  any  oumal  dot  <onie  to  her  ? 


Bui  Benjunin, 
He  knaws  his  f 


ut  the  object  and  wlthdnw : 


The  power,  dear  Rock,  around  Ihee  casi 
Thy  monurnenta]  power,  thalL  lul 
For  me  and  mine !    O  Ihoughl  ol  pain, 
That  would  impair  [I  or  prof^De  > 
Take  all  In  klndneu  then,  u  said 
WiLh  a  Blaid  heart  but  playful  head ; 
And  E>U  not  Thou,  loved  Rock  I  lokeej 
Thy  chaige  when  we  are  laid  asleep," 


Page  389. 

"  Discend,propktHc  Spirit!  that  ittspir' St 

The  human  Soul,"  etc. 
"  Not  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  Soul 
Oi  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come." 

Page  391. 

"  The  Horn  of  Egremont  Castle." 
This  story  is  a  Cutnberland  ttadilion. 
I  have  heard  it  also  related  ol  the  Hallol 
Button  John,  an  ancient  residence  of  the 
Hudlestons,  in  a  sequestered  valley  upon 
the  tiver  Dacor. 

Page  402. 

"Danger  ivkich   tkey  fear,    and  honor 

vhiih  they  understand  not." 

Words  in  Lord  Btooke's  Life  of  Sir  P. 

P^e  407. 
Mrs.  Wordsworth  has  a  strong  impres- 
sion thai  "The  Mother's  Return  "  was 
written  at  Coleorton,  where  Miss  Words- 
worth was  then  staying  with  the  children, 
durii^  the  absence  of  the  former. 

Page  409. 
"  Seng  at  the  Feast  of  Broti^am  Castle." 
Henry  Lord  Clifford,  etc.,  who  is  the 
subject  of  this  Poem,  was  the  son  ol  John 
Lord  QiHord,  who  was  slain  at  Towton 
Field,  which  John  Lord  Oifford,  as  is 
known  to  the  reader  oi  English  History, 
was  the  person  who  after  the  battle  of 
Wakefield  slew,  in  the  pursuit,  the  young 
Earl  of  Rutland,  son  of  the  Duke  of  York, 
who  had  fallen  in  the  batik,  "in  part  of 
revenge"  (say  the  Authors  of  the  History 
of  Cumberland  and  Westmoreland); 
"for  the  Eatl's  Father  had  slain  his." 
A  deed  which  worthily  blemished  Ihe  au- 
thor (saith  Speed);  but  who,  as  he  adds, 
"  dare  promise  anything  temperate  of 
himself  in  the  heat  of  martial  fury? 
chiefly,  when  it  was  resolved  not  to  leave 
any  branch  of  the  York  line  standing; 
for  so  one  makelh  this  Lord  to  speak." 
This,  no  doubt,  I  would  observe  by  the 
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bye,  was  an  action  sufGcienlly  in  the  vin- 
dictive spirit  of  the  times,  and  yet  not 
allt^ether  so  bad  as  represented;  "for 
the  Eail  was  no  child,  as  some  writers 
would  have  him,  but  able  to  bear  arms, 
being  sixteen  or  sevenleen  years  ol  age, 
as  is  evident  from  this  (say  the  Memoirs 
of  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,  who  was 
laudably  anxious  to  wipe  away,  as  far  as 
could  be,  this  stigma  hrom  the  illustrious 
name  to  which  she  was  born),  that  he  was 
the  next  Child  to  King  Edward  the 
Fourth,  which  his  mother  had  by  Richard 
Duke  of  Vork,  and  that  King  was  then 
eighteen  years  of  age;  and  for  the  small 
distance  betwixt  her  children,  see  Austin 
Vincent,  in  his  Book  of  Nobility,  p.  622, 
where  he  writes  of  them  all."  It  may 
further  be  observed,  that  Lord  Clifford, 
who  was  then  himself  only  twenty-five 
years  of  age,  had  been  a  leading  man  and 
commander  two  or  ihiee  years  li^elher 
in  the  army  of  Lancaster,  before  this 
lime;  and,  therefore,  would  be  less  likely 
10  think  (hat  the  Earl  of  Rutland  might 
be  entitled  to  mercy  from  his  youth.  — 
But,  independent  of  this  act,  at  best  a 
^ruel  and  savage  one,  the  Family  of  Clif- 
ford had  done  enough  to  draw  upon  ihem 
the  vehement  hatred  of  the  House  of 
York:  so  that  after  the  Battle  of  Towlon 
there  was  no  hope  tor  them  but  in  Bight 
and  concealment.  Henry,  the  subject  of 
the  Poem,  was  deprived  of  his  estate  and 
honors  during  the  space  of  twenty-four 
vears)  all  which  time  he  lived  as  a  shep- 
herd in  Yorkshire,  or  in  Cumberland, 
where  the  estate  of  his  Father-in-law 
(Su'  Lancelot  Thtelkeld)  lay.  He  was 
restored  to  his  estate  and  honors  in  the 
first  year  of  Henry  the  Seventh.  It  is 
recorded  that,  "when  called  to  Parlia- 
ment, he  behaved  nobly  and  wisely;  but 
otherwise  Came  seldom  to  London  or  the 
Court;  and  rather  delighted  to  live  in  the 
country,  where  he  repaired  several  of  his 
Castles,  which  had  gone  to  decay  during 
the  late  troubles."  Thus  far  is  chiefly 
collected  from  Nicholson  and  Burn;  and 
I  can  add,  from  my  own  knowledge,  that 
there  is  a  tradition  current  in  the  village 
of  Threlkeld  and  its  neighborhood,  his 
principal  retreat,  that  in  the  course  of  his 


shepheid-life  he  had  acquired  great  as- 
tronomical knowledge,  I  cannot  con- 
clude this  note  without  adding  a  word 
upon  the  subject  of  those  numerous  and 
noble  feudal  Edifices,  spoken  of  in  the 
Poem,  the  ruins  oi  some  of  which  are,  al 
this  day,  so  great  an  ornament  to  that  in- 
teresting country.  The  Cliffords  had  al- 
ways been  distinguished  for  an  honorable 
pride  in  these  Caslles;  and  we  have  seen 
that,  after  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancas- 
ter, they  were  rebuilt;  in  (he  civil  ware 
of  Charles  the  First  they  were  again  laid 
waste,  and  again  restored  almost  (o  their 
former  magnificence  by  the  celebrated 
Lady  Anne  Oifford,  Countess  of  Pem- 
broke, etc.  Not  more  than  twenty-five 
years  after  this  was  done,  when  the  es- 
tates of  Clifford  had  passed  into  the 
Family  of  Tufton,  three  of  these  Cities, 
namely,  Brough,  Brougham,  and  Pen- 
dragon,  were  demolished,  and  the  timber 
and  other  materials  sold  by  Thomas  E^rl 
of  Thanet.  We  will  hope  that,  when  this 
order  was  issued,  the  Earl  had  not  con- 
sulted the  text  of  Isaiah,  s8th  chap.  17th 
verse,  to  which  the  inscription  placed  over 
the  gate  of  Fendragon  Castle  by  the 
Countess  of  Pembroke  (I  believe  his 
Grandmother),  at  the  time  she  repaired 
that  structure,  refers  the  reader; — "And 
Ikty  that  shall  it  of  Ikfi  shall  build  Ike  old 
waste  places  :  thou  shalt  raise  up  the  foun- 
dations of  many  generations  ;  and  thou 
shall  6e  called.  The  refairer  of  the  breach. 
The  ralorer  of  paths  to  dwell  in."  The 
Earl  of  Thanet,  (he  present  possessor  of 
the  Estates,  with  a  due  respect  for  the 
memory  of  his  ancestors,  and  a  proper 
sense  of  the  value  and  beauty  of  these  re- 
mains of  antiquity,  has  (I  am  told)  given 
orders  tha(  they  shall  be  preserved  from 
all  depredations. 

Page  409. 
"  Earth  helped  him  with  the  (ry  of  blood." 
This  line  is  from  "The  Battle  of  Bos- 
worth  field,"  by  Sir  John  Beaumont 
(brother  to  the  Dramatist),  whose  poems 
are  written  with  much  spirit,  elegance,  and 
harmony,  and  have  deservedly  been  re- 
printed lately  in  Chalmers's  Collection  of 
English  Poets. 


:.bv  Cookie 


Page  410. 

"  And  both  the  undying  fish  that  rwiiii 
Through  BoToscale-tarn,"  tie, 

II  is  imagined  by  ihe  people  of  Ihe 
country  liial  there  Bie  two  immortal  Ftsb, 
inhabitants  of  this  Tarn,  which  lies  in  the 
mountains  not  far  trom  Threlkeld.— Blen- 
calhara,  mentioned  before,  is  the  old  and 
proper  name  of  the  mountain  vulgarly 
called  Saddleback. 


Page  4 


Oa  the  blood  of  Clifford  calli." 

The  martial  character  of  the  Cliffords  is 
well  known  to  the  readers  of  English  his' 
tory;  but  il  may  not  be  improper  here  10 
aay,  by  way  of  comment  on  these  lines  and 
whal  follows,  thai  besides  several  others 
who  perished  in  the  same  manner,  the  four 
immediate  Progenitors  of  the  Person  in 
whose  hearing  this  is  supposed  to  be 
spoken  all  died  in  the  Field. 

Page  411. 
"  Thi  White  Doe  of  Sylslone." 

The  Poem  of  the  While  Doe  of  Rylstone 
is  founded  on  a  local  fruition,  and  on  the 
Ballad  in  Percy's  Collection,  entitled 
"The  Rising  of  iheNorlh."  The  tradi- 
tion is  as  follows:^"  About  this  time," 
not  long  after  the  Dissolution,  "a  White 
Doe,"  say  the  aged  people  of  the  neigh- 
borhood, "long  continued  to  make  a 
weekly  pilgrimage  from  Rylstone  over  the 
(ells  of  Bolton,  and  was  constantly  found 
in  the  Abbey  Churchyard  during  divine 
service;  after  the  close  of  which  she  re- 
turned home  as  regularly  as  the  rest  of 
the  congregation."  —  Dr.  Whitaker's 
History  of  Ikt  Dtanery  of  Craven.  — 
Rylstone  was  the  property  and  residence 
of  the  NoTtons,  distinguished  in  that  ill- 
advised  and  unfortunate  Insurrection; 
which  led  me  to  connect  with  this  Iradi- 
tion  the  principal  circumstances  of  their 
fate,  as  recorded  in  the  Ballad. 

"Bolton  Priory,"  says  Dt.  Whitaker 


in  his  excellent  book.  The  History  and 
Antiquities  of  the  Deanery  of  Craven, 
"stands  upon  a  beautiful  curvature  of  the 
Wharf,  on  a  level  sufficiently  elevated  to 
protect  it  from  inundations,  and  low 
enough  for  every  purpose  of  picturesque 
effect. 

"Opposite  to  the  East  window  of  the 
Priory  Church,  the  river  washes  the  loot 
of  a  rock  nearly  perpendicular,  and  of 
the  richest  purple,  where  several  of  the 
mineral  beds,  which  break  out  instead  of 
maintaining  their  usual  inclination  to  (he 

able  process  into  undulating  and  spiral 
lines.  To  the  South  all  is  soft  and  deli- 
cious; the  eye  reposes  upon  a  few  rich 
pastures,  a  moderate  reach  of  (he  river, 
sufficiently  tranquil  to  form  a  mirror  to 
Ihe  sun,  and  the  bounding  hills  beyond, 
neither  loo  near  nor  too  lofty  to  exclude, 
even  in  winter,  any  portion  of  his  rays. 

"But  after  all,  ihe  glories  of  Bolton 
are  on  the  Notih.  Whatever  the  most 
fastidious  taste  could  require  to  constitule 
a  perfect  landscape,  is  not  only  found 
here,  but  in  its  proper  place.  In  front, 
and  immediately  under  the  eye,  is  a 
smooth  expanse  of  park-like  enclosure, 
spotted  with  native  elm,  ash,  etc.  of  (he 
finest  growth :  on  ihe  right  a  skirting  oak 
wood,  with  jutting  points  of  gray  rock; 
on  (he  left  a  rising  copse.  Still  forward 
are  seen  the  aged  groves  of  Bolton  Park, , 
Ibe  growth  of  centuries;  and  farther  ye(, 
the  barren  and  rocky  dislances  of  Simon- 
seat  and  Harden  Fell  contrasted  with  the 
warmth,  fertility,  and  luxuriant  foliage  of 
the  valley  below. 

"About  halt  a  mile  above  Bolton  the 
valley  closes,  and  either  side  of  ihe  Wharf 
is  overhungby  solemn  woods,  from  which 
huge  perpendicular  masses  of  gray  rock 
jut  out  at  intervals. 

"This  sequestered  scene  was  almost 
inaccessible  till  of  late,  (ha(  ridings  have 
been  cu(  on  both  sides  of  (he  river,  and 
the  most  interesting  points  laid  open  by 
judicious  thinnings  in  (he  woods.  Here 
a  tributary  stream  rushes  from  a  water- 
fall, and  bursts  through  a  woody  glen  to 
mingle  its  waters  with  the  Wharf:  there 
the  Wharf  itself  is  nearly  lost  in  a  deep 
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cleft  in  (he  rock,  and  next  becomes  a 
hotned  flood  enclosing  a  woody  island  — 
sometimes  h  reposes  for  a  moment,  and 
then  le'sumes  its  native  cbaractei,  lively, 
iir^ular,  and  impetuous. 

"The  cleft  mentioned  alx)ve  is  the 
Iremendous  Strid.  This  chasm,  being 
incapable  of  receiving  the  winter  floods, 
has  formed  on  either  side  a  broad  strand 
of  naked  gritstone  full  of  lock-basins, 
'pots  of  the  Linn,' which  bear  witness 
the  restless  impetuosity  of  so  many 
Northern  torrents.  But,  it  here  Wharf 
is  lost  to  the  eye,  it  amply  repays  another 


Waters,'  heard  far   above 

amidst    the  silence    of    the    surrounding 

woods. 

"The  terminating  object  of  the  land- 
scape is  the  remains  of  Harden  Tower, 
interesting  from  their  form  and  situation, 
and  still  more  so  from  the  recollections 
which  they  excite." 


' '  Aclitin  is  transitory  — ' ' 

This  and  the  five  lines  that  follow  were 
either  read  or  recited  by  me,  more  than 
thirty  years  since,  to  the  late  Mr.  Hazlitt, 
who  quoted  some  expressions  in  them 
(imperfectly  remembered)  in  a  work  of 
his  published  several  years  ago. 


"  Froii. 


'sold 


It  is  to  be  regretted  that  at  the  present 
day  Ballon  Abbey  wants  this  ornament: 
but  the  Poem,  according  to  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  Poet,  is  composed  in  Queen 
Eliiabelh's  lime.  "  Formerly,"  says  Dr. 
Whitaker,  "over  the  Transept  was  a 
lower.  This  is  proved  not  only  from  the 
mention  of  hells  at  the  Dissolution,  when 
ihey  could  have  had  no  other  place,  but 
from  the  pointed  roof  ol  the  choir,  which 
must  have  terminated  westward,  in  some 
building  of  superior  height  to  the  ridge." 


TES.  8«3 

Page  413. 
"  A  Chapel,  like  a  ■wild-bird's  nesl." 
"The  Nave  of  the  Church  having  been 

reserved  at  the  Dissolution  for  the  use  of 

the  SaxonCure,isstill  a  parochial  Chapel; 

and,  at  this  day,  is  as  well  kept  as  the 

neatest  English  Cathedral." 

"  Who  sate  in  the  shade  of  Ihe  Prior's 

Oak!" 
"At  a  small  distance  from  the  great 
gateway  stood  the  Prior's  Oak,  which  was 
lelled  about  the  year  1720,  and  sold  for 
70/.  According  to  the  price  of  wood  at 
that  lime,  it  could  scarcely  have  con- 
tained less  than  1400  feet  of  timber." 

P^e4lS- 

"  When  Lady  Adliza  mourned." 

The  detail   of   this   tradition   may  be 

found  in  Dr.  Whitaker's  book,  and  in  a 

Poem  of  this  Collection,  "The  Force  of 

Page  415. 
"  Pass, pass  wka  will,  yon  chantry  door." 
"At  theEast  end  of  the  North  aisle  of 
Bolton  Priory  Church,  isa  chantry  belong- 
ing tofielhmesly  Hall,  and  a  vault  where, 
according  to  tradition,  the  Claphams" 
(who  inherited  ibis  estate,  by  the  female 
line,  from  the  Mauleverers)  "were  in- 
terred upright."  John  de  Clapham,  of 
ivhom  this  ferocious  act  is  recorded,  was 
t  man  of  great  note  in  his  time:  "  he 
.vas  a  vehemenl  partisan  of  the  house  ol 
Lancaster,  in  whom  the  spirit  of  his 
chieftains,  the  Cliffords,  seemed  to  sur- 


Page  415. 
"  Who  loved  Ihe  Shepherd- lord  to  meet." 
Among  these  Poems  will  be  (ound  one 
entitled,  "Song  at  the  Feast  ol  Brougham 
Castle,  upon  the  Restoration  of  Lord 
Clifford,  the  Shepherd,  to  the  Estates 
and  Honors  of  bis  Ancestors."     To  that 
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Foem  is  annexed  an  account  ot  this  per- 
sonage, chiefly  extracted  from  Bum  and 
Nicholson's  Hisloiy  of  Cumberland  and 
Westmoreland.  11  gives  me  pleasure  to 
add  these  faither  particulars  concerning 
him,  from  Dr.  Whitalter,  who  says  he 
"  retired  to  the  solitude  ol  Barden,  where 
he  seems  lo  have  enlarged  ihe  tower  out 
of  a  common  keeper's  lodge,  and  where 
he  lonnd  a  retteal  equally  favorable  to 
taste,  to  instruclion,  and  to  devotion.  The 
narrow  limits  ol  his  residence  show  that 
he  had  learned  to  despise  the  pomp  of 
greatness,  and  that  a  small  train  of  ser- 
vants could  suffice  him,  who  had  lived  lo 
the  age  of  thirty  a  servant  himself.  I 
think  this  nobleman  resided  here  almost 
entirely  when  in  Yorkshire,  for  all  his 
charters  which  I  have  seen  are  dated  at 
Barden. 

"  His  early  habits,  and  the  want  of 
those  artificial  measures  of  lime  which 
even  shepherds  now  possess,  had  given 
him  a  turn  for  observing  (he  motions  of 
the  heavenly  bodies;  and,  having  pur- 
chased such  an  apparatus  as  could  then 
be  procured,  he  amused  and  informed 
himself  by  those  pursuits,  with  the  aid  of 
the  Canons  of  Bolton,  some  ol  whom  are 
said  to  have  been  well  versed  in  what 
was  then  known  of  the  science. 

"  I  suspect  this  nobleman  lo  have  been 
sometimes  occupied  in  a  more  visionary 
pursuit,  and  probably  in  the  same  com- 

"  For,  from  the  family  evidences,  I 
have  met  with  two  MSS.  on  the  subject 
o(  Alchemy,  which,  from  the  character, 
spelling,  etc,  may  almost  certainly  be 
referred  to  the  reign  of  Henry  the 
Seventh.  If  these  were  originally  de- 
posited with  the  MSS.  of  the  Cliffords, 
it  might  have  been  for  the  use  of  this 
nobleman.  II  they  were  brought  from 
Bolton  at  the  Dissolution,  they  must 
have  been  the  work  of  those  Canons 
whom  he  almost   exclusively  conversed 

"  In  these  peaceful  employments  Lord 
Clifford  spent  the  whole  reign  of  Henry 
the  Seventh,  and  the  first  years  ol  his 
son.  But  in  the  year  1513,  when  almost 
sixty  years  old,  he  was  appointed  to  a 


principal  command  over  the  army  which 
fought  at  Flodden,  and  showed  that  the 
military  genius  of  the  family  had  neither 
been  chilled  in  him  by  age,  nor  extin- 
guished by  habits  of  peace. 

"He  survived  the  battle  of  Flodden 
ten  years,  and  died  April  zjd,  1533,  aged 
about  70.  1  shall  endeavor  to  appro- 
priate to  him  a  tomb,  vault,  and  chantry, 
in  the  choir  of  the  church  of  Bolton,  as 
I  should  be  sorry  to  believe  that  he  was 
deposited,  when  dead,  at  a  distance  from 
the  place  which  in  his  lifetime  he  loved 
so  well. 

"  By  his  last  will  he  appointed  his 
body  to  be  interred  at  Shap,  if  he  died 
in  Wealmoraland;  or  at  Bolton,  if  he 
died  in  Yorkshire." 

With  respect  to  the  Canons  of  Bolton, 
Dr.  \Vhitaker  shows  from  MSS.  that  not 
only  alchemy  but  astronomy  was  a 
favorite  pursuit  with  them. 

Page  419. 


Brancepeth  Castle  stands  near  the  river 
Were,  a  few  miles  from  ihe  city  of  Dur- 
ham. It  foimerlybelongedtothe  Nevilles, 
Earls  ol  Westmoreland.     See  Dr.  Percy's 


Page  4ZI. 

"  Of  mitred  Thnrslon  —  vihat  a  Host 

Htconquerldl" 
See  the  Historians  for  the  account  of 
this  memorable  battle,  usually  denomi- 
nated the  Battle  ot  the  Standard. 

Page  421. 
"  In  Ihal  other  day  of  Neville' s  Cress," 
"In  the  night  before  the  battle  of 
Durham  was  strucken  and  begun,  Ihe 
17th  day  of  Oclober,  anna  1346,  there 
did  appear  to  John  Fosser,  then  Prior  of 
the  abbey  of  Durham,  a  Vision,  com- 
manding him  to  take  the  holy  Corporai- 
cloth,  wherewith  St.  Cuthbert  did  cover 
the  chalice  when  be  used  to  say  mass. 
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and  to  put  tbe  same  holy  lelique  lilte  to 
a  banner-cloth  upon  the  point  ol  a  spear, 
and  the  next  morning  logo  and  repair  to 
a  place  on  the  west  side  o(  ihe  cily  of 
Durham,  called  the  Ked  Hills,  where 
the  Maid's  Bower  wont  to  he,  and  there 
lo  remain  and  ahide  till  ihe  end  of  the 
battle.  To  which  vision  ihe  Prior  obey- 
ing, and  takii^  the  same  for  a  revelation 
of  God's  grace  and  mercy  by  the  media- 
tion of  Holy  Si.  Cuthbert,  did  accord- 
ingly the  next  morning,  with  ihe  monks 
of  the  said  abbey,  repair  to  the  said  Red 
Hills,  and  there  most  devoutly  humbling 
and  prostrating  themselves  in  prayer  for 
the  victory  in  ihe  said  battle:  (a  great 
multitude  ol  the  Scots  running  and  press- 
ing by  them,  with  intention  to  have 
spoiled  them,  yet  had  no  power  to  com- 
mit any  violence  under  such  holy  per- 
sons, so  occupied  in  prayer,  being  pro- 
tected and  defended  by  the  mighty  Provi- 
dence of  Almighty  God,  and  by  Ihe 
mediation  of  Holy  St.  Cuthbert,  and  the 
presence  of  ihe  holy  relique)-  And, 
after  many  conflicts  and  warlike  exploits 
there  had  and  done  between  the  English 
men  and  the  King  of  Scots  and  his  com- 
pany, the  said  battle  ended,  and  the 
victory  was  obtained,  to  the  great  over- 
throw and  confusion  of  the  Scots,  their 
enemies:  And  then  the  snid  Prior  and 
monks  accompanied  with  Ralph  Lord 
Nevil,  and  John  Nevil  his  son,  and  the 
Lord  Percy,  and  many  other  nobles  of 
England,  returned  home  and  went  to  the 
abbey  church,  there  joining  in  hearty 
prayer  and  thanksgiving  to  God  and  Holy 
St.  Cuthbert  for  the  victory  achieved 
Ihat  day." 

This  battle  was  afterwards  called  the 
Battle  of  Neville's  Cross  from  (he  follow 


"  On  the  west  side  of  the  cily  of  Dur- 
ham, where  two  roads  pass  each  other,  a 
most  notable,  famous,  and  goodly  cross 
of  stonework  was  erected  and  set  up  lo 
the  honor  of  God  tor  the  victory  there 
obtained  in  Ihe  field  of  battle,  and  known 
by  the  name  ol  Nevil's  Cross,  and  built 
at  the  sole  cost  of  the  Lord  Ralph  Nevil, 
one  of  the  most  excellent  and  chief  per- 
sons in  the  said  battle."    The  Rehque 
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of  St.  Cuthbert  afterwards  became  ol 
great  importance  in  military  events.  For 
soon  after  this  battle,  says  the  same 
auihot,  "The  Prior  caused  a  goodly  and 
sumptuous  banner  lo  be  made,"  (which 
is  then  described  at  great  length)  "  and 
in  the  midst  of  the  same  banner-cloth 
was  Ihe  said  holy  relique  and  corporax- 
cloth  enclosed,  etc.,  and  so  sumptuously 
finished,  and  absolutely  perfected,  this 
banner  was  dedicated  lo  Holy  St.  Cuth- 
bert, of  intenl  and  purpose  thai  for  ihe 
future  it  should  be  carried  to  any  battle, 
as  occasion  should  serve;  and  was  never 
carried  and  showed  at  any  battle  but  by 
the  especial  grace  of  God  Almighty,  and 
the  mediation  ol  Holy  St.  Cuthbert,  it 
brought  home  victory;  which  banner- 
cloth,  after  the  dissolution  of  ihe  abbey, 
fell  into  the  possession  of  Dean  Whit- 
TiNCHAM,  whose  wife,  called  Katha- 
rine, being  a  French  woman  (as  is  most 
credibly  reported  by  eye-witnesses),  did 
most  injuriously  burn  the  same  in  her  hre, 
to  the  open  contempt  and  disgrace  of  all 
ancient  and  goodly  reliques."  —  Ex- 
tracted from  a  book  entitled  "Durham 
Cathedral,  as  it  stood  before  the  Dissolu- 
tion ol  the  Monastery."  It  appears, 
from  the  old  melrical  History,  that  the 
above-mentioned  banner  was  carried  by 
ihe  Earl  of  Surrey  to  Flodden  Field. 

P»«e  425. 


It  is  so  called  to  this  day,  and  is  thus 
described  by  Dr.  Whitaker;  — "  Rylslone 
Fell  yet  exhibits  a  monument  of  the  old 
warfare  belween  the  Nortons  and  Clif- 
fords. On  a  point  of  very  high  ground, 
commanding  an  immense  prospect,  and 
protected  by  two  deep  ravines,  are  the 
remains  ol  a  square  tower,  expressly  said 
by  Dodsworlh  to  have  been  buill  by 
Richard  Norton.  The  walls  areof  strong 
groul-work,  about  four  feel  (hick.  It 
seems  lo  have  been  three  stories  high. 
Breaches  have  been  industriously  made 
in  all  the  sides,  almost  lo  the  ground,  tq 
render,  it  untenable. 
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"But  Norton  Towet  was  probably  a 
sort  of  pleasuie-hou^  in  summerr  as 
there  arc,  adjoining  to  il,  Eever^l  large 
mounds  (two  of  them  are  pretty  entire), 
of  which  no  other  account  can  be  given 
than  that  they  were  bultE  for  \sage  com- 
panies ol  archers. 

"  The  place  is  savagely  wild,  and  ad- 
mirably adapted  to  the  uses  of  a  watch 


Page  429. 

■ — "  Despoil  and  desolation 

O^  er  Ryhlone' s  fair  domain  have  bloion." 
"  After  the  attainder  of  Richard  Nor- 
ton, his  estates  were  forfeited  lo  the 
crown,  where  ihey  remained  till  the  2d 
or  3d  of  James;  they  were  then  granted 
to  Francis  Earl  of  Cumberland."  From 
an  accurate  survey  made  al  that  lime, 
several  particulars  have  been  extracted 
hy  Dr.  W.  Il  appears  that  "  the  man- 
sion-house was  then  in  decay.  Imme- 
diately adjoining  is  a  close,  called  the 
Vivery,  so  called,  undoubtedly,  from  the 
French  Vivier,  or  modern  Latin  Viva- 
rium;   for  there  are  near  the  house  large 

were  introduced  in  the  earlier  pan  of 
Eliiabeth's  time,  with  topiary  works, 
(ish-ponds,  an  island,  etc.  The  whole 
township  was  ranged  by  an  hundred  and 
thirty  red  deer,  the  properly  of  the  Lord, 
which,  Ii^elher  with  the  wood,  had, 
after  the  attainder  of  Mr.  Norton,  been 
committed  to  Sir  Stephen  Tempest.  The 
wood,  it  seems,  had  been  abandoned  t6 
depredations,  before  which  lime  it  ap- 
pears that  the  neighborhood  must  have 
eihibiled  a  forest-like  and  sylvan  scene. 
In  this  survey,  among  the  old  tenants  is 
mentioned  one  Richard  Kitchen,  butler 
to  Mr.  Norton,  who  rose  in  rebellion 
with  his  master,  and  was  executed  at 


Page  430. 
"  /«  /Ae  deep  fork  of  Ametdale." 
At  the  extremity  of   Ihe  parish  of 
lurnsal,  the  valley  of   Whart  forks  oft 
great  brajiches,  one  of  which 


retains  the  name  of  Wharfdale,  to  Ihe 
source  of  the  river;  the  other  is  usually 
called  LiltondaJe,  but  more  anciently 
and  properly,  Amerdale.  Dernbrook, 
wMch  runs  along  an  obscure  valley  fron: 
the  N.W.,  is  derived  from  a  Teutonic 
word,  signifying  concealment." — ^  Dr. 
Whitaker. 

Page  431. 
"  When  the  bells  of  Rylstone  played 
Their Sabiath music — '(Soli  us  agBt!'" 

On  one  of  the  bells  of  Rylslone  church, 
which  seems  coeval  with  ihe  building  of 
the  lower,  is  ibis  cypher,  "i.N."  for 
John  Norton,  and  the  motto,  "  Satl  m 
Bjllt." 

Page  431. 

"  Thcgrassy  rock-encircled  Pound." 

Which  is  thus  described  by  Dr.  Whil- 
aker:—  "On  Ihe  plain  summit  of  ihe  hill 
are  the  foundations  of  a  strong  wall 
stretching  from  Ihe  S.W.  lo  the  N.E. 
corner  of  the  lower,  and  10  the  edge  of 
a  very  deep  g'^n-  From  this  glen,  a 
ditch,  several  hundred  yards  long,  runs 
south  to  another  deep  and  rugged  ravine. 
On  the  N.  at^l  W.,  where  the  banks  are 
very  steep,  no  wall  or  mound  is  discover- 
able, paling  being  the  only  fence  that 
could  stand  on  such  ground. 

"  From  the  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish 
Border,  it  appears  thai  such  pounds  for 
deer,  sheep,  etc.,  were  far  from  being 
uncommon  in  the  south  of  Scotland. 
The  principle  of  them  was  something 
like  Ibal  of  a  wire  mouse-lrap.  On  the 
declivity  of  a  sleep  hill,  ihe  boUom  and 
sides  of  which  were  fenced  so  as  to  be 
impassable,  a  wall  was  constructed  nearly 
level  with  the  surface  on  the  outside,  yet 
so  high  within,  IhaC  without  wings  it  was 
impossible  to  escape  in  the  opposite 
direction.  .Care  was  probably  taken  that 
these  enclosures  should  contain  belter 
feed  than  the  neighboring  parks  or 
forests;  and  whoever  is  acquainted  with 
the  habits  of  these  sequacious  animals, 
will  easily  conceive,  that  if   the  leader 
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vias  once '  templed  to  descend  inlo  the 
snare,  a  herd  would  follow." 

I  cannot  conclude  without  recommend- 
ing to  the  notice  ot  all  loveis  of  beauti- 
tul  scenery  Bolton  Abbey  and  its  neigh- 
borhood. This  enchanting  spot  belongs 
to  the  Duke  ol  Devonshire;  and  the 
superintendence  of  it  has  for  some  years 
been  entrusted  to  the  Kev.  William  Carr, 
who  has  most  skilfully  opened  out  its 
features;  and,  in  whatever  he  has  added, 
has  done  justice  to  the  place,  by  working 
with  an  invisible  hand  of  art  in  the  very 
spirit  of  nature. 

Page  436. 


In  this  Sonnet  I  am  under  some  obli- 
gations to  one  of  an  Italian  author,  to 
which  I  cannot  refer. 

Page  469. 
■• mud  dill  he  see  of  men." 

Al  the  risk  of  giving  a  shock  (o  the 
prejudices  of  artificial  society,  I  have 
ever  been  ready  to  pay  homage  to  the 
aristocracy  of  nature;  under  a  conviction 
thai  vigorous  human-hearted ness  is  the 
constituent  principle  of  true  taste.  It 
may  still,  however,  be  satisfactory  to 
have  prose  testimony  how  far  a  Character, 
employed  for  purposes  of  imagination,  is 
founded  upon  general  fact,  I,  Iheie- 
(ore,  subjoin  an  extract  from  an  author 
who  had  opportunities  of  being  well 
acquainted  with  a  class  of  men,  from 
whom  my  own  personal  knowledge  em- 
boldened me  to  draw  this  portrait. 

"  We  leam  from  Ciesar  and  other 
Roman  Wrllers,  that  the  tiavellir^  mer- 
chants who  frequented  Gaul  and  other 
barbarous  countries,  either  newly  con- 
quered by  the  Roman  arms,  or  bordering 
on  the  Roman  conquests,  were  ever  the 
first  to  make  the  inhabitants  of  those 
countries  familiarly  acquainted  with  the 
Roman  modes  of  life,  and  to  inspire 
them  with  an  inclination  to  follow  the 
Roman  fashions,  and  to  enjoy  Roman 
conveniences.  In  North  America,  travel- 
ling merchants  from  the  Settlements  have 
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done  and  continue  to  do  much  more  to- 
wards civiliiing  the  Indian  natives,  than 
all  the  missionaries,  papist  or  protestant, 
who  have  ever  been  sent  among  them. 

"  It  is  farther  to  be  observed,  for  the 
credit  of  this  most  uEsef  ul  class  of  men,  that 
they  commonly  contribute,  by  their  per- 
sonal manners,  no  less  than  by  the  sale  of 
their  wares,  to  the  refinement  of  the  people 
among  whom  they  travel .  Their  dealings 
form  them  to  great  quickness  of  wit  and 
acuteness  of  judgment.      Having cc 


1   then 


and 


their  goods,  they  acquire  habits  of  the  m 
obliging2ttention,andthemostinsinuating 
address.  As  in  their  peregrinations  they 
have  opportunity  of  contemplating  ihe 
manners  ot  various  men  and  various  cities, 
tbeybecome  eminently  skilled  in  t  he  knowl- 
edge of  the  world.  As  they  wander,  each 
alone,  through  tkinly-inhaiited  diitrids, 
they  form  ia  iitt  ofrefiection  and  of s  ublime 
conUmplation^  With  all  these  qualifica- 
tions, no  wonder  that  they  should  often  be, 
in  remote  parls  of  the  country,  the  best 
mirrors  of  fashion,  and  censors  of  man- 
ners; and  should  contribute  much  to  polish 
the  roughness  and  soften  the  rusticity  of 
out  peasantry.  It  is  nol  more  than  twenty 
or  thirty  years  since  a  young  man  going 
from  any  part  of  Scotland  to  England,  of 
purpose  to  carry  the  pat k,  wasconsidered 
as  going  to  lead  the  life  and  acquire  the 
fortune  of  a  gentleman.  When,  after 
twenty  years'  atsence  in  that  honorable 
line  of  employment,  he  relumed  with  his 
acquisitions  to  his  native  country,  he  was 
regarded  as  a  gentleman  to  all  intents  and 
purposes." 
Heron' s  yourney  in  Scotland,  vol.  i. 


"  Loit  ii 


Page  493. 
tnsearchable  eternity  ! 


Since  this  paragraph  was  composed,  I 
have  read  with  so  much  pleasure,  in 
Burnet's  Theory  of  the  Earth,  a  passage 
expressing  corresponding  sentiments,  ex- 
cited by  objects  of  a  similar  nature,  that 
I  cannot  forbear  to  transcribe  it. 

"  Siquod  ver6  Natura  nobis  dedit  spec- 
taculum,  in  hie  tellure,  ver^  gratum,  et 
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philosopho  dignum,  id  semel  mlhi  conti- 
gisse  aibilior ;  ciim  ex  celsissimS  rupe  spe- 
culabundus  sd  aiam  msris  Mediterranei, 
hioc  iwjuor  caenileu  nijillincttictus  Alpinos 
piospexi;  nihil  qiudem  tnagls  dliipar  aut 
dissimile,  ncc  in  suo  genere,  magis  egre- 
gium  el  singulare.  Hoc  iheatium  ego 
fadl^  ptxtuletim  Romanis  cunctis,  Grae' 
dsve;  atque  id  qiiod  natuia  hic  spectan- 
dum  exhibet,  scenicis  iudis  omnibus,  aut 
amphitheatri  ceitaminibus.  Nihil  hic 
elegans  aut  venustutn,  sed  iiigeos  et  mag- 
nificuni,  et  quod  placet  magnitudine  suS 
et  quadam  specie  immensitalis.  Hinc 
intuebar  maris  sequabilem  supetticietn, 
usque  et  usque  difiusam,  quantum  maxi- 
miim  DCulorum  acies  (erri  poluil;  lUinc 
disruptissimam  tetix  laciem,  et  vastas 
moles  variielevatasaul  depiessas.eiectas, 
propendentes,  leclinatas,  coacervatas, 
omni  situ  inzequali  el  lurbido.  Flacuit, 
ex  bSc  parte,  Naturse  unitas  et  simplicilas, 
et  inexhausla  quarfam  planities;  ex  allerS, 
multiformis  confusio  magudrum  corporum 
et  in&anx  rerum  slrages :  quas  ciim  inlue- 
bir,  non  urbis  alicujus  aul  oppidi,  sed 
conf  racti  mundi  rudera,  ante  oculos  haliere 

In  singulis  teri  montibus  eral  aliquid 
insolens  el  miiabile,  sed  prx  cieteris  mihi 
placebal  ilia,  quS  sedebam,  rupes;  erat 
maxima  el  altissima,  et  qui  terram  respici- 
ebat,  moUiori  ascensu  allitudinem  suam 
dissimulabat :  qui  yexb  mare,  horrendum 
pixceps,  et  quasi  ad  perpendiculum  facta, 
inslaiparietis.  Prxlereifacies  ilia  marina 
adeo  erat  Isevis  ac  uniformis  (quod  in 
lupibus  aliquando  observare  licet)  ac  si 
scissa  fuisset  k  summo  ad  imum,  in  itlo 
piano;  vel  terne molu aliquo,  autfulmine, 
divulsa. 

Ima  pars  rupis  era!  cava,  recessusque 
habuit,  et  saxeos  specus,  eunles  in  vacuum 
montem;  sive  nalurS  pridem  factos,  sivc 
exesosmari,  etundarumcrebrisictibusiln 
hos  enira  cum  impetu  ruebant  el  fragore, 
[esluactls  maris  lluctus;  quos  iteium 
spumantes  reddidit  antrum,  et  quasi  ab 
imo  ventre  evomuit. 

Dexlrum  latus  monlis  erat  piEeruptum, 
aspero  saxo  ei  nudi  caute:  siniatrumnon 
adeb  neglexeral  Nalura,  arboribus  utpote 
ornatum:   el  ptope  pedem  monlis  rivus 


limpidse  aquce  proiupil;  qui  ciim  vicinam 
valiem  irrigaverat,  lento  motu  serpens,  et 
pel  varios  nueandros,  quasi  ad  piotrahen- 
dam  vitam,  in  mag  no  mari  absorplus 
subito  peiiit.  Denique  in  summo  vertice 
promontorii,  commodi  eminebat  saxum, 
cui  insidebam  coAtemplabundus.  Vale 
augusta  sedes.  Rege  digna:  Augusta 
rupes,  semper  mihi  memoranda  I  "  P, 
89.     Telluris  Thtoria  sacra,  etc.,EdiHi> 


Page  504. 
"  Of  Mississippi,  er  that  northern 
sir  earn." 
"A  man  is  supposed  lo  improve  by 
going  out  into  the  Worlii,  by  visiting 
London.  Artificial  man  does;  heextends 
with  his  sphere;  but,  alasl  thai  sphere  is 
microscopic;  it  is  formed  of  minuEix,  and 
he  surrenders  his  genuine  vision  to  the 
artist,  in  order  to  embrace  it  in  his  ken. 
His  bodily  senses  grow  acute,  even  to 
barren  and  inhuman  pruriency;  while  his 
menial  become  proporlionally  obtuse. 
The  reverse  is  the  Man  of  Mind :  he  who 
i.s  placed  in  the  sphere  ot  Nature  and  of 
God,  might  be  a  mock  at  Tattersail's  and 
Brooks's,  and  a  sneer  al  St.  James's:  he 
would  certainty  be  swallowed  fdive  by 
the  first  Pinarro  that  crossed  him  ;- —  But 
when  he  walksalong  the  river  of  Amazons; 
when  he  tests  his  eye  on  the  unrivalled 
Andes;  when  be  measures  the  long  and 
watered  savannah;  or  conlemplales,  from 
a  sudden,  promontory,  Ihe  distant,  vast 
Pacific — -and  feels  himself  a  freeman  ii 
this  vasi  theatre,  and  commanding  eacl 
ready  produced  fruit  of  this  wilderness, 
and  each  progeny  of  this  stream- — ^his 
exultation  is  not  less  than  imperial.  He 
is  as  gentle,  loo,  as  he  is  great:  hi* 
emotions  ol  tenderness  keep  pacewilhhi'; 
elevation  of  sentiment;  for  he  says,  'Thest 
were  made  by  a  good  Being,  who,  un- 
sought by  me,  placed  me  here  to  enjoy 
them.'  He  becomes  at  once  a  child  and 
a  king.  His  mind  is  in  himself;  from 
hence  he  aigues,  and  from  hence  he  acts, 
and  he  argues  unerringly,  and  acts  magis- 
terially: his  mind  inbimself  is  also  in  his 
God;  and  therefore  he  loves,  and  there- 
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fore  he  soars,"  —  From  (he  notes  upon 
The  Hurricane,  a  Poem,  by  William 
Gilbert. 

TTie  Reader,  I  am  sure,  will  thank  me 
for  the  above  quotation,  which,  though 
from  a  strange  book,  is  one  of  the  finest 
passages  of  modern  English  prose. 

Page  507. 
"  '  T  is,  by  comparison,  an  easy  leak 

Earth  to  despise,"  etc. 
See,  upon  (his  subject,  Baxter's  most 
interesling review  of  his  own  opinions  and 
sentiments  in  the  decline  ol  life.  It  may 
be  found  (lately  teptinled)  in  Dr.  Words- 
worth's Ecelesiaslicat  Biography. 

Page  508. 

' '  Alas  !  Ikeindowment  of  immortal  Power 

Is   matched  aiiequatly   -.vilh     custom. 

This  subject  is  treated  at  length  in  the 


Page  509. 
"  Knowing  the  heart  of  man  issetto  be." 
etc. 
The  passage  quoted  trom  Daniel  is 
taken  from  a  poem  addressed  lothe  Lady 
Margaret,  Countess  of  Cumberland,  and 
the  two  las)  lines,  printed  in  Italics,  are  by 
him  translated  from  Seneca.  The  whole 
Poem  is  very  beautiful.  I  will  transcribe 
four  stanzas  from  it,  as  they  contain  an 
admirable  picture  of  the  slate  of  a  wise 
Man'smindinatimeofpubli 
Nor  is  he  moved  with  all  the  thu 
Of  lyiant's  IhreaU.  orwilh  Ihe  si 
OfPow 


Charged  wilh  n; 


Ttul  1I>U9  make  u 


.9  than  lho« 


s  thil  man  Ihil  halh  pt 


The  best  ol  gloiy  wilh  h> 


Page  532- 

"  Or  rather,  a 

wt  stand  on  holy 

And  have  tk 

edcadaroi. 

dus. 

Z«.  You,  Sir, 

could  help  me 

olheh 

OIhilfihe«gn. 

Prasl. 

Fore«ht-«»n 

With  what  I've 

".ilnessed,  and 

*ith« 

heaid, 

Perhaps  I  might 

By  turning  o'er  these  hilloclis  □ 

ebyon 

Wf  two  could  t,uv 

1,  Sir.  through 

astian 

Yetillinthebroi 

ul  highway  of 

Page  537- 

"  And  suffering  Nature  grieved  that  one 

shoulddif." 

Southey's  Retrospeet, 

Page  S37- 

"  Andvihcnee  that  tribute  t  wherifore  these 

regards?" 

The  sentiments  and  opinions  here 
ullered  are  in  unison  with  those  ex- 
pressed in  the  following  Essay  upon 
Epitaphs,  which  was  furnished  by  me 
foi  Mr.  Coleridge's  periodical  work,  The 
Friend:  and  as  they  are  dictated  by  a 
spirit  congenial  to  that  which  pervades 
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this  and  Ihe  two  succeeding  books,  the 
sympMhiiing  reader  will  not  be  displeased 
to  see  the  Essay  here  annexed. 


ESSAY   UPON   EPITAPHS. 

It  Deeds  scarcely  be  said,  that  an  Epi- 
taph presupposes  a  Monuijient,  upon 
which  il  is  lo  be  engraven.  Almost  all 
Nations  have  wished  that  certain  external 
signs  should  point  out  the  places  wheie 
their  dead  are  interred.  Among  savage 
tribes  unacquainted  with  letters  this  has 
mostly  been  done  either  by  rude  stones 
placed  near  the  graves,  or,  by  mounds  of 
earth  raised  over  them.  This  custom  pro- 
ceeded obviously  from  a  IwoCold  desire: 
iirsl  to  guard  the  remains  of  the  deceased 
froiD  iiieverent  approach  or  from  savage 
violation;  and  secondly  to  preserve  theii 
memory.  "Never  any,"  says  Camden, 
'*  neglected  burial  but  some  savage  na- 
tions; as  the  Bacttians,  which  cast  their 
dead  lo  Ihe  dogs;  some  varlet  philoso- 
phers, as  Diogenes,  who  desired  to  be 
devoured  of  fishes;  some  dissolute  cour- 
tiers, as  Maecenas,  who  was  wont  lo  say, 
Non   lumulum  euro;    sepelit  natura  re- 


As  soon  as  nations  had  learned  the  use 
of  letters,  epitaphs  were  inscribed  upon 
these  monuments;  in  order  that  their 
intention  might  be  more  surely  and  ade- 
quately fulfilled.  I  have  derived  monu- 
ments and  epitaphs  from  two  souices  of 
feeling,  but  these  do  in  fact  resolve 
themselves  into  one.  The  invention  of 
epitaphs,  Weevet,  in  his  Discourse  of 
Funeral  Monuments,  says  rightly,  "pro- 
ceeded ftom  the  presage  or  fore-feeling 
of  immortality,  implanted  in  all  men 
naturally,  and  is  referred  lo  the  scholars 
of  Linus  the  Theban  poet,  who  flourished 
about  the  year  of  the  world  two  thousand 
seven  hundred;  who  first  bewailed  this 
Linus  their  Master,  when  he  was  slain, 
indolefolveises.then  called  of  him CElina, 
afterwards  Epitaphia,  fot  that  they  were 


first  sung  at  burials,  after  engraved  upon 
the  sepulchres." 

And,  verily,  without  the  consciousness 
ol  a  principle  of  immottality  in  Ihe  human 
soul,  Man  could  never  have  had  awakened 
in  him  Ihe  desire  lo  live  in  the  remem- 
brance of  his  fellows:  mere  love,  or  the 
yearning  of  kind  towards  kind,  could 
not  have  produced  il.  The  dog  or  horse 
perishes  in  the  field,  or  in  the  stall,  by 
the  side  of  his  companions,  and  is  in- 
capable of  anticipating  the  sorrow  with 
which  his  surrounding  associates  shall 
bemoan  his  death,  or  pine  for  his  loss; 
he  cannol  pre-conceive  this  regret,  he  can 
form  no  thought  ol  it;  and  therefore  can- 
not possibly  have  a  desire  lo  leave  such 
regret  or  remembrance  behind  him.  Add 
lo  Ihe  principle  of  love  which  exists  in 
Ihe  inferior  animals,  the  faculty  of  reasoo 
which  exists  in  Man  alone;  will  the  con- 
junction of  these  account  for  the  desire? 
l>oub1less  it  is  a  necessary  consequence  of 
ihis  conjunction;  yef  not,  I  think,  as  a 
direct  resull,  but  only  lo  be  come  al 
tbroughanintej'mediatelhoughl,  viz.,  that 
of  an  intimation  or  assurance  within  us, 
that  some  part  of  our  nature  is  imperisha- 
ble. At  least  the  precedence,  in  order  of 
iMtth,  ol  one  feeling  to  the  other,  is  un- 
questionable. If  we  look  back  upon  the 
days  of  childhood,  we  shall  find  that  the 
time  is  not  in  remembrance  when,  with 
respect  to  our  own  individual  Being,  Ihe 
mind  was  without  this  assurance ;  whereas, 
the  wish  lo  be  remembered  by  our  friends 
or  kindred  after  death,  or  even  in  absence, 
is,  as  we  shall  discover,  a  sensation  that 
does  not  form  itself  till  the  lociol  feel. 
ings  have  been  developed,  and  the  Reason 
has  connected  ilself  with  a  wide  range  of 
objects.  Forlorn,  and  cut  off  from  com- 
munication with  the  best  part  of  his  nature, 
must  Ihal  man  be,  who  should  derive  the 
sense  of  immoitality,  as  it  exists  in  the 
mind  of  a  child,  from  the  same  unthink- 
ing gayety  or  liveliness  of  animal  spirits 
with  which  ihe  lamb  in  the  meadow  or 
any  other  irrational  creature  is  endowed; 
who  should  ascribe  it,  in  shoit,  to  blank 
ignorance  in  the  child;  lo  an  inability 
arising  from  the  imperfect  state  o<  his 
faculties  lo  come,  in  any  point  ol  his 
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being,  into  conlact  with  a  nolion  of  death ; 
or  to  an  unreflecting  acquiescence  it)  what 
has  been  instilled  into  him  '.  Has  sucfi  an 
uniolderof  the  mysleriesof  nature, though 
he  may  hare  forgotten  his  former  sell, 
ever  noticed  the  eailj',  obstinate,  and 
unappeasable  inquisitiveness  of  children 
upon  the  subject  of  origination?  This 
single  fact  proves  outwardly  the  mon- 
strousness  of  those  suppositions:  for,  if 
we  had  no  direct  external  testimony  that 
the  mindsof  very  young  children  meditate 
feelingly  upon  death  and  immortality, 
these  inquiries,  which  we  all  know  they 
aie  perpetually  making  concerning  the 
w/ienct,  do  necessarily  include  corre- 
spondent habits  of  inlerrc^lion  concern- 
ing the  iiihitker.  Origin  and  tendency  are 
notions  inseparably  co-relative.  Never 
did  a  child  stand  by  the  side  of  a  running 
stream,  pondering  within  himself  what 
power  was  the  feeder  of  the  perpetual 
current,  from  what m ever- wearied  sources 
the  body  of  water  was  supplied,  but  he 
must  have  been  inevitably  propelled  to  fol- 
low this  question  by  another;  "Towards 
what  abyss  is  it  in  prt^ess?  what  recep- 
tacle can  contain  the  mighty  influx?" 
And  the  spirit  of  the  answer  must  have 
been,  though  the  word  might  be  sea  or 
ocean,  accompanied  perhaps  with  an 
im^;e  gathered  Irom  a  map,  or  front  the 
real  object  in  nature  —  these  might  have 
been  the  letter^  but  the  spirit  of  the 
answer  must  have  been  as  inevitably,  — 
a  receptacle  without  bounds  or  dimen- 
sions; —  nothing  less  than  infinity.  We 
may,  then,  be  justified  in  asserting,  that 
the  sense  of  immortality,  if  not  a  co- 
existent and  twin  birth  with  Reason,  is 
among  the  earliest  of  her  offspring;  and 
we  may  further  assert,  that  from  these 
conjoined,  and  under  their  countenance, 
the  human  affections  are  gradually  formed 
and  opened  out.  This  is  not  the  place 
to  enter  into  the  recesses  of  these  inves- 
tigations; but  the  subject  requires  me  here 
to  make  a  plain  avowal,  that,  for  my  own 
part,  it  is  to  me  inconceivable,  that  the 
sympathies  of  love  towards  each  other, 
which  grow  with  our  growth,  could  ever 
attain  any  new  strength,  or  even  preserve 
the  old,  after  we  had  received  from  the 
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outward  senses  the  impression  of  death, 
and  were  in  the  habit  of  having  thai 
impression  daily  renewed  and  its  accom- 
panying feeling  brought  home  to  our- 
selves, and  to  those  we  love;  it  the  same 
were  not  counteracted  by  those  commu- 
nications with  our  internal  Being,  whicb 
are  anterior  to  all  these  experiences,  and 
with  which  revelation  coincides,  and  has 
through  that  coincidence  alone  (for  other- 
wise it  could  not  possess  it)  a  power  to 
affect  us,  I  confess,  with  me  the  con- 
viction is  absolute  that,  if  the  impression 
and  sense  of  death  were  not  thus  counter- 
balanced, such  a  hollowness  would  per- 
vade the  whole  system  of  things,  such  a 
want  of  correspondence  and  consistency, 
a  disproportion  so  astounding  betwixt 
means  and  ends,  that  there  could  be  no 
repose,  no  joy.  Were  we  to  grow  up 
unfostered  by  this  genial  warmth,  a  frost 
would  chill  (he  spirit,  so  penetrating  and 
powerful  that  there  could  be  no  motions 
of  the  life  of  love;  and  infinitely  less  could 
we  have  any  wish  to  be  remembered  after 
we  had  passed  away  from  a  world  in  which 
each  man  had  moved  about  like  a  shadow. 
—  If,  then,  in  a  creature  endowed  with 
the  faculties  of  foresight  and  reason,  the 
social  affections  could  not  have  unfolded 
themselves  uncountenanced  by  the  faith 
that  Man  is  an  immortal  being,  and  if, 
consequently,  neither  could  the  individual 
dying  have  had  a  desire  lo  survive  in  the 
remembrance  of  his  fellows,  nor  on  their 
side  could  they  have  felt  a  wish  to  pre- 
serve tor  future  times  vestiges  of  the 
departed;  it  follows,  as  a  final  inference, 
that  without  the  belief  in  immortality, 
wherein  these  several  desires  originate, 
neither  monuments  nor  epitaphs,  in  afiec- 
tionate  or  laudatory  commemoration  of 
the  deceased,  could  have  existed  in  the 

Simonides,  it  is  related,  upon  landing  in 
a  strange  country,  found  the  corse  of  an 
unknown  person  lying  by  the  seaside ;  he 
buried  it,  and  was  honored  throughout 
Greece  for  the  piety  of  that  act.  Another 
ancient  Philosopher,  chancing  to  fix  his 
eyes  upon  a  dead  body,  regar<fcd  the  same 
with  slight,  if  not  with  contempt,  saying, 
"Seetheshellof  the  fiown  bird!"    Butil 
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is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  morai  and 

tender-hearted  Simonides  was  incapable 
of  the  lofty  movements  of  ihoughl  to  which 
that  other  Sage  gave  way  at  the  moment 
while  his  soul  was  intent  only  upon  the 
indestructible  being;  nor.  On  the  other 
hand,  that  he,  in  whose  sight  a  lifeless 
human  body  wasof  no  more  value  than  the 
worlhless  rfiell  from  which  the  living  fowl 
had  departed,  would  nol,  in  a  different 
mood  of  mind,  have  been  aflected  by  those 
earthly  considerations  which  had  incited 
the  philosophic  Poet  to  ihe  performance  ol 
that  pious  duty.  And  with  regard  to  this 
lattei  we  may  be  assured  that,  if  he  bad 
been  destitute  of  ihe  capability  of  commun- 
ing with  the  more  exalted  thoughts  that 
appertain  to  hum^nnalure,  he  would  have 
cared  no  more  for  the  corse  of  the  stranger 
than  for  the  dead  body  of  a  seal  or  porpoise 
which  might  have  been  cast  up  by  the 
waves.  We  respect  the  corporeal  frame  of 
Man,  nol  merely  because  it  is  the  habita- 
tion ol  a  rational,  but  of  an  immortal  Soul, 
Each  of  these  Sages  was  in  sympathy  with 
the  best  feelings  of  oiir  nature;  feelings 
which,  though  iheyseem  opposite  to  each 
other,  have  another  and  a  finer  connection 
than  thai  of  contrast.  —  It  is  a  connection 
formed  through  the  subtle  prioress  by 
which,  both  in  the  natural  and  the  moral 
world,  qualities  pass  insensibly  into  their 
contraries,  and  things  revolve  upon  each 
other.  As,  in  sailing  upon  the  orb  of 
this  planet,  a  voyage  towards  the  regions 
where  the  sun  sets  conducts  gradually  to 
(he  quarter  where  we  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  behold  it  come  forth  at  its  rising; 
and,  in  like  manner,  a  voyage  towards 
Ihe  east,  the  birthplace  in  our  imagina- 
tion of  the  morning,  leads  finally  to  Ihe 
quarter  where  the  sun  is  last  seen  when 
he  departsfrom  oureyes;  solhecontem- 
plative  Soul,  travelling  in  Ihe  direction 
of  mortality,  advances  to  the  country  of 

may  she  continue  to  explore  those  cheer- 
ful tracts  till  she  is  brought  back,  for 
her  advantage  and  benefit,  lolhe  land  of 
transitory  things  —  of  sorrow  and  of  tears. 
On  a  midway  point,  therefore,  which 
commandsthe  thoughts  and  feelings  of  ihe 
Iwo  Sages  whom  we  have  represented  in 


contrast,  does  the  Author  of  that  species  of 
composition,  ihe  laws  of  which  it  is  our 
present  purpose  to  explain,  lake  his  stand. 
Accordingly,  recurring  to  the  twofold 
desire  of  guarding  the  remains  of  Ihe 
deceased  and  preserving  their  memory, 
it  may  be  said  that  a  sepulchral  monument 
is  a  tribute  to  a  man  as  a  human  being; 
and  Ihal  an  epitaph  (in  ihe  ordinary 
meaning  attached  to  Ihe  word)  includes 
this  general  feeling  and  something  more; 
and  is  a  record  lo  preserve  Ihe  memory 
of  the  dead,  as  a  tribute  due  lo  his  indi- 
vidual worth,  for  a  satisfaction  to  the 
sorrowmg  hearts  of  ihe  survivors,  and  for 
Ihe  common  benefit  of  the  living :  which 
record  is  to  be  accomplished,  not  in  a 
general  manner,  but.where  it  can,  in  close 
lonneilion  -wilh  Iht  bodily  remains  of  the 
deceased:  and  these,  il  may  be  added, 
among  the  modern  nations  of  Europe, 
are  deposited  within,  or  contiguous  to, 
their  places  of  worship.  In  ancient 
times,  as  is  well  known,  it  was  the  custom 
to  bury  ihe  dead  beyond  the  walls  of 
towns  and  cities;  and  among  Ihe  Creeks 
and  Romans  Ihey  were  frequently  interred 
by  the  waysides. 

I  could  here  pause  wilh  pleasure,  and 
invite  the  Reader  to  indulge  wilh  me  in 
contemplation  of  the  advantages  which 
must  have  attended  such  practice.  We 
might  ruminate  upon  the  beauty  which 
the  monuments,  thus  placed,  must  have 
borrowed  from  the  surrounding  images  of 
nature  —  from  the  trees,  the  wild  flowers, 
from  a  stream  running  perhaps  within  sight 
or  hearing,  from  the  beaten  roadslretti- 
ing  its  weary  length  hard  by.  Many 
lender  similitudes  must  Ihese  objects  have 
presented  to  the  mind  of  the  Iraveller 
leaning  upon  one  of  the  tombs,  or  repos- 
ing in  ihe  coolness  of  its  shade,  whether 
he  had  hatted  from  weariness  or  in  com- 
pliance with  Ihe  invitation,  "Pause, 
Traveller  1"  so  often  found  upon  the 
monuments.  And  to  its  epitaph  also 
must  have  been  supplied  strong  appeals  to 
visible  appearances  or  immediate  impres- 
sions, lively  and  affecting  analt^ies  of 
life  as  a  journey  —  death  as  a  sleep  over- 
coming the  tired  wayfarer  —  of  misfortune 
as  a  storm  that  fails  suddenly  upon  him  — 
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o[  beauty  as  a  flower  that  passelh  away, 
oi  of  innocent  pleasnie  as  one  that  may 
be  gathered  —  of  virtue  that  standeth  ficm 
as  a  rock  against  the  beating  waves  — ■  of 
hope  "  undennined  insensibly  like  the 
poplar  by  the  side  ot  the  river  that  fias 
led  it,"  or  blasted  in  a  moment  like  a 
pine-tree  by  the  stroke  of  lightning  upon 
the  mountain-top  —  of  admonitions  and 
heart -stirring  remembrances,  like  a  re- 
freshing breeie  that  comes  without  warn- 
ing, or  the  taste  of  the  waters  of  an  un- 
expected fountain.  These  and  similar 
su^estions  must  have  given,  formerly, 
to  the  language  of  the  senseless  slone 
a  voice  enforced  and  endeared  by  the  be- 
nignity ol  that  nature  with  which  it  was 
in  unison.  —  We,  in  modern  times,  have 
lost  much  of  these  advantages;  and  they 
are  but  in  a  small  degree  counterbalanced 
to  the  inhabitants  of  large  towns  and  cities 
by  the  custom  of  depositing  the  dead 
within,  or  contiguous  to,  their  places  of 
worship;  however  splendid  or  imposing 
may  be  the  appearance  of  those  edifices, 
or  however  interesting  or  salutary  the 
recollections  associated  with  them.  Even 
were  it  not  true  that  tombs  lose  their 
monitory  virtue  when  thus  obtruded  upon 
the  notice  of  men  occupied  with  the  cares 
of  the  world,  and  loo  often  sullied  and 
defiled  by  those  cares,  yet  still,  when 
death  is  in  our  thoughts,  nothing  can 
make  amends  for  the  want  of  the  sooth- 
ing influences  of  nature,  and  for  the 
ateence  of  those  types  of  renovation  and 
decay  which  the  fields  and  woods  offer 
to  the  notice  of  the  serious  and  contem- 
plative mind.  To  f6el  the  force  of  this 
sentiment,  let  a  man  only  compare  in  im- 
agination the  unsightly  manner  in  which 
our  monuments  are  crowded  ti^ether  in 
the  busy,  noisy,  unclean,  and  almost 
grassless  churchyard  of  a  large  town, 
with  the  still  seclusion  ol  a  Turkish  ceme- 
tery, in  some  remote  place,  and  yet  fur- 
ther sanctified  by  the  grove  of  cypress  in 
which  it  is  embosomed.  Thoughts  in  the 
same  temper  as  these  have  already  been 
expressed  with  true  sensibility  by  an  in- 
genuous Poet  of  the  present  day.  The 
subject  of  his  poem  is  "All  Saints 
Church,  Derby:  "  he  has  been  deploring 
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the  forbidding  and  unseemly  appearance 
of  its  burial-ground,  and  uttering  a  wish 
that  in  past  times  the  practice  had  been 
adopted  ol  interring  the  inhabitants  of 
large  towns  in  the  country;  — 
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A  village  churchyard,  lying  as  it  does 
in  the  lap  of  nature,  may  indeed  be  most 
favorably  contrasted  with  that  of  a  town 
of  crowded  population;  and  sepulture 
therein  combines  many  ot  the  best  ten- 
dencies which  belong  to  the  mode  prac- 
tised by  the  Ancients  with  others  peculiar 
to  itsell.  The  sensations  of  pious  cheer- 
fulness,  which  attend  the  celebration  of 
the  sabbath-day  in  rural  places,  are  prof- 
itably chastised  by  the  sight  of  the  graves 
of  kindred  and  friends,  gathered  ti^ether 
in  that  general  home  towards  whidi  the 
thoughtful  yet  happy  spectators  them- 
selves are  journeying.  Hence  a  parish 
church,  in  the  stillness  ol  the  country,  is 
a  visihJe  centre  of  a  community  of  the 
living  and  the  dead;  a  point  to  which 
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are  habitually  lefeired  the  nearest  coD' 
ceins  of  both. 

As,  then,  both  in  cities  and  in  villages, 
the  dead  aie  deposited  in  close  connection 
with  our  places  of  worship,  with  us  the 
compoaitioii  of  anepitaph  naturally  turns, 
still  more  than  among  the  nations  of 
antiquity,  upon  the  roost  serious  and 
solemn  affections  of  the  human  mind; 
upon  departed  worth  —  upon  personal  or 
social  sorrow  and  admiration  —  upon  reli- 
gion, individual  and  social  —  upon  time, 
and  upon  eternity.  Accordingly,  it  suf- 
fices, in  ordinary  cases,  to  secure  a  com- 
position of  this  kind  from  censure,  that  it 
contain  nothing  that  shall  shock  or  be 
inconsistent  with  this  spirit.  But,  to 
entitle  an  epitaph  to  praise,  mote  than 
this  is  necessary.  It  ought  lo  contain 
some  thought  or  feeling  belonging  to  Ihe 
mortal  or  immoital  part  of  our  nature 
touchingly  expressed;  and  if  that  be  done, 
however  general  or  even  trite  Ihe  senti- 
ment may  be,  every  man  of  pure  mind  will 
rmd  the  words  with  pleasure  and  grati- 
tude. Ahusbandbewails  a  wife;  a  parent 
breathes  a  sigh  of  disappointed  hope  over 
a  lost  child;  a  son  utters  a  sentiment  of 
filial  reverence  for  a  departed  father  or 
mother;  a  friend  perhaps  inscribes  an 
encomium  recording  the  companionable 
qualities,  or  the  solid  virtues,  of  the 
tenant  of  the  grave,  whose  departure  has 
left  a  sadness  upon  his  memory.  This 
and  a  pious  admonition  to  the  living,  and 
a  humble  expression  of  Christian  confi- 
dence in  immortality,  is  the  language  of  a 
thousand  churchyards;  and  it  does  not 
often  happen  that  anything,  in  a  greater 
degree  discriminate  Or  appropriate  to  the 
dead  oi  lo  the  living,  is  to  be  found  in 
them.  This  want  of  discrimination  has 
been  ascribed  liy  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  Essay 
upon  the  epitaphs  oi  Pope,  to  two  causes: 
first,  the  scantiness  of  the  objects  of  human 
praise;  and,  secondly,  the  want  of  variety 
in  the  characters  of  men;  or,  lo  use  his 
own  words,  "  to  the  fact,  that  the  greater 
part  of  mankind  have  no  character  at  all." 
Such  language  may  be  holden  without 
blame  among  the  generalities  of  common 
conversation;  but  docs  not  become  a  critic 
and  a  moralist  speaking  seriously  upon  a 


serious  subject.  The  objects  of  admiration 
in  human  nature  are  not  scanty,  but  abun- 
dant ;  and  every  man  has  a  character  of 
hb  own  to  the  eye  that  has  skill  to  perceive 
it.  The  real  cause  of  the  acknowledged 
want  of  discrimination  in  sepulchralmemo- 
rials  is  this:  That  to  analyze  the  charac- 
of  others,  especially  of  those  w' 
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ployment  of  men  at  any  timi 
not  anxious  unerringly  to  understand  the 
constitution  of  the  minds  of  those  who 
have  soothed,  who  have  cheered,  who 
have  supported  us;  wilh  whom  we  have 
been  long  and  daily  pleased  or  delighted. 
The  affections  are  their  own  justification. 
The  light  of  love  in  our  bearls  is  a  satis- 
factory evidence  that  there  is  a  body  ol 
worth  in  the  minds  of  our  friends  or  kin- 
dred, whence  that  light  has  proceeded. 
We  shrink  from  the  thought  of  placing 
their  merits  and  defects  to  be  weighed 
against  each  other  in  Ihe  nice  balance  of 
pure  intellect;  nor  do  we  find  much 
temptation  to  detect  the  shades  by  which 
a  good  quality  or  virtue  is  discriminated 
in  them  from  an  excellence  known  bythe 
same  general  "name  as  it  exists  in  the  mind 
of  another;  and  least  of  all  do  we  incline 
lo  these  tefirements  when  under  the  pres- 
sure of  sorrow,  admiration,  or  regret,  or 
'hen  actuated  by  any  of  those  feelings 
'  '  '   '  1  to  prolong  the  memory 

and  kindred  by  records 
placed  in  the  Ixiaomof  the  all- uniting  and 
equalizing  receptacle  of  the  dead. 

The  first  requisite,  then,  in  an  Epitaph 
is,  thai  it  should  speak,  in  a  tone  which 
shall  sink  into  the  heart,  the  general  lan- 
guage of  humanity  as  connected  with  the 
subject  of  death  —  the  source  from  which 
an  epitaph  proceeds  —  of  death,  and  of 
life.  To  be  botn  and  to  die  are  the  two 
points  in  which  all  men  feel  themselves 
to  be  in  absolute  coincidence.  This  gen- 
eral language  may  be  uttered  so  strikingly 
as  lo  entitle  an  epitaph  to  high  praise; 
yet  it  cannol  lay  claim  to  the  highest  unless 
other  excellences  be  superadded.  Passing 
through  all  intermediate  steps,  we  will 
attempt  to  determine  at  once  what  these 
excellences  are,  and  wherein  consists  the 
perfection  of  this  species  of  composition. — 


I  which  ir 
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Il  will  be  found  to  lie  in  a  due  proportion 
of  the  common  oi  universal  ieeling  of 
huminily  to  sensations  excited  b;  a  dis- 
tinct and  clear  conceplion,  conveyed  to 
thereadei's  mind,  of  the  individual  whose 
death  is  deplored  and  whose  memory  is 
to  be  preserved;  at  least  of  his  character 
as,  alter  death,  it  ajipeared  to  those  who 
loved  him  and  lament  his  loss.  The 
general  sympathy  ought  to  be  quickened, 
provoked,  and  diversified,  by  particular 
thoughts,  actions,  images,  —  circum- 
stances ol  age,  occupation,  manner  of 
life,  prosperity  which  the  deceased  had 
known,  or  adver^ty  to  which  he  had  been 
subject;  and  these  ought  to  be  bound  to- 
gether and  solemnized  into  one  harmony 
by  the  general  sympathy.  The  iwopowers 
should  temper,  restrain,  and  exalt  each 
other.  The  reader  ought  lo  know  who 
and  what  the  man  was  whom  he  is  called 
upon  to  think  of  with  interest.  A  distinct 
conception  should  be  given  (implicitly 
where  it  can,  rather  than  explicitly)  of 
the  individual  lamented.  — -  But  the  writer 
of  an  epitaph  is  not  an  anatomist,  who 
dissects  the  internal  frame  oC  the  mind; 
he  is  not  even  a  painter,  who  executes  a 
portrait  at  leisure  and  in entue  tranquillity ; 
his  delineation,  we  must  remember,  is 
performed  by  the  side  ol  the  grave;  and, 
what  Is  more,  the  grave  of  one  whom  he 
loves  and  admires.  What  purity  and 
brightness  is  that  virtue  clothed  in,  the 
image  of  which  mual  no  longer  bleas  our 
living  eyes !  The  character  of  a  deceased 
friend  or  beloved  kinsman  is  not  seen  — 
no,  nor  ought  to  be  seen  —  otherwise 
than  as  a  tree  through  a  tender  haze  or 
a.  luminous  mist,  that  spiritualizes  and 
beautifies  it;  that  lakes  away,  indeed,  but 
only  to  the  end  that  the  parts  which  are 
not  abstracted  may  appear  more  dignified 
and  lovely;  may  impress  and  affect  the 
more.  Sballwe  say,  then,  that  this  is  not 
(ruth,  not  a  laithful  image;  and  (hat,  ac- 
cordingly, the  purposes  ol  commemoralion 
cannot  be  answered? —  It  r>  truth,  and  of 
the  highest  order;  for,  though  doubtless 
tilings  are  not  apparent  which  did  exist; 
yet,  the  object  being  looked  at  through 
this  medium,  parts  and  proportions  are 
brought  into  distinct  view  which  before 
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had  been  only  imperfectly  or  uncon- 
sciously seen :  it  is  truth  hallowed  by  love 
—  the  joint  offspring  of  the  worth  of  the 
dead  and  the  affections  of  the  living! 
This  may  easily  be  brought  to  the  test. 
Let  one,  whose  eyes  have  been  sharpened 
by  personal  hostility  to  discover  what  was 
amiss  in  the  character  of  a  good  man, 
hear  the  tidings  of  his  death,  and  what 
achangeiswroughtinaraomeul!  Enmity 
melts  away;  and,  as  it  disappears,  un- 
sightliness,  disproportion,  and  deformity, 
vanish;  and,  through  the  influence  of 
commiseration,  a  harmony  of  love  and 
beauty  succeeds.  BKng  such  a  man  to 
the  tombstone  on  which  shall  be  inscribed 
an  epitaph  on  his  adversary,  composed 
in  Che  spirit  which  we  have  recommended. 
Would  he  turn  from  it  as  from  an  idle 
tale?  No; — the  thoughtful  look,  the 
sigh,  and  perhaps  the  involuntary  tear, 
would  testify  that  it  had  a  sane,  a  gener- 
ous, and  good  meaning;  and  that  on 
the  writer's  mind  had  remained  an  im- 
pression which  was  a  true  abstract  of  the 
character  of  the  deceased;  that  his  gifts 
and  grsces  were  remembered  in  the  sim- 
plicity in  which  they  ought  to  be  remem- 
bered. The  composition  and  quality  of 
the  mind  of  a  virtuous  man,  contemplated 
by  the  side  of  the  grave  where  his  body 
is  mouldering,  ought  to  appear,  and  be 
felt  as  something  midway  between  what 
he  was  on  earth  walking  about  with  his 
living  frailties,  and  what  he  may  be  pre- 
sumed to  be  as  a  Spirit  in  heaven. 

It  suffices,  therefore,  that  the  trunk  and 
(he  main  branches  of  the  worth  of  the 
deceased  be  boldly  and  unaffectedly  repre- 
sented. Any  further  detail,  minutely  and 
scrupulously  pursued,  especially  if  this  be 
done  with  laborious  and  antithetic  dis- 
criminations, must  inevitably  frustrate  its 
own  purpose ;  forcing  thepassing  Spectator 
to  this  conclusion,  —  either  that  the  dead 
did  not  possess  the  merits  ascribed  to  him, 
or  that  they  who  have  raised  a  monument 
to  his  memory,  and  must  therefore  be 
supposed  to  have  been  closely  connected 
with  him,  were  incapable  of  perceiving 
those  merits;  or  at  least  during  the  act  of 
composition  had  lost  sight  of  them;  for, 
the  understanding  having  been  so  busy  in 
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its  petly  occupation,  how  could  the  heart 
of  the  mourner  be  other  than  cold?  and 
in  either  of  these  cases,  whether  the  lault 
be  on  the  part  oi  the  buried  person  or  the 
survivors,  ihe  memorial  is  utiaffecting  and 

Much  better  is  it  lo  (all  short  in  dis- 
crimination than  to  pursue  it  too  far,  or  to 
labor  it  unfeelingly.  For  in  no  place  are 
we  so  much  disposed  to  dwell  upon  those 
points  of  nature  and  condition  wherein 
all  men  resemble  each  other,  as  in  the 
temple  where  the  universal  Father  is  wor- 
shipped, or  by  the  side  of  the  grave  which 
gathers  all  human  Beings  to  itself,  and 
"  equalizes  the  lofty  and  the  low."  We 
suffer  and  we  weep  with  the  same  heart; 
we  love  and  are  anxious  for  one  another  in 
one  spirit;  our  hopes  look  to  (he  same 
quarter;  and  the  virtues  by  which  we  are 
all  to  be  furthered  and  supported,  as 
patience,  meekness,  good-will,  justice, 
temperance,  and  temperate  desires,  are  in 
an  equal  degree  the  concern  of  us  all. 
Lei  an  Epitaph,  then,  contain  at  least 
these  acknowledgments  to  our  common 
nature;  nor  lei  the  sense  of  their  impor- 
tance be  sacrificed  lo  a  balance  of  opposite 
qualities  or  minute  distinctions  in  individ- 
ual character;  which  if lheydonot(aswill 
for  the  most  pari  be  Ihe  case  ),  when  exam- 
ined, resolve  themselves  into  a  trick  of 
words,  will,  even  when  theyate  (rue  and 
just,  for  the  most  pari  be  grievously  out 
of  place;  for,  as  it  is  probable  that 
few  only  have  explored  these  intricacies 
of  human  nature,  so  can  Ihe  tracing  of 
them  be  interesting  only  lo  a'few.  But 
an  epitaph  is  not  a  proud  writing  shut  up 
for  the  studious:  it  is  exposed  Co  all  — 
lo  the  wise  and  the  most  ignorant;  it  is 
condescending,  perspicuous,  and  lovingly 
solicits  regard;  its  story  and  admonitions 
are  brief,  ihat  the  thoughtless,  the  busy, 
and  indolent,  may  not  be  deterred,  nor 
ihe  impatient  lired:  the  stooping  old 
man  cons  the  engraven  record  like  a 
second  horn-book; —the  child  is  proud 
that  he  can  read  il ;  —  and  the  stranger 
is  introduced  ihrough  its  mediation  to 
the  company  of  a  friend ;  it  is  concerning 
all,  and  (or  alt:  — in  the  churchyard  it  is 
open   lo  the  day;    the  sun  looks  down 


upon  the  stone,  and  the  rains  of  heaven 
beat  against  il. 

Yel,  though  the  writer  who  would  excite 
sympathy  is  bound  in  this  case,  more  Iban 
in  any  other,  togive  proof  that  he  himself 
has  been  moved,  it  is  to  be  remembered 
that  to  raise  amonumenl  is  a  sober  and  a 
reflective  acl ;  Ihat  the  inscription  which  il 
I  bears  b  intended  lo  be  permanent,  and  (or 
!  universal  perusal;  Bndthat.(orlhisreason, 
I  the  thoughts  and  feelii^  expressed  should 
I  be  permanent  also —  liberated  irom  that 
I  weaknessandangtushofsorrowwhichisin 
I  nature  transitory,  and  which  with  instinct- 
ive decency   retires  from  notice.      The 
I  passions  should  be  subdued,  the  emotions 
I   controlled ;  strong,  indeed,  butnothingun- 
I  governable  or  wholly  involuntary.   Seem- 
1  liness  requires  this,  and  truth  requires  il 
I  also;  for  how  can  the  narrator  otherwise 
I  be   trusted?      Moreover,   a   grave   is   a 
j  tranquil lizing  object :  resignation  in  course 
I  of  time  springs  up  from  it  as  naturally  as 
the  wild  flowers,  besprinkling  the  lurf  with 
which  il  may  be  covered,  or   gathering 
I  round  the  monument  by  which  it  is  de- 
'  fended.     The  very  (orm  and  substance  of 
'  the  monumenl  which  has  received  the  in- 
1   scription,    and    the    appearance    of    the 
I  letters,  testifying  with  what  a  slow  and 
laborious  hand  they  must  have  been  en- 
graven, might  seem  to  reproach  the  author 
who  had  given  way  upon  this  occasion 
to  transports  of  mind,  or  to  quick  turns  of 
conflicting  passion;  though  I  he  same  might 
constitute  the  life  and  beauty  of  a  funeral 
oration  or  elegiac  poem. 

These  sensations  and  judgments,  acted 
upon  perhaps  unconsciously,  have  been 
one  of  the  main  causes  why  epitaphs  so 
often  personate  the  deceased,  and  repre- 
sent him  as  speaking  from  his  own  tomb- 
stone. Thedeparted  Mortal  is  introduced 
telling  you  himself  that  his  pains  are  gone ; 
Ihal  a  state  of  rest  is  come ;  and  he  con- 
jures you  to  ween  (orhim  no  loiter.  He 
admonishes  with  the  voice  of  one  ex- 
perienced in  the  vanity  of  those  afleclions 
which  are  confined  to  earthly  objects,  and 
gives  a  verdict  like  a  superior  Being,  per- 
forming the  office  of  a  judge,  who  hasno 
temptations  to  mislead  him,  and  whose 
decision    cannot   but   be   dispassionate. 
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Thus  is  death  disaimed  of  i(s  sling,  and 
affliction  unsubstantialized.  By  this  ten- 
der fiction,  the  survivors  bind  themselves 
to  a  sedaler  sorrow,  and  employ  the  in- 
tervention of  the  imagination  in  order 
that  the  reason  may  speak  her  own  lan- 
guage earlier  than  she  would  otherwise 
have  been  enabled  lo  do.  This  shadowy 
interposition  also  harmoniously  unites  the 
two  worlds  of  the  living  and  (he  dead  by 
their  appropriate  affections.  And  it  may 
be  oliserved  that  here  we  have  an  addi- 
tional proof  of  the  propriety  with  which 
sepulchral  inscriptions  were  referred  lo 
the  consciousness  of  immortality  as  their 
primal  source. 

I  do  not  speak  with  a  wish  to  recom- 
mend that  an  epitaph  should  be  cast  in 
this  mould  preferably  to  the  still  more 
common  one,  in  which  what  is  said  comes 
from  the  survivors  directly;  but  rather  to 
point  how  natural  those  feelings  are 
which  have  induced  men,  in  all  states  and 
ranks  of  society,  so  frequently  to  adopt 
this  mode.  And  this  I  have  done  chiefly 
in  order  that  the  laws  which  ought  to 
govern  the  composition  of  the  other  may 
be  better  understood.  This  latter  mode, 
namely,  that  in  which  the  survivors  speak 
in  their  own  persons,  seems  to  me  upon 
the  whole  greatly  preferable,  as  it  admits 
a  wider  range  of  notices;  and,  above  all, 
because,  excluding  the  fiction  which  is 
the  groundwork  oj  the  other,  it  rests 
upon  a  more  solid  basis. 

Enough  has  been  said  to  convey  our 
notion  of  a  perfect  epitaph;  but  it  must 
be  borne  in  mind  that  one  is  meant  which 
will  best  answer  the  gtnem/ ends  of  that 
species  of  composition.  According  to 
the  course  pointed  out,  the  worth  of 
private  life,  through  all  varietiesof  situa- 
tion and  character,  will  be  most  honor- 
ably and  profitably  preserved  in  memory. 
Not  would  the  model  recommended  less 
suit  public  men  in  all  instances,  save  o( 
those  persons  who  by  the  greatness 
ol  their  services  in  (he  employments  of 
peace  or  war,  or  by  the  surpassing  ex- 
cellence of  their  works  in  art,  literature, 
or  science,  have  made  themselves  not 
only  universally  known,  but  have  tilled 
the  heart  of  iheir  country  with  everlast- 


ing gratitude.  Yet  I  must  here  pause  to 
correct  rny  sell.  In  describingthe  general 
tenor  of  thought  whish  epitaphs  ought  to 
hold,  I  have  omitted  to  say,  that  if  it  be 

conspicuous  or  beneficial  act  of  local  or 
general  utility,  which  have  distinguished 
him,  and  excited  a  desire  that  he  should 
be  remembered,  then,  of  course,  ought 
(he  altenlion  to  be  directed  chieBy  to 
those  actions  or  that  act:  and  such  sen- 
timents dwelt  upon  as  naturally  arise  out 
ofthemorit.  Having  made  this  neces- 
sary distinction,  I  proceed.  —  The  mighty 
benefactors  of  mankind,  as  they  are  not 
only  known  by  the  immediate  survivors, 
but  will  continue  to  be  known  familiarly 
to  latest  posterhy,  do  not  stand  in  need 
of  bit^raphic  sketches  in  such  a  place; 
nor  of  delineations  of  character  to  in- 
dividualize them.  This  is  already  done 
by  (heir  Works,  in  the  memories  of  men. 
Their  naked  names,  and  a  grand  com- 
prehensive sentiment  of  civic  gratitude, 
patriotic  love,  or  human  admiration  —  or 
>me  elementary  princi- 
essenlial  in  the  constitution  of 
I  true  virtue  —  or  a  declaration  touching 
that  pious  humility  and  self-abasement, 
which  are  ever  most  profound  as  minds 
are  most  susceptible  of  genuine  exaltation 
—or  an  intuition,  communicated  in 
adequate  words,  of  the  sublimity  of  in- 
tellectual power;  —  these  are  the  only 
tribute  which  can  here  be  paid  —  the 
only  offering  that  upon  such  an  altar 
would  not  be  unworthy. 
"  What  needs  my  Stmltspeare  for  his  honoied 

The  labor  of  an  an  in  pil*d  stones, 

Or  that  his  hollowed  reliques  should  be  hid 

Deu  Son  D/"fli^ory.  greal  Heir  of  Fame, 

Thou  in  our  wonder  and  aslonishment 
Hasl  bull!  Ibyself  a  IKeloog  monumenl. 

That  kings  tor  such  alomb  would  wish  mdie." 

Page  538. 
"And spirts  ivhase   ' siltnt  finger poinli 


:.bv  Cookie 


S98  NO 

spiie-steeples,  which,  as  they  cannot  be 
refeired  lo  any  other  object,  point  as 
with  silent  finger  ta  the  sky  and  stars, 
and  sometimes,  when  they  reflect  the 
brazen  light  of  a  rich  though  rainy  sun- 
set, appear  like  a  pyramid  of  flame  burn- 
ing heavenward.  See  "The  Friend," 
by  S.  T.  Coleridge,  No.  14,  p.  113. 

Page  ■564. 
"  Tiat  sycamore,  lakich  annually  holds 
Wilkin  its  skadt,  as  in  a  stalely  tent. ' ' 
"Tbls  SyamoR  otl  mosiol  wii 


■i  Ttnti  the  PuciiTchs  I 


'isi  Ih, 


The 


Page  569. 

es  nitdlhe^mvers  c/kings." 
Transit  gloria  mundi  "  is  lineiy 


expressed  in  the  Introduction  to  the  Fi 
dal  ion -charters  of  some  of  the  ancient 
Abbeys.  Some  expressions  here  used  are 
taken  from  thalof  the  Abbey  of  St.  Mary's, 
Furness,  the  trani^lalion  of  which  is  as 
follows ; — 

' '  Considering  every  day  the  uncertainty 
ot  life,  that  the  roses  and  flowers  of  Kings, 
Emperors,  and  Dukes,  and  the  crowns  and 
palms  ot  all  the  great,  wither  and  decay; 
and  that  all  things,  with  an  uninterrupted 
course,  lend  to  dissolution  and  death:  I 
therefore,"  etc. 


Page  S7J. 


Her  IV 


In  treating  this  subject,  it  was  impos- 
Mhle  not  to  recollect  with  gratitude  the 
pleasing  picture  which,  in  his  Poem  of 
(he  Fleece,  the  excellent  and  amiable 
Dyer  has  given  of  the  influences  of  man- 
ufacturing industry  upon  the  face  of  this 
Island.  He  wrote  at  a  lime  when  ma- 
chinery was  first  beginning  to  be  intro- 
duced, and  his  benevolent  heart  prompted 
him  to  augur  from  it  nothing  but  good. 
Truth  has  compelled  me  to  dwell  upon 
the  baneful  effects  arising  out  of  an  ill- 
r^ulated  and  excessive  application  of 
powers.^  admirable  in  themselves. 


Page  583- 

"  Binding  hersttf  ky  statute," 
The  discovery  of  Dr.  Bell  afiords  mar- 
vellous facilities  for  carrying  this  into  ef- 
fect; and  it  is  impossible  lo  overrate  the 
benefit  which  might  accrue  lo  humanity 
from  the  universal  application  of  this 
simple  engine  under  an  enlightened  and 
government. 


Page  593. 

This  poem  began  with  the  lollowing 
stanza,  which  has  been  displaced  on  ac 
count  ol  its  detaining  the  reader  loo  long 
from  the  subject,  and  as  rather  preclud- 
ing, than  preparing  for,  ihe  due  effect  of 
the  alluaon  to  the  genius  of  Plato  :^ — ■ 

Fair  ii  the  Swin,  whoK  nayax-i.  prevailing 
O'er  breeieksa  warn,  on  Locamo'i  lake, 
Bears  liim  on  while  proudly  sailing 

Faihioni  hii  neck  ioto  a  goodly  curve  % 


Beholdr  —  u  with  agushlng  impu 
lal  downy  prow,  aod  aofrlv  cleave: 
le  mirror  of  the  ciyfttal  flc 

id  pendeol  ro 


Vioai  tne  mute  creature  nninout  viuble  Mate 
)r  Rival,  save  tlic  guceo  of  night 


From  heaven,  upon  her  chosen  Favorilet 

Page  608- 
"  Thanksgiving  Ode." 
Wholly  unworthy  of  touching  upon  the 
momentous  suited  here  treated  would 
that  Poet  be,  before  whose  eyes  the  pres- 
ent distresses  under  which  this  kingdom 
labors  could  interpose  a  veil  suSicienlfy 
thick  to  hide,  or  even  to  obscure,  Ihe  splen- 
dor of  this  great  moral  triumph.  If  I  have 
givenwaytoexultation, unchecked  by  these 
distresses,  it  might  be  sufficient  to  proteci 
me  from  a  charge  of  insensibility,  should 
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I  state  m;  own  belief  that  the  auHeritigs 
will  be  transitory.  Upon  the  wisdom  of 
a  very  large  majority  o(  the  British  nation 
rested  ihal  generosity  which  poured  out 
(he  treasures  of  this  country  (or  the  de- 
liverance of  Europe;  and  in  the  same 
national  wisdom,  presiding  in  time  of 
peace  over  an  energy  not  inferior  lo  that 
which  has  been  displayed  in  war,  Ihey 
confide,  who  encourage  a  lirni  hope  thai 
Che  cup  of  our  wealth  will  be  gradually 
replenished.  There  will,  doubtless,  be 
no  few  ready  lo  indulge  in  regrets  and 
repinings;  and  to  feed  a  morbid  satisfac- 
tion, by  aggravating  these  burthens  in 
imagination;  in  order  that  calamity  so  con- 
fidently prophesied,  as  it  has  not  taken 
the  shape  which  their  sagacity  allotted  to 
it,  may  appear  as  grievous  as  possible 
under  another.  But  the  body  of  the 
nation  will  not  quarrel  with  the  gain,  be- 
cause it  might  have  been  purchased  at  a 
less  price;  and,  acknowledging  in  these 
sutfetii^,  which  they  feel  to  have  been 
in  a  great  degree  unavoidable,  a  conse- 
cration of  their  noble  efforts,  they  will 
vigorously  apply  themselves  lo  remedy 
the  evil. 

Nor  is  it  at  the  expense  of  rational 
patriotism,  or  in  disregard  of  sound  phi- 
losophy, that  I  have  given  vent  to  feelings 
tending  to  encourage  a  martial  spirit  in 
Ihe  bosoms  of  my  countrymen,  at  a  time 
when  there  is  a  general  outcry  against  the 
prevalence  of  these  dispositions.  The 
British  army,  both  by  ils  skill  and  valor 
in  the  field,  and  by  the  discipline  which 
rendered  il,  to  the  inhatwlants  of  the  sev- 
eral countries  where  its  operations  were 
carried  on,  a  protection  from  the  violence 
of  iheir  own  troops,  has  performed  ser- 
vices Ihal  will  not  allow  the  language  of 
gralilude  and  admiration  to  be  suppressed 
or  restrained  (whatever  be  the  temper  of 
the  public  mind)  through  a  scrupulous 
dread  lest  the  tribute  due  lo  the  past  should 
prove  an  injuriouG  incentive  tor  the  future. . 
Every  man  deserving  ihe  name  of  Biiton 
adds  his  voice  to  the  chorus  which  extols 
the  exploits  of  his  countrymen,  with  a 
consciousness,  at  times  overpowering  Ihe 
effort,  that  they  transcend  all  praise,  — 
Bui  this  particular  sentiment,  thus  irre- 


sistibly excited,  is  not  sufficient.  The 
nation  would  err  grievously  if  she  suffered 
the  abuse  which  olher  stales  have  made 
of  military  power  to  prevent  her  from 
perceiving  thai  no  people  ever  was  or  can 
beindependeni,  (ree,  or  secure,  much  less 
great,  in  anysaneappliralion  of  the  word, 
without  a  cultivation  of  military  virtues. 
Nor  let  il  be  overlooked  that  Ihe  benefits 
derivable  from  these  sources  are  placed 
within  the  reach  of  Great  Britain,  under 
conditions  peculiarly  favorable.  The  same 
insuiarposilion which, by  rendering  terri- 
torial incorporation  impossible,  utterly 
precludes  the  desire  of  conquest  under  the 
most  seductive  shape  il  can  assume,  en- 
ables her  to  rely,  for  her  defence  against 
foreign  toes,  chiefly  upon  a  species  of 
armed  force  from  which  her  own  liberties 
have  nothing  to  fear.  Such  are  the  priv- 
ileges of  her  situation;  and,  by  permh- 
ting,  they  invite  her  lo  give  way  to  the 
courageous  instincts  of  human  nature, 
and  lo  strengthen  and  refine  Ihem  by 
culture. 

But  some  have  more  (ban  insinuated 
that  a  design  exists  to  subvert  the  civil 
character  of  the  English  people  by  un- 
constitutional applications  and  unneces- 
sary incnase  of  military  power.  The 
advisers  and  abettors  of  such  a  design, 
were  it  possible  thai  it  should  exist,  would 
be  guilty  of  the  most  heinous  crime,  which, 
upon  this  planet ,  can  be  committed.  Trust- 
ing that  this  apprehension  arises  from  the 
delusive  influences  of  an  honorable  jeal- 
ousy, let  me  hope  that  the  martial  quali- 
ties which  I  venerate  will  be  fostered  by 
adhering  to  those  good  old  usages  which 
experience  has  sanctioned,  and  by  avail- 
ing ourselves  ot  new  means  of  indisputable 
promise:  particularly  by  applying,  in  its 
utmost  possible  extent,  that  system  of 
tuition  whose  master-spring  is  a  habit  of 
gradually  enlightened  subordination;  — 
by  imparting  knowledge,  civil,  moral,  and 
religious,  in  such  measure  thai  the  mind, 
among  all  classes  of  the  community,  may 
love,  admire,  and  be  prepared  and  accom- 
plished to  defend,  that  country  under 
whose  protection  ils  faculties  have  been 
unfolded  and  its  riches  acquired; — by  jusl 
dealing  towards  all  orders  of  the  state,  so 
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that,  no  members  of  il  being  trampled 
upon,  courage  may  everywhere  conlinue 
lo  resl  immovably  upon  its  ancient  Eng- 
lish foundation,  personal  sell  -  respect ; — - 
by  adequate  rewards  and  permanenl 
honors  conferred  upon  the  deserving;  — 
by  encouraging  athletic  exercises  and 
manly  sports  among  the  peasantry  of  the 
country; — and  by  especial  care  to  pro- 
vide and  support  inalilutions  in  which, 
during  a  time  of  peace,  a  reasonable  pro- 
portion of  the  youth  of  the  country  may 
be  instructed  in  military  science. 

I  have  only  to  add  that  I  should  feel 
little  satisfaction  in  giving  to  the  world 
these  limited  attempts  to  celebrate  the 
virtues  ol  my  country,  if  I  did  not  en- 
courage a  hope  that  a  EUbject,  which  it 
has  fallen  within  my  province  lo  treat 
only  in  the  mass,  will  by  other  poets  be 
illustrated  in  that  detail  which  its  impor- 
tance calls  for,  and  which  will  allow  op- 
portunities to  give  the  merited  applause 
lo  FBiisONS  as  well  as  to  things. 

The  ode  was  published  alone  with 
other  pieces,  now  interspersed  through 
this  volume. 

Page6n>. 

Lord  Brooks. 
Page  6l8, 
The  event  is  thus  recorded  in  the  jour- 
nals of  the  day ;  —  "  When  the  Austrians 
took  Hocliheim,  in  one  pan  of  the  en- 

fagemenl  they  got  to  the  brow  of  the 
ill,  whence  lliey  had  their  firsl  view  of 
the  Rhine.  They  instantly  hailed  —  not 
agunwaslired  —  notavoice  heard:  ihey 
stood  gazing  on  the  river  with  those  feel- 
ings which  the  events  of  the  .last  fifteen 
years  at  once  called  up.  Prince  Schwarl- 
lenberg  rode  up  to  know  the  cause  ol  (his 
sudden  stop ;  they  then  gave  three  cheers, 
rushed  after  the  enemy,  and  drove  Ihem 


othen 


Page  635. 

y  shoulders  seem  to  play." 


by  Mr.  Alslone,  now  in  America.  It  is 
pleasant  to  make  this  public  acknowledg- 
ment to  a  man  of  genius,  whom  I  have 
the  honor  to  rank  among  my  friends- 
Page  645. 
If  in  this  Sonnet  I  should  seem  to  have 
borne  a  little  too  hard  upon  the  personal 
appearance  of  the  worthy  Poissards  ol 
Calais,  let  me  lake  shelter  under  the 
authority  of  my  lamented  friend,  the  lale 
Sir  George  Beaumont.  He,  a  most  ac- 
curate oterver,  used  lo  say  of  them,  that 
their  features  and  countenances  seemed  to 
have  conformed  to  those  ol  the  creatures 
they  dealt  in;  at  all  events  the  resem- 
blance was  striking. 

Page  645. 
"  Brugi,." 
This  is  not  the  firsl  poetical  tribute 
which  in  our  limes  has  been  paid  to  this 
beautiful  city.  Mr.  Soul  hey,  in  the 
"Poet's  Pilgrimage,"  speaks  of  it  in 
lines  which  I  cannot  deny  myself  the 
pleasure  of  connecting  with  my  own. 

"'nme  liath  not  mongcd  her,  nor  huh  niin 


In  this  cily  are  many  vestiges  of  the 
splendor  of  the  Burgundian  Dukedom, 
and  the  long  black  manlle  universally 
worn  by  the  females  is  probably  a  remnant 
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of  the  old  Spanish  conneclion,  which,  it  I 
do  not  much  deceive  myself,  is  traceable 
ill  the  grave  deportment  oi  its  inhabitants. 
Bruges  is  comparatively  tittle  disturbed 
by  that  curious  contest,  or  rather  conflict, 
o(  Flemish  with  French  propensities  in 
matters  ot  taste,  so  conspicuous  through 
other  parts  of  Flanders.  The  hotel  lo 
which  we  drove  at  Ghent  furnished  an 
oddlinstance.  In  the  passages  were  paint- 
ings and  statues,  after  the  antique,  ol 
Hebe  and  Apollo;  and  in  the  garden  a 
little  pond,  about  a  yard  and  a  half  in 
diameter,  with  a  weeping  willow  bend- 
ing over  it.  and  under  the  shade  ol  that 
itee,  in  the  centre  ot  the  pond,  a  wooden 
painted  slalue  ot  a  Dutch  or  Flemish 
boor,  looking  ineffably  tender  upon  his 
mistress,  and  embracing  her.  A  living 
duclt,  tethered  at  the  feet  of  the  sculptured 
lovers,  alternately  tormented  a  miserable 
eel  and  itself  with  endeavors  to  escape 
from  its  bonds  and  prison.  Had  we 
chanced  lo  espy  the  hostess  of  the  hotel 
in  this  quaint  rural  retreat,  the  exhibi- 
tion would  have  been  complete.  She 
was  a  true  Flemish  ligurc,  in  the  dress 
of  the  days  of  Holbein;  her  symbol  of 
office,  a  weighty  bunch  of  keys,  pendent 
from  her  portly  waist.  In  Brussels  the 
modern  taste  in  costume,  architecture, 
etc.,  has  got  the  mastery;  in  Ghent  there 
is  a  struggle:  but  in  Bri^;^  old  images 
are  still  paramount,  and  an  aii  of  monas- 
tic lite  among  the  quiet  goings-on  ol  a 
thinly-peopled  city  is  inexpressibly  sooth- 
ing; a  pen»ve  grace  seems  to  be  cast  over 
all,  even  the  very  children.  —  lixlract 
fr„m  Journal. 

Page  646, 


"Let  a  wall  of  rocks  be  imagined  from 
three  10  six  hundred  feet  in  height,  and 
rising  between  France  and  Spain,  90  as 
physically  to  separate  the  two  kingdoms 
—  let  us  fancy  this  wall  curved  like  a  cres- 
cent, with  its  convexity  towards  France. 
Lastly,  let  us  suppose,  that  in  the  very 
middle  of  the  wall,  a  breach  of  300  feet 
wide  has  been  beaten  down  by  the  famous 


Foland,  and  we  may  have  a  good  idea  ot 
what  the  mountaineers  call  the  '  Brbchb 
DE  Roland.'"  —  Raymond's Pyrcmes. 

Page  647. 

"  Mistrert  Domine." 
See  the  beautiful  Song  in  Mr.  Cole. 


Page  647. 
'•' A'et,  Hit  his  great  Compter. 


'  Before  this  quarter  of  the  Black  Forest 
was  inhabited,  the  source  ot  the  Danube 
might  have  suggested  some  of  those  sub- 
lime images  which  Armstrong  has  so  finely 
described;  at  present,  the  contrast  is  most 
striking.  The  Spring  appears  in  a  capa- 
cious stone  Basin  in  front  of  a  Ducal 
palace,  with  a  pleasure-ground  opposite; 
then,  passing  under  the  pavement,  takes 
the  form  of  a  little,  clear,  bright,  black, 
vigorous  rill,  barely  wide  enough  lo 
tempt  the  agility  ol  a  child  five  years  old 
to  leap  over  it,  —  and  entering  the  gar- 
den, it  joins,  after  a  course  of  a  few 
hundred  yards,  a  stream  much  more  con- 
siderable than  itself.  The  copiousness 
of  the  spring  at  DonesekingentaviA  have 
procured  for  it  the  honor  of  being  named 
the  Source  ol  the  Danube. 

Page  648. 
"  The  Staub-bach  ■' is  a  narrow  Stream, 
which,  alter  a  long  course  on  the  heights, 
comes  to  the  sharp  edge  of  a  somewhat 
overhaiwing  precipice,  overleaps  it  with 
a  bound,  and,  after  a  fall  ot  930  feet, 
forms  again  a  rivulet.  The  vocal  powers 
of  these  musical  Beggars  may  seem  to  be 
exaggerated;  but  this  wild  and  savage 
^t  was  utterly  unlike  any  sounds  I  bad 
ever  heard;  the  notes  reached  me  from  a 
distance,  and  on  what  occasion  they  were 
sung  I  could  not  guess,  only  they  seemed 
to  belong,  in  some  way  or  other,  to  the 
Waterfall  —  and  reminded  me  of  reli- 
gious services  chanted  to   Streams  and 
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Founlaina  in  Pagan  times.  Mr.  Soulbey 
has  thus  accuialely  characleriEed  the 
peculiarity  of  this  music;  "While  we 
were  at  the  Waterfall,  some  half-score 
peasants,  chiefly  women  and  girls,  assem- 
bled just  out  of  reach  of  the  Spring,  and 
set  up  —  surely,  the  wildest  chorus  thai 
ever  was  heard  by  human  ears,  —  a  song 
not  of  articulate  sounds,  but  in  which  (he 

music,  more  flexible  than  any  which  art 
could  produce,  —  sweet,  powerful,  and 
thrilling  beyond  description."  —  See 
Notes  to  "A  Tale  of  Paraguay." 

Page  649. 
"  Engelbirg." 
The  Convent  whose  site  was  pointed 
out,  according  to  tradition,  in  this 


is  worthy  of  the  honor  which 
the  imagination  of  the  mountaineers  has 
conferred  upon  it. 

Page  653. 

"  Though  searching  damps  and  many  an 

Have  marred  this  Werk." 

This  picture  of  the  Last  Supper  has  not 
only  been  grievously  injured  by  lime,. but 
the  greatest  part  of  it,  it  not  the  whole, 
is  said  to  have  been  retouched,  or  painted 
over  again.  These  niceties  may  be  left  to 
connoisseurs.  —  I  speak  of  it  as  I  felt. 
The    copy    exhibited    in    London 


Page  654. 
"  Of  Figures  human  and  divine." 
The  statues  ranged  round  the  spire  and 
along  the  roof  of  the  Cathedral  of  Milan 
have  been  found  fault  with  by  persons 
whose  exclusive  taste  is  unfortunate  for 
themselves.  It  is  true  that  the  same  ex- 
pense and  labor,  judiciously  directed  to 
purposes  more  strictly  architectural,  might 


have  much  heightened  the  general  effect 
of  the  building;  for,  seen  from  (he  ground, 
the  Statues  appear  diminutive.  But  the 
coup-d'teil,  from  the  best  point  of  view, 
which  is  half  way  up  the  spire,  must  strike 
an  unprejudiced  person  with  admiration; 
and  surely  the  selection  and  arrangement 
of  the  Figures  is  exquisitely  fitted  to  sup- 
port the  religion  of  the  country  in  the 
imaginations  and  feelings  of  the  spectator. 
It  was  with  great  pleasure  that  I  saw, 
during  the  two  ascents  which  we  made, 
several  children,  of  different  ages,  tripping 
up  and  down  the  slender  spire,  and  paus- 
ing to  look  around  them,  with  feelings 
much  more  animated  than  could  have 
been  derived  from  these  or  the  finest 
works  of  art,  if  placed  within  easy  reach. 
—  Remember  also  that  you  have  the  Alps 
on  one  side,  and  on  the  other  the  Apen- 
nines, with  (he  plain  ol  Lombardy  be- 


Page  658. 

"Still,  witk  those  ■while-robed  Shapes  — 
a  living  Stream, 
Thi  glacier    Pillars  join    in    solemn 
guise." 

This  Procession  is  a  part  of  the  sacra- 
mental service  performed  once  a  month. 
In  the  valley  of  Engelberg  we  had  the 
good  fortune  lo  be  present  at  the  Grand 
/ji/ii/o/of  the  Vitgin — but  the  Proces^on 
on  that  day,  though  consisting  of  up- 
wards of  1000  persons,  assembled  from 
all  the  branches  of  the  sequestered  valley, 
was  much  less  striking  (notwithstanding 
the  sublimity  of  the  surrounding  scenery) ; 
it  wanted  both  the  simplicity  of  the  other 
and  the  accompaniment  of  the  Glacier- 
columns,  whose  sisterly  resemblance  to 
the  moving  Figures  gave  it  a  most  beauti- 
ful and  solemn  peculiarity. 

Page  660. 

Near  the  (own  of  Boulc^ne,  and  over- 
hanging the  beach,  are  the  remains  of  a 
tower  which  bears  the  name  of  Caligula, 
who  here  terminated  his  western  expedi- 
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tion,  ol  which  these  sea-shells  were  Ihe 
boasled  spoils.  And  at  no  great  distance 
from  these  luitis,  Buonaparte,  standing 
upon  a  mound  of  eaith,  harangued  his 
"  Army  o(  England,"  reminding  them  of 
the  exploits  ot  Ciesar,  and  pointing  to- 
wards the  white  cliffs,  upon  which  their 
standards  vicrc  to  float.  He  recommended 
also  a  subscription  lo  be  raised  among 
the  Soldieiy  to  erect  on  that  ground,  in 
memory  of  the  foundation  of  the  "  Legion 
o(  Honor,"  aColumn — wfiich  was  not 
completed  at  the  time  we  were  there. 

Page  660. 
"  We  mark  majestic  herds  of  cattle,  free 

This  is  a  most  grateful  sight  for  an 
Englishman  returning  to  his  native  land. 
Everywhere  one  misses  in  Ihe  cultivated 
grounds  abroad,  the  animated  and  sooth- 
ing accompaniment  of  animals  ranging 
and  selecting  their  own  food  at  will. 

Page  661. 
"  I-'nr  as  St.  Mauriee,  from  yon  eastern 
Forks." 
Les  Fourchbs,  the  point  at  which  the 


Page  661. 

"ye  thai  occupy 

Your  counciLseats  beneath  tie  of  en  sky. 
On  Sarnen's  Mount." 

Sarnen,  one  o(  the  two  capitals  ol  the 
Canton  of  Underwalden;  the  spot  here 
alluded  to  is  close  lo  the  town,  and  is 
called  the  Landenberg,  from  the  tyrant  ot 
that  name,  whose  chiteau  formerly  stood 
there.  On  the  ist  of  January,  1308,  the 
great  day  which  the  confederated  Heroes 
had  chosen  for  the  deliverance  of  their 
country,  all  the  castles  of  the  Governors 
were  taken  by  force  or  stratagem;  and 
the  Tyrants  themselves  conducted,  with 
their  creatures,  to  the  frontiers,  after 
having  witnessed  the  destruction  ol  their 
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strongholds.  From  that  time  the  Lan- 
denberg has  been  the  place  where  the 
Legislators  ol  this  division  of  the  Canton 
assemble.  The  site,  which  is  well  de- 
scribed by  Ebel,  is  qne  ol  the  most 
beautiful  in  Switzerland. 

Page  661. 

"  Cailsmetopacehirhonored  Bridge  —  " 
The  bridges  of  Lucerne  are  roofed, 
and  open  at  the  sides,  so  that  the  passen- 
ger has,  at  the  same  time,  the  beneiit  ol 
shade,  and  a  view  of  the  magnificent 
country.  The  pictures  are  attached  to 
the  rafters;  those  from  Scripture  History, 
on  the  Cathedral-bridge,  amount,  accord- 
ing to  my  notes,  to  240.  Subjects  from 
the  Old  Testament  face  the  passenger  as 
he  goes  towards  the  Cathedral,  and  those 
from  the  New  as  he  returns.  The  pic- 
tures on  these  bridges,  as  well  as  those 
in  most  other  parts  of  Switierland,  are 
not  to  be  spoken  ot  as  works  of  art ;  but 
iheyare  instruments  admirably  answering 
the  purpose  tor  which  they  were  designed. 

Page  662. 

"  Tke  River  Duddon." 

APoet,  whoseworksare  not  yet  known 

as  they  deserve  lo  be,  thus  enters  upon 

his  description  of  the  "  Ruins  of  Rome;" 

"Theri.ingSud 


and  ends  thus  — 

"The  aetdng  San  diBplajrs 
As  througfa  two  shady  cliffy" 
Mr.  Crowe,  in  his  excellent  loco-de- 
scriptive Poem,    "Lewesdon    Hill," 


"  To-morrow  for  sevirer  Ihoughl,  but  no* 

No  one  believes,  or  is  desired  to  be- 
lieve,  that  those  Poems  were  actually 
composed  within  such  limits  ot  time;  nor 
was  there  any  reason  why  a  prose  state- 
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ould  acquaint  toe  reac 
plain  tact,  to  the  disturbance  of  poetic 
cieditnlity.  But,  in  the  pre^nt  case,  I 
am  compelled  to  mention,  that  the  above 
series  ol  Sonnets  was  the  growth  of  many 
years; — the  one  which  stands  the  14th 
was  the  first  produced;  and  others  were 
added    upon    occasional    visits    lo    the 


scribe  them.  In  this  manner  I  have  pro- 
ceeded insensibly,  without  perceiving  that 
I  was  trespassing  upon  ground  pre-occu- 
pied,  at  least  as  far  as  intention  went,  by 
Mr.  Coleridge;  who,  more  than  twenty 
years  ago,  used  lo  speak  of  wriling  a  rural 
Poem,  lo  be  entitled  "The  Broolt,"  of 
which  he  has  given  a  sketch  in  a  recent 
publication.  But  a  particular  subject 
cannot,  I  think,  much  interfere  with  a 
eeneral  one;  and  I  have  been  lutthet 
kept  Irom  encroaching  upon  any  right 
Mr.  C.  may  still  wish  to  exetcise,  by  the 
restriction  which  the  frame  of  the  Sonnet 
imposed  upon  me,  narrowing  unavoid- 
ably the  range  of  thought,  and  preclud- 
ing, though  not  without  its  advantages, 
many  graces  to  which  a  freer  movement 
of  verse  would  naturally  have  led. 

May  I  not  venture,  then,  to  hope,  that, 
instead  of  being  a  hindrance  by  ar;ticipa- 
tion  of  any  part  of  the  subject,  these 
Sonnets  may  remind  Mt.  Coleridge  of 
bis  own  more  comprehensive  design,  and 
induce  him  lo  fulfil  it?  —  There  is  a 
sympathy  in  streams, — "one  calleth  to 
anotoer ; "  and  I  would  gladly  believe, 
that  "The  Brook"  will,  ere  long,  mur- 
mur in  concert  wilh  "The  Duddon." 
But,  asking  pardon  for  this  fancy,  1  need 
nol  scruple  to  say  thai  ihose  verses  must 
indeed  be  ill-faled  which  can  enter  upon 
such  pleasant  walks  of  nature  without 
receiving  and  giving  inspiration.  The 
power  of  waters  over  the  minds  of  Poets 
has  been  acknowledged  from  the  earliest 
ages;  —  through  the  "Flumina  amem 
syivssque  inglorius  "  of  Virgil,  down  to 
the  sublime  apostrophe  to  the  great  rivers 
of  the  earth  by  Armstrong,  and  the 
simple  ejaculation  of  Burns  (chosen,  if  I 
recollect  right,  by  Mr.  Coleridge,  as  a 
motto  for  his  embryo  "  Brook  "), 


Page  665. 
"  Thtre  bloomed  the  strawberry  of  the 

wilderness. 
The  trembting  eyebrigkl  shoTiiedher  sapph- 
ire blue." 
These  two  lines  are  in  a  great  measure 
taken  from  "The  Beauties  of  Spring,  a 
Juvenile  Poem,"  by  (he  Res.  Joseph 
Sympson.  He  was  a  native  of  Cumber- 
land, and  was  educated  in  the  vale  of 
Grasmeie,  and  at  Hawkshead  school : 
his  poems  are  little  known,  but  they  con- 
tain passages  of  splendid  description; 
and  the  versification  of  his  "Vision  of 
Alfred "  is  harmonious  and  animated. 
In  describing  the  motions  of  the  Sylphs 
that  constitute  the  strange  machinery  of 
his  Poem,  he  uses  the  following  illustra- 
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He  was  a  man  of  ardent  feeling,  and 
his  faculties  of  mind,  particularly  his  mem- 
ory, were  extraordinary.  Brief  notices 
of  his  life  ouphi  to  find  a  place  in  the 
History  of  Westmoreland. 

Page  668,     Sonnets  xvit.  and  xviii. 

The  Eagle  requires  a  large  domain 
for  its  support:  but  several  pairs,  not 
many  years  ago,  were  constantly  resident 
in   this  country,  building  their  nests  in 
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the  sleeps  of  Borrowdale,  Wasldale,  En- 
nerdak,  and  on  ihe  eastern  side  of  Hel- 
vellyn.  Otten  have  I  heard  anglers 
speak  of  the  grsideur  of  their  appear- 
ance, as  they  hovered  over  Red  Tarn,  in 
one  ol  the  coves  of  this  moutitain.  The 
bird  frequently  returns,  but  is  always 
destroyed.  Not  long  since,  one  visited 
Rydil  lake,  and  remained  some  hours 
near  its  banks:  the  conslernation  which 
it  occasioned  among  the  different  species 
of  fowl,  particularly  the  herons,  was 
expressed  by  loud  screams.  The  horse 
also  is  naturally  afraid  of  the  eagle.— 
There  were  several  Roman  stations 
among  these  mountains;  the  most  con- 
siderable seems  to  have  been  in  a  meadow 
al  the  head  of  Windermere,  established, 
undoubtedly,  as  a  check  over  the  passes 
of  Kirkstone,  Dunmail-raise,  and  of 
Hardknot  and  Wry  nose.  On  the  mai^in 
of  Rydal  lake,  a  coin  of  Trajan  was 
discovered  very  lately.  —  The  Roman 
Fort  here  alluded  lo,  called  by  the 
country  people  "  Hardknot  CaslU,"  is 
most  impressively  situated  half-way  down 
the  hill  on  the  right  of  the  road  that 
descends  from  Hardknot  into  Eskdale. 
It  has  escaped  the  notice  of  most  anti- 
quarians, and  is  but  slightly  mentioned 
by  Lysons,  — The  Druidical  Circle 
is  about  half  a  mile  to  the  left  of  the 
road  ascending  Stoneside  from  the  vale 
of  Duddon:  the  country  people  call  it 
"  Sunken  Church," 

The  reader  who  may  have  been  inter- 
ested  in  the  foregoing  Sonnets  (which 
tc^ether  may  be  considered  as  a  Poem) 
will  not  be  displeased  lo  find  in  this  place 
a  prose  account  of  the  Duddon,  extracted 
from  Green's  comprehensive  Guidi  lo 
Ihe  Lata,  lately  published.  "The  road 
leading  from  Coniston  to  Broughton  is 
over  high  ground,  and  commands  a  view 
of  the  River  Duddon;  which,  al  high 
water,  is  a  grand  sight,  having  the  beau- 
tiful and  fertile  lands  of  Lancashire  and 
Cumberland  stretching  each  way  from 
its  ma^n.  In  this  extensive  view,  the 
(ace  of  nature  is  displayed  in  a  wonder- 
ful variety  of  hill  and  dale,  wooded 
grounds  and  buildings;  amongst  the  tatter 
Broughton  Tower,  seated  on  the  crown 
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of  a  hill,  rising  elegantly  from  the  val- 
ley, is  an  object  of  extraordinary  interest. 
Fertihly  on  each  side  is  gradually  dimin- 
ished, and  lost  in  the  superior  heights  of 
Blaclicomb,  in  Cumberland,  and  the 
high  lands  between  Kirkby  and  Ulver- 

"  The  road  from  Broughton  lo  Sea- 
thwaile  is  on  the  banks  of  the  Duddon, 
and  on  its  Lancashire  side  it  is  of  various 
elevations.  The  river  is  an  amusii^  com- 
panion, one  while  brawling  and  tumbling 
over  rocky  precipices,  until  the  agitated 
water  becomes  again  calm  by  arriving  at 
a  smoother  and  less  precipitous  bed,  but 
its  course  is  soon  ^ain  ruffled,  and  the 
current  thrown  into  every  variety  of  form 
which  the  roclcy  channel  of  a  river  can  give 
to  water." —Fia'f  Green's  Guide  to  ike 
Lakes,  vol.  i.  pp.  98-100. 

After  all,  the  traveller  would  be  most 
gratihed  who  should  approach  this  beau- 
tiful Stream,  neither  at  its  source,  as  is 
done  in  the  Sonnets,  nor  from  its  termi- 
nation; but  from  Coniston  over  Walna 
Scar;  first  descending  into  a  little  circular 
valley,  a  collateral  compartment  of  the 
long  winding  vale  through  which  flows 
the  Duddon.  This  recess,  towards  the 
close  of  September,  when  the  after-grass 
of  the  meadows  is  still  of  a  fresh  green, 
with  the  leaves  of  many  of  the  trees 
faded,  but  perhaps  none  fallen,  is  truly 
enchanting.  At  a  point  elevated  enough 
to  show  the  various  objects  in  the  valley, 
and  not  so  high  as  to  diminish  their  im- 
portance, the  stranger  will  instinctively 
halt.  On  the  foreground,  a  little  below 
the  most  favorable  station,  a  rude  foot- 
bridge is  thrown  over  the  bed  of  the 
noisy  brook  foaming  by  the  wayside. 
Russet  and  craggy  hills,  of  bold  and 
varied  outline,  surround  the  level  valley, 
which  is  besprinkled  with  gray  rocks 
plumed  with  birch  trees.  A  few  home- 
steads are  interspersed,  in  some  places 
peepingout  from  among  the  rocks  like 
hermitages,  whose  site  has  been  chosen  for 
the  benefit  of  sunshine  aa  well  as  shelter; 
in  other  instances,  the  dwelling-house, 
barn,  ajid  byre,  compose  together  a  cruci- 
form structure,  which,  with  its  embower- 
ing trees,  and  the  ivy  clothing  part  of  the 
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walis  and  roof  like  a  fleece,  call  lo  mind 
(he  remains  of  an  ancienl  abbey.  Time, 
in  most  cases,  and  nature  everywhere, 
have  given  a  sanctity  to  the  humbie 
works  of  man  that  are  scattered  over  this 
peaceful  retirement.  Hence  a  harmony 
of  tone  and  color,  a  consummation  and 
perfection  of  beauty,  whicti  would  have 
been  marred  had  aim  or  purpose  inter- 
fered with  the  course  of  convenience, 
utility,  or  necessity.  This  unvitiated 
region  stands  in  no  need  of  the  veil  of 
twilight  to  soften  or  disguise  its  features. 
As  it  glistens  in  the  morning  sunshine,  it 
would  fill  the  spectator's  heart  with  glad- 
some ness.  Looking  from  our  chosen 
station,  he  would  feel  an  impatience  to 
rove  among  its  pathways,  to  be  greeted 
by  the  milkmaid,  to  wander  from  house 
to  house  exchanging  "good-morrows" 
as  he  passed  the  open  doors;  but.  at 
evening,  when  the  sun  is  set,  and  a 
pearly  light  gleams  from  the  western 
quarter  of  the  sky,  with  an  answering 
light  from  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
meadows;  when  the  trees  are  dusky,  but 
each  kind  still  distinguishable;  when  the 
cool  air  has  condensed  the  blue  smoke 
rising  from  the  cottage  chimneys:  when 
the  dark  mossy  stones  seem  to  sleep  in 
the  bed  of  the  foaming  brook;  then  he 
would  be  unwilling  to  move  forward,  not 
less  from  a  reluctance  to  relinquish  what 
he  beholds,  than  from  an  apprehension 
of  disturbing,  by  his  approach,  the  quiet- 
ness beneaUi  him.  Issuing  frotn  the 
plain  of  this  valley,  the  brook  descends 
in  a  rapid  torrent  passing  by  (he  church- 
yard of  Seathwaile.  The  traveller  is 
thus  conducted  at  once  into  the  midst  of 
the  wild  and  beautiful  scenery  which 
gave  occasion  to  the  Sonnets  from  the  14th 
to  the  Joth  inclusive.  From  the  point 
where  the  Seathwaite  brook  joins  the 
Duddon  is  a  view  upwards  into  the  pass 
through  which  the  river  makes  its  way 
into  the  plain  ol  Donnerdale.  The  per- 
pendicular rock  on  the  right  bears  the 
ancient  British  nameof  Tub  Pen;  theone 
apposite  is  called  Walla-barrow  Ceac, 
a  name  that  occurs  in  other  places  to  desig- 
nate rocks  of  the  same  character.  The 
chaotic  aspect  of  the  scene  is  well  marked 


by  the  expression  of  a  stranger,  -vWa 
strolled  out  while  dinner  was  preparing, 
and  at  his  return,  being  asked  by  his 
host,  "  What  way  he  had  been  wander, 
ing?"  replied,  "As  ias  a:&\\\s  finishtd !  " 

The  bed  of  the  Duddon  is  here  strewn 
with  large  fragments  of  rocks  fallen  from 
aloft;  which,  as  Mr.  Green  truly  says, 
"are  happily  adapted  to  the  many-shaped 
waterfalls"  (or  rather  waterbreaks,  for 
none  of  them  are  high)  "displayed  in 
the  short  space  of  half  a  mile."  That 
there  is  some  hazard  in  frequenting  these 
desolate  places,  I  myself  have  had  proof; 
for  one  night  an  immense  mass  of  rock 
fell  upon  the  very  spot  where,  with  a 
friend,  I  had  lingered  the  day  before. 
"The  concussion,"  says  Mr.  Green, 
speaking  of  the  event  (for  he  also,  in  the 
practice  of  his  art,  on  that  day  sat  ex- 
posed for  a  still  longer  time  to  the  same 
peril),  was  heard,  not  without  alarm,  by 
the  neighboring  shepherds."  But  lo 
return  (o  Seathwaile  Churchyard:  it  con- 
tains the  following  inscription ;  — ■ 

"  In  memory  ol  the  Reverend  Robert 
Walker,  who  died  the  Z5th  of  June,  1S02, 
in  the  93d  year  of  his  age,  and  671b  of 
bis  curacy  al  Seathwaite. 

"Also,  of  Anne  his  wife,  who  died 
the  28th  of  January,  in  the  93d  year  of 

In  the  parish -register  of  Seathwaile 
Chapel  is  this  notice  1  — 

"Buried.  June  z8th,  Ihe  Rev.  Robert 
Walker.     He  was  curale  of  Seathwaite 


n  singular 


for   his  temperance,   industry,   and   i 
tegrity." 

This  individual  is  the  Pastor  alluded 
to,  in  the  iSlh  Sonnet,  at  a  worthy 
compeer  ol  ihe  country  parson  of  Chau- 
cer, etc.  In  the  seventh  book  of  Ihe 
Excursion,  an  abstract  of  his  character 
is  given,  beginning,  — 

"A  Priest  abides  iKfon  wI|oh  life  ludidoubU 


and  some  account  of  his  life,  lor  it  is 
worthy  of  being  recorded,  will  not  be  out 
ol  place  here. 
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In  the  year  1709,  Robert  Walkei  was 
born  at  Under-crag,  in  Seathwaite;  he 
was  the  youngesl  of  Iwelvc  children. 
His  eldest  brolher,  who  inherited  ihe 
small  family  estate,  died  at  Undei-crag, 
aged  ninety-four,  being  Iwenly-four  years 
older  than  the  subject  of  this  memoir, 
who  was  bom  of  the  same  mother. 
Robert  was  a  sickly  infant;  and,  through 
his  boyhood  and  youth,  continuing  to  be 
of  delicate  frame  and  tender  health,  it  was 
deemed  best,  according  to  the  country 
phrase,  to  brrtd  him  a  scholar;  for  it 
was  not  likely  that  he  would  be  able  to 
earn  a  livelihood  by  bodily  labOT.  At 
that  period  few  of  these  dales  were  fur- 
nished with  sehoojhouses;  the  children 
being  taught  to  read  and  write  in  Che 
chapel;  and  in  ihe  same  consecrated 
building,  where  he  oflidated  for  so  many 
years  both  as  preacher  and  schoolmaster, 
he  himself  received  the  rudiments  of  his 
education.  In  his  youth  he  became 
schoolmaster  at  Loweswater;  not  being 
called  upon,  probably,  in  that  situation 
to  teach  more  than  reading,  writing,  and 
arithmetic.  But,  by  the  assistance  ol  a 
"Gentleman  "  in  the  neighborhood,  he 
acquired,  at  leisure  hours,  a  knowledge 
of  the  classics,  and  became  quahlied  for 
taking  holy  orders.  Upon  his  ordination, 
he  hadlheoffeiot  two  curacies:  the  one, 
Torver,  in  the  vale  of  Coniston, — -the 
other,  Seathwaile,  in  his  native  vale. 
The  value  of  each  was  the  same,  viz. 
five  pounds  per  annum ;  but  the  cure 
of  Sealhwaite  having  a  cottage  attached 
to  it,  as  he  wished  to  marry,  he  chose  it 
in  preference.  The  young  person  on 
whom  his  affections  were  fixed,  though 
in  Ihe  condition  ol  a  domestic  servant, 
had  given  promise,  by  her  serious  and 
modest  deportment,  and  by  her  virtuous 
dispositions,  that  she  was  worthy  to  be- 
come the  helpmate  of  a  man  entering 
upon  a  plan  of  lifesuchashehad  marked 
out  for  himself.  By  herfrugalityshe  had 
stored  up  a  small  sum  of  money,  with 
which    they    began    housekeeping.     In 
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1735  or  1736,  he  entered  upon  his  curacy; 
and,  nineteen  years  afterwards,  his  situ- 
ation is  thus  described,  in  some  letters 
to  be  found  in  the  Annual  Register  for 
1760,  from  which  the  following  is  ex- 
tracted ;  — 

"To  Mr.  

"  ConiUon,  July  26.  1754. 
"Sir  —  I  was  the  other  day  upon  a 
party  ol  pleasure,  about  five  or  six  miles 
from  this  place,  where  I  met  with  a  very 
striking  object,  and  ot  a  nature  not  very 
common.  Going  into  a  clergyman's 
house  (of  whom  I  had  frequenllyheard), 
I  found  him  sitting  at  the  head  ot  a  long 
square  table,  such  as  is  commonly  used 
in  this  country  by  the  lower  class  of  peo- 
ple, dressed  in  a  coarse  blue  frock, 
trimmed  with  black  horn  buttons;  a 
checked  shirt,  a  leathern  strap  about  his 
neck  for  a  stock,  a  coarse  apron,  and  a 
pair  ol  great  wooden-soled  shoes  plated 
with  iron  to  preserve  them  (what  we  call 
clogs  in  these  parts),  with  a  child  upon 
his  knee,  eating  his  breakfast;  his  wife, 
and  the  remainder  of  his  children,  were 
some  of  them  employed  in  waiting  upon 
each  other,  the  rest  in  teasing  and  spin- 
ning wool,  at  which  trade  he  is  a  great 
proficient;  and  moreover,  when  it  is  made 
ready  for  sale,  will  lay  it,  by  sixteen  or 
thirty-two  pounds'  weight,  upon  his  back. 


foot,  t 


niles 


«ill 


to  the  market,  even  in  the  depth 

all  this,  as  you  may  possibly  be,  having 
heard  a  great  deal  of  it  related  before. 
But  I  must  confess  myself  astonished  with 
the  alacrity  and  the  good  humor  that 
appeared  both  in  the  clet^man  and  his 


andm 


t  the  s 


genuilyof  Iheclergyman himself." 

Then   follows   a   letter   from   another 
person,  dated  1755,  from  which  an  ex- 
■  shall  be  given ;  ~ 


as  we  say;  and  if  he  advances  a  little  in 
the  world,  il  is  owing  more  to  his  own 
care  than  to  anything  else  he  has  to  rely 
upon.     I   don'l   find   his   inclination   is 
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running  alter  iurlhei  ptciermenl.  He  is 
settled  among  the  people,  that  are  happy 
among  themselves  1  and  lives  in  the  great- 
est unanimity  and  friendship  with  them; 
and,  I  believe,  the  minister  and  people 
are  exceedingly  satisfied  with  each  other ; 
and  indeed  how  should  they  be  dis- 
satisfied when  they  have  a  person  of 
so  much  worth  and  probity  for  theur 
pastotP  A  man  who,  for  his  candor  and 
meekness,  his  sober,  chaste,  and  virtuous 
conversation,  his  soundness  in  principle 
and  practice,  is  an  ornament  to  his  pro- 
fession, and  an  honor  to  the  country  he 
is  in;  and  bear  with  me  if  1  say,  the 
plainness  of  his  dress,  the  sanctity  of  his 
manners,  the  simplicity  of  his  doctrine, 
and  the  vehemence  of  his  expression, 
have  a  sort  oi  resemblance  to  the  pure 
practice  of  primitive  Christianity." 

We  will  now  give  his  own  account  of 
himself,  to  be  found  in  the  same  place. 

From  the  Rbv.  Robert  Walker. 

"  Sir  —  Yours  of  Ihe  26th  instant  was 

communicated  to  me  by  Mr.  C ,  and 

I  should  have  returned  an  immediate 
answer,  but  the  hand  o(  Providence,  then 
laying  heavy  upon  an  amiaUe  pledge  of 
conjugal  endearment,  hath  since  taken 
from  me  a  promising  girl,  which  the  dis- 
consolate mother  too  pensively  laments 
the  loss  of;  though  we  have  yet  eight 
living,  all  healthful,  hopeful  children, 
whose  natnes  and  ages  are  as  follows:  — 
Zaccbeus,  aged  almost  eighteen  years; 
Elizabeth,  sixteen  years  and  ten  months; 
Mary,  fifteen;  Moses,  thirteen  years  and 
three  months:  Sarah,  ten  years  andthree 
months;  Mabel,  eight  years  and  three 
months;  William  Tyson,  three  years  and 
eight  months;  and  Anne  Esther,  one 
year  and  three  months;  besides  Anne, 
who  died  two  years  and  six  months  ago, 
and  was  then  aged  between  nine  and 
ten;  and  Eleanor,  who  died  Ihe  23d  ins)., 
January,  aged  six  years  and  ten  months. 
Zaccheus,  the  eldest  child,  is  now  learn- 
ing the  trade  of  a  tanner,  and  has  two 
years  and  a  half  of  his  apprenticeship  to 
serve.  The  annual  income  of  my  chapel 
at  present,  as  near  as  I  can  compute  it. 


may  amount  to  about  17/.,  of  which  is 
paid  in  cash,  viz.  ^1,  from  the  bounty  of 
Queen  Anne,  and  5/.  from  W.  P.,  Esq., 
of  P- — ~,  out  of  the  annual  rents,  he 
being  lord  of  the  manor,  and  3/.   from 

the  several  inhabitanu  o(  L ,  settled 

upon  the  tenements  as  a  rent-chai^e; 
the  house  and  gardens  I  value  at  4/. 
yearly,  and  not  worth  more;  and  I  be- 
lieve the  surplice  fees  and  voluntary 
contributions,  one  year  with  another, 
may  be  worth  3/. ;  but  as  the  inhabitants 
ate  lew  in  number,  and  the  fees  very 
low,  this  lost -mentioned  sum  consisU 
merely  in  tree-will  offerings. 

"  I  am  situated  greatly  to  my  satisfac- 
tion with  regard  to  the  conduct  and  be- 
havior of  my  auditory,  who  not  only  live 
in  the  happy  ignorance  o(  the  follies  and 
vices  of  the  age,  but  in  mutual  peace  and 
good -will  with  one  another,  and  are 
seemingly  (I  hope  really  too)  sincere 
Christians,  and  sound  members  of  the 
established  church,  not  one  dissenter  of 
any  denomination  being  amongst  them 
all.  I  got  to  the  value  of  40.'.  for  my 
wife's  fortune,  but  had  no  real  estate  of 
my  own,  being  the  youngest  son  of 
twelve  children,  born  of  obscure  parents; 
and,  though  my  income  has  been  but 
small,  and  my  family  large,  yet.  by  a 
providential  blessing  upon  my  own  dili- 
gent endeavors,  the  kindness  ol  friends, 
and  a  cheap  country  to  live  in,  we  have 
always  had  the  necessaries  ol  life.  By 
what  1  have  written  (which  is  a  true  and 
exact  account,  to  the  best  of  my  knowl- 
edge) I  hope  you  will  not  think  your 
favor  to  me  out  of  the  late  worthy  Dr. 
Siratlord'a  effects  quite  misbestowed,  for 
which  I  must  ever  gratefully  own  my- 
sell.  Sir,  your  much  obliged  and  most 
obedient  humble  servant, 

R.  W.,  Curate  of  S . 

"To  Mr.  C,  of  Lancaster." 

About  Ihe  lime  when  this  letter  was 
written,  the  Bishop  of  Chester  recom- 
mended the  scheme  of  joining  the  curacy 
of  Ulphi  to  the  contiguous  one  of  Sea- 
thwaite,  and  the  nomination  was  offered 
Mr.  Walker;  but  an  unexpected  difficulty 
arising,  Mr.  W.,  in  a  letter  to  the  Bishop 
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(a  copy  of  which,  in  his  own  beautiful 
handwriting,  now  lies  before  me),  thus 
expresses  himself .  "  If  he,"  meaning  the 
person  in  whom  the  di6icully  originated, 
■ '  had  suggested  any  such  objection  before, 
I  should  utterly  have  declined  any  attempt 
lo  the  curacy  of  Ulpha;  indeed,  I  was 
always  apprehensive  it  might  be  disagree- 
able to  my  auditory  at  Sealhwaite,  as  they 
have  been  always  accustomed  to  double 
duty,  and  the  inhabitants  of  Ulpha  despair 
of  being  able  to  support  a  schoolmaster 
who  is  not  curate  there  also;  which 
suppressed  all  thoughts  in  me  of  serving 
them  both."  And  in  a  second  letter  lo 
the  Bishop  he  writes:  — 


"  Mv  Lord — I  have  the  favor  of  yours 
ol  the  1st  instant,  nnd  am  exceedingly 
obliged  on  account  of  the  Ulpha  affair :  if 
that  curacy  should  lapse  into  your  Lord- 
ship's hands,  I  would  beg  leave  rather  to 
decline  than  embrace  it;  for  the  chapels  of 
Seathwaite  and  Ulpha,  annexed  together, 
would  be  apt  to  cause  a  general  discontent 
among  the  inhabitants  of  both  places;  by 

I  either  thinking  themselves  slighted,  being 

only  served  alternately,  or  ni^lected  in 
the  duty,  or  attributing  it  to  covetousness 
in  me;  all  which  occasions  of  murmuring 
I  would  willingly  avoid."  And  in  con- 
cluding his  former  letter,  he  expresses  a 

I  similar  sentiment  upon  the  same  occasion, 

"  desiring,  if  it  be  possible,  however,  as 
much  as  in  me  lieth,  to  live  peaceably 
with  all  men." 

The  year  following,  the  curacy  of 
Seathwaite  was  again  augmented;  and,  to 
effect  this  augmentation,  fifty  pounds  had 
been  advanced  by  himself;  and,  in  1760, 
lands  were  purchased  with  eight  hundred 
pounds.  Scanty  as  was  his  income,  the 
frequent  offer  of  much  better  benefices 
could  not  tempt  Mr.  W.  to  quit  a  situa- 
tion where  he  had  been  so  long  happy, 
with  a  consciousness  of  being  useful. 
Among  his  papers  I  find  the  following 
copy  of  a  letter,  dated  1 775,  twenty  years 
alter  his  refusal  of  the  curacy  of  Ulpha, 
which  will  show  what  exertions  had  been 
made  for  one  of  his  sons. 
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"  May  [t  please  vot;H  Grace  —  Our 
remote  situation  here  makes  il  difiicult  to 
get  the  necessary  information  for  transact- 
ing business  regularly ;  such  is  the  reason 
of  my  giving  your  Grace  the  present 
trouble. 

'■The  bearer  (my  son)  is  desirous  of 
offering  himself  candidate  for  deacon's 
orders  at  your  Grace's  ensuing  ordination; 
the  first,  on  (he  ZSth  instant,  so  that  his 
papers  could  not  be  transmitted  in  due 
time.  As  he  is  now  fully  at  age,  and  I 
have  afforded  him  education  to  the  utmost 
of  my  ability,  it  would  give  me  great  sat- 
isfaction (if  your  Grace  would  lake  bim, 
and  find  him  qualified)  to  have  him  or- 
dained. His  constitution  has  been  ten- 
der lor  some  years;  he  entered  the  college 
of  Dublin,  but  his  health  would  not  per- 
mit him  to  continue  there,  or  I  would 
have  supported  him  much  longer.  He 
has  been  with  me  at  home  above  a  year, 
in  which  lime  he  has  gained  great  slrenglh 
of  body,  sufficient,  I  hope,  to  enable  him 
for  performing  the  function.  Divine 
Providence,  assisted  by  liberal  benefac- 
tors, has  blest  my  endeavors,  from  a 
small  income,  to  rear  a  numerous  family; 
and  as  my  time  of  lite  renders  me  now 
unfit  for  much  future  expectancy  from 
this  world,  I  should  be  glad  (o  see  my  son 
settled  in  a  promising  way  to  acquire  an 
honest  livelihood  for  himself.  His  be- 
havior, so  far  in  life,  has  been  irreproach- 
able; and  I  hope  he  will  not  degenerate, 
in  principles  or  practice,  from  the  pre- 
cepts and  pattern  of  an  indulgent  parent. 
Your  Grace's  favorable  reception  of  this, 
from  a  distant  corner  of  the  diocese,  and 
an  obscure  hand,  will  excite  filial  grati- 
tuile,  and  a  due  use  shall  be  made  of  the 
obligation  vouchsafed  thereby  to  your 
very  dutiful  and  most  obedient 


Sonai 


ISer 


Robert  Walker." 


The  same  man,  who  was  thus  liberal  in 
the  education  of  his  numerous  family,  was 
even  munificent  in  hospitality  ns  a  parish 
priest.  Every  Sunday  were  served  upon 
the  long  table,  al  which  he  has  been  de- 
scribed sitting  with  a  child  upon  his  knee, 
messes  of  broth  for  the  refreshment  of 
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those  of  hb  congregaljon  who  came  from 
a.  distance,  and  usually  look  their  seats  as 
parts  ot  bis  own  household.  It  seems 
scarcely  possible  that  this  custom  could 
have  commenced  before  the  augmentation 
of  his  cure;  and  what  would  to  many 
have  been  a  high  price  of  self-denial  was 
paid,  by  the  pastor  and  his  family,  for 
this  gratification;  as  the  treat  could  only 
tie  provided  by  dressing  at  one  time  the 
whole,  perhaps,  of  theii  weekly  allow- 
ance of  fresh  animal  food;  consequenlly, 
for  a  succession  of  days,  the  taUe  was 
covered  with  cold  victuals  only.  His 
generosity  in  old  age  may  be  slill  further 
illustraled  by  a  little  circumstance  relating 
lo  an  orphan  grandson,  then  ten  years  of 
age,  which  1  find  in  a  copy  of  a  tetter  to 
one  of  his  sons;  he  requests  that  half  a 
guinea  may  be  left  for  "  little  Robert's 
pocket-money,"  who  was  then  at  school: 
mtrusling  it  lo  the  care  of  a  lady,  who, 
as  he  says,  "  may  sometimes  frustrate  his 
squandering  it  away  foolishly,"  and 
promising  to  send  him  an  equal  allow- 
ance annually  for  the  same  purpose.  The 
conclusion  of  the  same  letter  is  so  char- 
acteristic, that  I  cannot  forbear  to  trans- 
cribe it.  "  We,"  meaning  his  wife  and 
himself,  "  are  in  our  wonted  state  ol 
health,  allowing  for  the  hasly  strides  of  old 
age  knocking  daily  at  our  door,  and  threat- 
eningly telling  us  we  are  not  only  mortal, 
but  must  expect  ere  long  lo  lake  our 
leave  of  our  ancient  cottage,  and  lie 
down  in  our  last  dormitory.  Pray  pardon 
my  neglect  to  answer  yours:  let  us  hear 
sooner  from  you,  to  augment  Ihe  mirth  of 
the  Christmas  holidays.  Wishing  you  all 
the  pleasures  ol  the  approaching  season, 
1  am,  dear  Son,  with  lasting  sincerity, 
yours  affectionately, 

"Robert  Walker." 

He  loved  old  customs  and  old  usages, 
and  in  some  instances  sluck  to  them  to 
his  own  loss;  for,  having  had  a  sum  of 
money  lodged  in  the  hands  of  a  neigh- 
boring tradesman,  when  long  course  of 
lime  had  raised  the  rate  of  interest,  and 
more  was  offered,  he  refused  to  accept  il ; 
an  act  not  difficult  to  one,  who,  while  he 
was  drawing  seventeen  pounds  a  year  from 


his  curacy,  declined,  as  we  have  seen,  lo 
add  the  profits  of  another  small  benefice 
lo  his  own,  lest  he  should  be  suspected  ol 
cupidity.  From  this  vice  be  was  utterly 
free;  he  made  no  charge  for  leaching 
school;  such  as  could  afford  to  pay  gave 
him  what  ihey  pleased.  When  very 
young,  having  kept  a  diary  of  his  ex- 
penses, however  trilling,  the  large  amount, 
at  the  end  of  the  year,  surprised  him; 
and  from  that  time  the  rule  of  his  life  was 
to  be  economical,  not  avaricious.  At  his 
decease  he  left  behind  him  no  less  a  sum 
than  2000/.:  and  such  a  sense  of  his 
various  excellences  was  prevalent  in  the 
country,  that  Ihe  epithet  of  wondeuful 
is  to  this  day  attached  to  his  nartie. 

There  is  in  Ihe  above  sketch  something 
so  extraordinary  as  to  require  further 
fxplanatory  details.  —  And  to  l>egin  with 
his  industry;  eighl  hours  in  each  day, 
during  five  days  in  Ihe  week,  and  half  of 
Saturday,  except  when  ihe  labors  of  hus- 
bandry were  urgent,  he  was  occupied  in 
teaching.  His  seat  was  within  the  rails 
of  the  altar;  the  communion  table  was 
his  desk;  and,  like  Shenstone's  school- 
mistress, the  master  employed  himself  at 
the  spinning-wheel,  while  Ihe  children 
were  repealing  their  lessons  by  his  side. 
Every  evening,  after  school  hours,  if  not 
more  profitably  engaged,  he  continued 
the  same  kind  of  labor,  exchanging,  for 
the  benefit  of  exercise,  the  same  wheel, 
at  which  he  had  sate,  for  the  large  one 
on  which  wool  is  spun,  the  spinner  step- 
ping to  and  fro.     Thus  was  the  wheel 


's  lime.     Not  w 
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industry  with  the  pen,  when  1 
called  for  it,  less  eager.  Intrusted  with 
extensive  management  of  public  and 
private  affairs,  he  acted,  in  bis  rustic 
neighborhood,  as  scrivener,  writing  out 
petitionsi  deeds  of  conveyance,  wills, 
covenants,  etc.,  with  pecuniary  gain  lo 
himself,  and  to  the  great  benefit  of  his 
employers.  These  labors  (al  all  limes 
considerable)  at  one  period  of  the  year, 
vii.  between  Christmas  and  Candlemas, 
when  money  Itansactions  are  settled  in 
this  country,  were  often  so  intense,  ihal 
he  passed  great  part  of  the  oigbt,  and 
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sometimes  whole  nights,  a(  his  desk. 
His  garden  also  was  tilled  by  his  own 
hand;  he  had  a  tight  ot  pastuiage  upon 
the  mountains  for  a  few  sheep  and  a 
couple  of  cows,  which  lequired  hi9  attend- 
ance; with  this  pastoral  occupation  be 
joined  the  labors  ot  huslnndry  upon  a 
small  scale,  renting  two  or  three  acres  in 
addition  to  his  own  less  than  one  acie  of 
glebe ;  and  the  humblest  drudgery  which 
uie  cultivation  of  these  fields  required 
was  performed  by  himself. 

He  also  assisted  his  neighbors  in  hay- 
making and  shearing  their  flocks,  and  m 
the  performance  ot  this  latter  service  he 
was  eminently  dexterous.  They,  in  their 
turn,  complimented  him  with  the  present 
of  a  haycock,  or  a  fleece;  less  as  a  recom- 
pense for  this  particular  service  than  as  a 
general  acknowledgment.  The  Sabbath 
was  in  a  strict  sense  kept  holy;  the  Sunday 
evenings  being  devoted  to  reading  the 
Scripture  and  family  prayer.  The  principal 
festivals  appointed  by  the  Church  were 
also  duly  observed;  but  througli  every 
other  day  in  the  week,  through  every  week 
in  Ihe  year,  he  was  incessantly  occupied  in 
work  of  hand  or  mind;  not  allowing  a 
moment  for  recrealion,  except  upon  a 
Saturday  afternoon,  when  he  indulged 
himself  with  a  Newspaper,  or  sometimes 
with  a  Magazine.  The  frugality  and 
temperance  established  in  his  house  were 
as  admirable  as  the  industry.  Nothing  to 
which  the  name  of  luxury  could  be  given 
was  there  known;  in  the  latter  part  ot  his 
life,  indeed,  ivhen  tea  had  been  brought 
into  almost  general  use,  it  was  provided 
for  visitors,  and  for  such  of  his  own  family 
as  relumed  occasionally  to  his  root,  and 
had  been  .accustomed  to  this  refreshment 
elsewhere;  but  neither  he  nor  his  wife  ever 
partook  of  it.  The  raiment  worn  by  his 
family  was  comely  and  decent,  hut  as 
simple  as  their  diet;  the  Iiome-spun  ma- 
terials were  made  up  into  apparel  by  iheir 
own  hands.  At  (he  time  ot  the  decease 
of  this  thrifty  pair,  Iheir  cottage  con- 
tained a  large  store  of  webs  of  woollen 
and  linen  cloth,  woven  from  thread  of 
their  own  spinning.  And  it  is  remark- 
able that  the  pew  in  the  chapel  in  which 
the   family  used   to  sit,   remains  neatly 
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lined  with  woollen  cloth  spun  by  the 
paslor's  own  hands.  It  is  the  only  pew 
in  the  chapel  so  distinguished;  and  I 
know  of  no  other  instance  of  his  con- 
formity to  the  delicate  accommodations 
ot  modern  times.  The  fuel  of  the  house, 
like  that  of  iheir  neighbors,  consisted  of 
peat,  procured  from  the  mosses  by  their 
own  labor.  The  lights  by  which,  in  the 
winter  evenings,  their  work  was  per- 
f(»ined,  were  of  tbeur  own  manufacture, 
such  as  still  continue  to  be  used  in  these 
cottages;  they  are  made  of  the  pith  of 
rushes  dipped  in  any  unctuous  substance 
that  the  bouse  affords.  Whili  candle?, 
as  tallow  candles  are  here  called,  were 
reserved  to  honor  the  Christmas  festivals, 
and  were  perhaps  produced  upon  no 
other  occasions,  Oiice  a  month,  daring 
(he  proper  season,  a  sheep  was  drawn 
from  their  small  mountain  flock,  and 
killed  for  the  use  of  the  family;  and  a 
cow,  towards  (he  close  of  the  year  was 
salted  and  dried  for  winter  provision; 
the  hide  was  tanned  to  furnish  them  with 
shoes. ^By  these  various  resources,  this 
venerable  clergyman  reared  a  numerous 
lamily,  not  only  preserving  them,  as  he 
affectingly  says,  "  from  wanting  the  ne- 
cessaries of  life;"  but  affording  them  an 
unstinted  education,  and  the  means  of 
raising  themselves  in  society.  In  this 
they  were  eminently  assisted  by  the 
eHecIs  of  (heir  lather's  example,  his  pre- 
cepts, and  injunctions:  he  was  aware 
that  truth -speaking,  as  a  moral  virtue,  is 
liest  secured  by  inculcating  allenlion  (o 
accuracy  of  repor(  even  on  (rivial  occa- 
sions; and  so  rigid  were  (be  rules  of 
honesty  by  which  he  endeavored  to  bring 
up  his  family,  that  if  one  of  them  had 
chanced  to  find  in  (he  lanes  or  fields  any- 
thing of  the  least  use  or  value  without 
being  able  (o  ascertain  to  whom  i1  be- 
longed, he  always  insisted  upon  the 
child's  carrying  it  back  to  the  place 
from  which  it  had  been  brought. 

No  one,  it  might  be  (bought,  could,  as 
has  been  described,  convert  his  body 
into  a  machine,  as  it  were,  of  industry 
for  the  humblest  uses,  and  keep  his 
thoughts  so  frequently  bent  upon  secu- 
wilbout  grievous  injury  to 
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the  more  precious  parts  of  his  nature. 
How  could  the  poweis  oi  intellect  thrive, 
or  its  graces  be  displayed,  in  the  midst  of 
ciicumstances  appaienlly  so  uniavorable, 
and  where,  to  the  direct  cultivation  ol  the 
mind,  so  small  a  portion  o(  time  was 
allotted?  But,  in  this  extraordinary 
man,  things  in  their  nature  adverse 
were  reconciled.  His  conversation  was 
remarkable,  not  only  for  being  chaste  and 
pure,  but  tor  the  degree  in  which  i(  was 
fervent  and  eloquent;  his  written  style 
was  correct,  simple,  and  animated.  Nor 
did  his  affecHens  suffer  more  than  his 
intellect;  he  was  tenderly  alive  to  all  the 
duties  of  his  pastoral  office :  the  poor 
and  needy  "he  never  sent  empty  away," 
—  the  stranger  was  fed  and  refreshed  in 
passing  that  unfrequented  vale  —  the  sick 
were  visited;  and  Che  feelings  of  humanity 
found  further  exercise  among  the  dis- 
tresses and  embarrassments  in  the  worldly 
estate  of  his  neighbors,  with  which  his 
talents  for  business  made  him  acquainted; 
and  the  disinterestedness,  impartiality, 
and  uprightness  which  he  maintained  in 
the  management  of  all  affairs  confided 
lo  him  were  virtues  seldom  separated  in 
his  own  conscience  from  religious  obliga- 
tion. Nor  could  such  conduct  fail  lo 
remind  those  who  witnessed  it  of  a  spirit 
nobler  than  law  oi  custom:  they  felt 
convictions  which,  bul  for  such  inter- 
course, could  not  have  been  afforded, 
that  as  in  the  practice  oi  their  pastor 
there  was  no  guile,  so  in  his  faith  there 
was  nothing  hollow;  and  we  are  war- 
ranted in  believing  that  upon  these  occa- 
sions selfishness,  obstinacy,  and  discord 
would  often  give  way  before  the  breath- 
ings of  his  good-will  and  saintly  integrity. 
It  may  be  presumed  also  —  while  Ins 
humble  congregation  were  listening  to 
the  moral  precepts  which  he  delivered 
from  the  pulpit,  and  lo  the  Christian  ex- 
hortations that  they  should  love  their 
neighbors  as  themselves,  and  do  as  they 
would  be  done  unto  —  that  peculiar  effi- 
cacy was  given  to  the  preacher's  labors 
by  recollections  in  the  minds  ol  his  con- 
gregation that  Ihey  were  called  upon  to 
do  no  more  than  his  own  actions  were 
daily  setting  before  Iheir  eyes. 


The  afternoon  service  in  the  chapel 
was  less  numerously  attended  than  that 
of  the  morning,  but  by  a  more  serious 
auditory;   Ibe  lesson  from  (he  New  Tes- 

panied  by  Burkitl'sCommentaries.  These 
lessons  he   read  with  impassioned   em- 

E basis,  frequently  drawing  tears  from  his 
earers,  and  leaving  a  lasting  impression 
upon  their  minds.  His  devotional  feel- 
ings and  the  powers  of  his  own  mind 
were  further  exercised,  along  with  those 
of  his  family,  in  perusing  the  Scriptures: 
not  only  on  ihe  Sunday  evenings,  but  on 
every  other  evening,  while  the  rest  of  the 
household  were  at  work,  some  one  of  the 
children,  and  in  her  turn  the  servant,  for 
Ihe  sake  of  practice  in  reading,  oi  for 
instruction,  read  Ihe  Bible  aloud;  and  in 
this  manner  the  whole  was  repeatedly 
gone  through.  That  no  common  impor- 
tance was  attached  to  the  observance  of 
religious  ordinances  by  his  family,  appears 
from  the  following  memorandum  by  one 
of  his  descendants,  which  I  am  templed 
length,  as  it  is  characteristic 


what 


"Ther 


small  chapel  in  the  county  palatine  of 
Ijincasler,  where  a  certain  clergyman  has 
regularly  officiated  above  sixty  years,  and 
a  few  months  ago  administered  the  sacra- 
ment of  the  Lord's  Supper  in  Ihe  same, 
lo  a  decent  number  of  devout  communi- 
cants. After  the  clergyman  had  received 
himself,  the  first  company  out  of  the 
assembly  who  approached  the  altar,  and 
kneeled  down  lo  be  partakers  of  the 
sacred  elements,  consisted  of  the  par- 
son's wife,  to  whom  he  had  been  mar- 
ried upwards  of  sixty  years;  one  son  and 
his  wife;  four  daughters,  each  with  her 
husband;  whose  ages,  all  added  together, 
amount  to  above  714  years.  The  sev- 
eral and  respective  distances  from  the 
place  of  each  of  their  abodes  to  ihe 
chapel   where   they  all    communicated, 

miles.  Though  Che  narration  will  appear 
surprising,  it  is  without  doubt  a  fact  that 
ihe  same  persons,  exactly  four  years 
before,  met  at  Ihe  same-  place,  and  all 
joined  in  performance  of  the  same  ven- 
erable duty." 


:.bv  Cookie 


He  was  indeed  most  zealously  attached 
to  the  doctrine  and  frame  □(  the  Estab- 
lished Church.  We  have  seen  him 
congratulating  himself  that  be,  had  no 
dissenters  in  his  cure  o(  any  denomina- 
tion. Some  allowance  must  be  made  for 
the  state  of  opinion  when  his  first  reli- 
gious impressions  were  received,  before 
the  reader  will  acquit  him  of  bigotry, 
wben  I  mention  that  at  the  time  of  the 
augmentation  of  the  cure,  be  refused  to 
invest  part  of  the  money  in  the  purchase 
of  an  estate  offered  to  him  upon  advan- 
tageous terms,  because  the  proprietor  was 
a  quakct ;  ^  whether  from  scrupulous 
apprehension  that  a  blessing  would  not 
attend  a  contract  framed  for  the  benefit 
of  the  church  between  persons  not  in 
religious  sympathy  with  each  other;  or, 
as  a  seeker  of  peace,  he  was  afraid  of  the 
uncomplying  disposition  which  at  one 
lime  was  too  frequently  conspicuous  in 
that  sect.  Of  this  an  instance  had  fallen 
under  his  own  notice;  for,  while  he  taught 
school  at  Lowes  water,  certain  persons 
of  that  denomination  had  refused  to  pay 
annual  interest  due  under  the  title  of 
Church-stock;  '  a  great  hardship  upon 
the  incumbent,  for  tne  curacy  of  Lowes- 
water  was  then  scarcely  less  poor  than 
that  of  Seathwaite.  To  what  degree  (his 
prejudice  of  his  was  blamable  need  not 
lie  determined;  — certain  it  is,  that  he 
was  not  only  desirous,  as  he  himself  says, 
to  live  in  peace,  but  in  love,  with  all  men. 
He  was  placable,  and  charitable  in  his 
judgments;  and,  however  correct  in  con- 
duct and  rigorous  lo  himself,  he  was  ever 
ready  to  foi^ve  the  Itespasses  of  others, 
and  to  soften  the  censure  that  was  cast 
upon  (heir  frailties.  —  It  would  be  unpar- 
donable lo  omit  that,  in  the  maintenance 
of  his  virtues,  he  received  due  support 
from  the  partner  of  his  long  life.  She 
was  eijually  stticl,  in  attending  to  her 
share  of  (heir  joint  cares,  not  less  dili- 
gent in  her  appropriate  occupations.      A 

1  Mr.  Walker's  charily  being  of  thai  Uad 
wliich  "  E«keth  not  her  own,"  he  wou}d  ruber 
forfgo  bis  rights  than  distrain  far  dues  which  the 
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person  who  had  been  some  lime  their 
servant  in  the  latter  part  of  their  lives, 
concluded  ihe  panegyric  of  her  mistress 
by  saying  lo  me,  "  She  was  no  less  excel- 
lent Uian  her  husband;  she  was  good  to 
the  poor;  she  was  good  to  everything !  " 
He  survived  for  a  short  time  this  virtuous 
companion.  When  she  died,  be  ordered 
that  ber  body  should  be  borne  to  the 
grave  by  three  oi  her  daughters  and  one 
granddaughter;  and,  when  ihe  corpse 
was  lifted  from  the  threshold,  he  insisted 
upon  lending  his  aid,  and  feeling  about, 
for  he  was  then  almost  blind,  took  hold  of 
a  napkin  fixed  to  the  cofHn;  and,  as  a 
bearer  of  Ihe  body,  entered  the  chapel,  a 
few  steps  from  the  lowly  parsonage. 

What  a  contrast  does  the  life  of  this 
obscurely-seated,  and,  in  point  of  worldly 
wealth,  poorly-repaid  Churchman,  pre- 
sent to  that  of  a  Cardinal  Wolsey! 
"O 'tis  a  burthen.  Croniwell,  '1  Is  a  burthen 
Too  heavy  for  a  mm  «ho  hopes  for  heaven  (  " 

We  have  been  dwelling  upon  images 
of  peace  in  the  moral  world,  that  have 
brought  us  again  to  the  quiet  enclosure 
of  consecrated  ground  in  which  this  ven- 
erable pair  lie  interred.  The  sounding 
brook,  that  rolls  close  by  the  churchyard, 
without  dislurtnng  feeling  or  meditation, 
is  now  unfortunately  laid  bare;  but  not 
long  ^o  it  participated,  with  the  chapel, 
the  shade  of  some  stately  ash-trees,  which 
will  not  spring  again.  While  the  spec- 
tator from  this  spot  is  looking  round  upon 
the  girdle  of  stony  mountains  that  encom- 
passes the  vale,  — ■  masses  of  rock,  out  of 
which  monuments  for  all  men  that  ever 
existed  might  have  been  hewn  —  it  would 
surprise  him  to  be  told,  as  with  truth  he 
might  be,  that  the  plain  blue  slab  dedi- 
cated to  the  memory  of  this  aged  pair  is 
a  production  of  a  quarry  in  North  Wales. 
It  was  sent  as  a  mark  of  respect  by  one 
of  their  descendants  from  the  vale  of  - 
Festiniog,  a  region  almost  as  beautiful  as 
that  in  which  it  now  liesl 

Upon  the  Seathwaite  Brook,  at  a  small 
distance  from  the  parsonage,  has  been  * 
erected  a  mill  for  spinning  yarn;   it  is  a 
mean  and  disagreeable  object,  though  not 
unimportant  to  the  spectator,  as  calling 
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(o  mind  the  momentous  changes  wrought 
by  such  inventions  in  ihe  frame  of  society 
—  changes  which  have  proved  especially 
unfavorable  to  these  mountain  solitudes. 
So  much  had  been  effected  by  those  new 
powers,  before  the  subjecl  of  (he  preced- 
ing biographical  sketch  closed  his  life, 
that  their  operation  could  not  escape  his 
notice,  and  doubtless  excited  touching 
reflections  upon  the  comparatively  insig- 
nificant results  of  his  own  manual  indus- 
try. But  Robert  Walker  was  not  a  man 
of  limes  and  ciicumslances;  had  he  lived 
at  a  later  period,  the  principle  of  duly 
would  have  produced  application  as  un- 
remitting; the  same  energy  of  character 
would  have  been  displayed,  though  in 
many  instances  with  widely -different 
effects. 

With  pleasure  I  annex,  as  illustratiue 
and  confirmatory  of  the  above  account, 
extracts  from  a  paper  in  the  Christian 
Remembrancer,  October,  iSlC);  it  bears 
an  assumed  signature,  but  is  known  to  be 
the  work  of  the  Rev.  Robert  Bamford, 
vicar  of  Bishopton,  in  the  county  of  Dur- 
ham; a  great-grandson  of  Mr.  Walker, 
whose  worth  it  commemorates,  by  a 
record  not  the  leas  valuable  for  being 
written  in  very  early  youlh. 

"His  house  was  a  nursery  of  virtue. 
All  the  inmates  were  industrious,  and 
cleanly,  and  happy.  Sobriety,  neatness, 
quietness,  characteriied  the  whole  family. 
No  railings,  no  idleness,  no  indulgence 
of  passion  were  permitted.  Every  child, 
however  young,  had  its  appointed  en- 
gagements; every  hand  was  busy.  Knit- 
ling,  spinning,  reading,  writing,  mending 
clothes,  making  shoes,  were  Iw  the  dif- 
ferent children  constantly  performing. 
The  father  himself  silting  amongst  them, 
and  guiding  their  thoughts,  was  engaged 
in  the  same  occupations.         ■         * 

"He  sate  up  late,  and  rose  early; 
when  the  family  were  at  rest,  he  retired 
to  a  little  room  which  he  had  built  on  the 
roof  of  his  house.  He  had  slated  it,  and 
•  fitted  it  up  with  shelves  ioi  his  books,  his 
stock  of  cloth,  wearing  apparel,  and  his 
utensils.  There  many  a  cold  winter's 
night,  without  fire,  while  the  roof  was 
glaied  with  ice,  did  he  remain  reading  or 


writing  till  the  day  dawned.  He  taught 
the  children  in  the  chapel,  for  there  was 
no  schoolhouse.  Yet  in  that  cold,  damp 
place  he  never  had  a  fire.  He  used  to 
send  the  children  in  parties  either  to  his 
own  fire  at  home  or  make  (hem  run  np 

"  It  may  he  further  mentioned,  that  he 
was  a  passionate  admirer  of  Nature;  she 
was  his  mother,  and  he  was  a  dutiful 
child.  While  engaged  on  the  mountains, 
it  was  his  greatest  pleasure  lo  view  the 
rising  sun;  and  in  tranquil  evenings,  as 
it  slided  behind  the  hills,  he  blessed  its 
departure.  He  was  skilled  in  fossils  and 
plants;  a  constant  observer  of  the  stars 
and  winds;  the  atmosphere  was  his  de- 
light. He  made  many  experiments  on 
its  nature  and  properties.  In  summer  he 
used  to  gather  a  multitude  of  flies  and  in- 
sects, and,  by  his  entertaining  description, 
amuse  and  instruct  his  children.  They 
shared  all  his  daily  employments,  and 
derived  many  sentiments  of  love  and 
benevolence  from  his  observations  on 
the  works  and  productions  of  nature. 
Whether  they  were  following  him  in  the 
field,  or  surrounding  him  in  school,  he 
took  every  opportunity  ol  storing  their 
minds  with  useful  information.  —  Nor 
was  the  circle  of  his  influence  confined  to 
Seathwaite.  Many  a  distant  mother  has 
told  her  child  of  Mr.  Walker,  and  begged 
him  to  be  as  good  a  man. 

"  Once,  when  I  was  very  young,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  and  hearing  that 
venerable  old  man  in  his  QOCh  year,  and 
even  then,  the  calmness,  the  force,  the 
perspicuity  of  his  sermon,  sanctified  and 
adorned  by  the  wisdom  of  gray  hairs,  and 
the  authority  of  virtue,  had  such  an  effect 
upon  my  mind,  that  I  never  see  a  hoary- 
hesded  clergyman,  without  thinking  of 
Mr.  Walker  •  •.  He  allowed  no  dis- 
senter or  methodist  to  interfere  in  the  in- 
struction of  the  souls  committed  to  his 
cure :  and  so  successful  were  his  exertions, 
that  he  had  not  one  dissenter  of  any  de- 
nomination whatever  in  the  whole  parish. 
—  Though  he  avoided  all  religious  contro- 
versies, yet  when  age  had  silvered  his 
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head,  and  virtuous  piety  had  seemed  to 
his  appearance  leveience  and  silent  lionor, 
no  one,  however  detecmined  in  his  hatred 
oi  apostolic  descent,  could  have  listened 
to  his  discourse  on  ecclesiastical  history 
and  ancient  times,  without  thinking  that 
one  of  Ihe  beloved  apostles  had  letuined 
to  mortality,  and  in  that  vale  oi  peace  had 
come  to  exemplify  the  beauty  of  holiness 
in  the  life  and  character  of  Mr.  Walker. 

"  Until  the  ^ckness  of  his  wile,  a  lew 
months  previous  to  her  death,  his  health 
and  spirits  and  faculties  were  unimpaired. 
But  this  misfortune  gave  him  such  a  shock 
that  his  constitution  gradually  decayed. 
His  senses,  except  sight,  still  preserved 
their  poweif.  He  never  preached  with 
steadiness  alter  his  wile's  death.  His 
voice  faltered ;  he  always  looked  at  the 
seal  she  had  used.  He  could  not  pass 
her  tomb  without  tears.  He  became, 
when  alone,  sad  and  melancholy,  though 
still  anrong  hisfriends  kind  and  good-hu- 
mored. He  went  to  bed  about  twelve 
o'clock  the  night  before  bis  death.  As 
his  custom  was,  he  went,  tottering  and 
leaning  upon  his  daughter's  arm,  to  ex. 
amine  (he  heavens,  and  meditate  a  lew 
moments  in  the  open  air.  '  How  clear 
the  moon  shines  lo-night '. '  He  said 
these  words,  sighed,  and  laid  down.  At 
six  next  morning  be  was  found  a  corpse. 
Many  a  tear,  and  many  a  heavy  heart, 
and  many  a  grateful  blessing  followed 
him  to  the  grave." 

Havii^  mentioned  in  this  narrative  the 
vale  of  Loweswater  as  a  place  where  Mr. 
Walker  taught  school,  I  will  add  a  few 
memoranda  from  its  parish  register,  re- 
specting a  person  apparently  of  desires  as 
moderate,  with  whom  he  must  have  been 
intimate  during  his  residence  there. 

-'  La  him  IhU  would,  ucend  the  tolteHng  seat 
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"  Henry   Forest  came    to    Loweswater, 
1708,  being  jj  years  of  age." 

"This  curacy  was  twice  augmented  by 
Queen  Anrte's  Bounty,  The  first  pay- 
ment, with  great  difficulty,  was  paid  to 
Mr.  John  t^urwen  ot  London,  on  the  9lh 
of  May,  1724,  deposited  by  me,  Henry 
Forest,  Curate  of  Loweswater.  V"  said 
9lh  ol  May,  y'  said  Mr.  Curwen  went 
to  the  (^ce,  and  saw  my  name  registered 
there,  &c.  This,  by  the  Providence  ot 
God,  came  by  lot  to  this  poor  place. 
"Base  lestor  H.  Forest." 

In  another  place  he  records  that  the 
sycam(»e-treeswerep1antedin  the  church- 
yard in  1 710, 

He  died  in  1741,  having  been  curate 
thirty-four  years,  ll  is  not  improbable 
ihal  H.  Forest  was  the  gentleman  who 
assisted  Robert  Walker  in  his  classical 
studies  at  Loweswater. 

To  this  parish  rt^ter  is  prefixed  a 
motto,  of  which  Che  following  verses  are 


Page  673. 
"  IVt  ftel  Ihal  wt  art  greater  than  vi 

knmi/." 
Anil  feel  Ihal  I  am  hip[»er  thu  1  know," 


Thau  all  itDcasy  dignity," 


Page  675. 

"  Eeiltsiasliial  SoitHels." 

During  the  month  ol  December,  iSao,  I 

accompanied  a  much -beloved  and  honored 

id  in  a  walk  through  different  parts 

ol  his  estate,  with  a  view  to  fix  upon  the 

:e  Qf  a  ^ew  Qiuicb  which  he  intended 
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to  erect.  It  wasone  of  the  most  beautiful 
moTnings  ot  a  mitd  season,  —  our  feelings 
were  in  harmony  with  the  cherishing  in- 
fluences of  the  scene ;  and  such  being  our 
purpose,  we  were  naturally  led  to  look 
back  upon  past  events  with  wonder  and 
gratitude,  and  on  the  future  with  hope. 
Not  long  afterwards,  some  of  the  Sonnets 
which  will  be  found  towards  the  close  of 
this  series  were  produced  as  a  private 
memorial  of  that  morning's  occupation. 

The  Catholic  tjueslion,  which  was  agi- 
tated in  Parliament  about  that  time,  kept 
mji  thoughts  in  the  same  course;  and  it 
struck  me  that  certain  points  in  the 
Ecclesiastical  History  of  our  t^iunlry 
might  advantageously  be  presented  to 
view  in  vefse.  Accordingly,  I  took  up 
the  subject,  and  what  I  now  offer  to  the 
reader  was  the  result- 
When  this  work  was  far  advanced,  I 
was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that  my 
friend,  Mi.  Southey,  had  been  engaged 
with  siniilar  views  in  writing  a  concise 
History  of  the  Church  in  England.  If 
our  Productions,  thus  unintentionally  co- 
inciding, shall  be  found  to  illustrate  ea(h 
other,  it  wiil  prove  a  high  gratification  to 
me,  which  I  am  sure  my  friend  will  partici- 
pate. 

W.  Wordsworth. 

RvDAL  MouKT,/a«.  ai,  iSaj. 

For  the  convenience  of  passing  from 
one  point  of  the  subject  to  another  with- 
out shocks  of  abruptness,  this  work  has 
taken  the  shape  of  a  series  of  Sonnets: 
but  the  Reader,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will 
find  that  the  pictures  are  often,  so  closely 
connected  as  to  have  jointly  the  effect  of 
passages  of  a  poem  in  a  form  of  stanza  to 
which  there  is  no  objection  but  one  that 
bears  upon  the  Poet  only  —  its  difficulty. 

Page  676. 
"DidHofy  Paul,"  ill. 
Stillingfleel  adduces  many  arguments  in 
support  of  this  opinion,  but  they  are  un- 
convincing. The  latter  part  of  this  Son- 
net refers  to  a  favorite  notion  of  Roman 
Catholic  writers,  that  Joseph  ot  Arimathea 
and  his  companions  brought  Christianity 


into  Britain,  and  built  a  rude  church  a 
Glastonbury;  alluded  to  hereafter,  in 
passage  upon  the  dissolution  of  n 


Page  677. 
"ThaimU,whaseflawery platform,"  tU. 
This  hill  at  St  Alban's  must  have  been 
an  object  of  great  interest  to  the  imagi- 
nation of  the  venerable  Bede,  who  thus 
describes  it,  with  a  delicate  feeling,  de- 
lightful to  meet  with  in  that  lude  age, 
traces  of  which  are  frequent  in  his  works ; 
—  "  Variis  herbarum  floribus  depictus  im6 
usquequaque  veslilus,  in  quo  nihil  repente 
arduum.  nihil  prseceps,  nihil  abruptum, 
quem  lateribus  longe  lat^que  deductum  in 
modum^uorisnaluracompIanat,dignum 
videlicet  eum  pro  insit3  sibi  specie  ven- 
ustatis  jam  olim  reddens,  qui  beat!  mai- 
tyris  cruore  dicaretur." 

Page  678. 
"Nor  wants  the  cause  the  panie-siriking 

0/ halUlujaks. 

Alluding  to  the  victory  gained  undei 
Germanus.  —  See  Bede. 


"By  mm  yet  scarcely  conscious  of  a  care 
For   other    monuments    than    those    oj 
Earth." 

The  last  six  lines  of  this  Sonnet  are 
chiefly  from  the  prose  of  Daniel ;  and  here 
I  will  state  (though  to  the  Readers  whom 
this  Poem  will  chiefly  interest  it  is  unneces- 
sary) that  my  obligations  to  other  prose 
writers  are  frequent,  —  obligations  which , 
even  if  I  had  not  a  pleasure  in  courting, 
it  would  have  been  presumptuous  to  shun, 
in  treatingan  historical  subject.  I  must, 
however,  particularize  Fuller,  to  whom  I 
am  indebted  in  the  Sonnet  upon  Wiclifle 
and  in  other  instances.  And  upon  the 
acquittal  of  the  Seven  Bishops  I  have 
done  lillle  more  than  versify  a  lively  de- 
scription of  thateventin  the  MS.  Memoirs 
of  the  first  Lord  Lonsdale. 
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Page  6;8.     Sonnet : 

"Ethelforth  reached  the  convent   of 

Bangor,  he  perceived  the  Mon!:s,  twelv 

hundred  in  number,  offering  prayers  for 


the  success  of  theii  countrymen :  '  It  they 

~  ing  against  us,'  he  exclaimed, 

e  fighting  against 


ordered  them  to  be  first  altacked;  they 
were  destroyed;  and,  appalled  hy  their 
fate,  the  courage  of  Brocmail  wavered, 
and  he  fled  fiom  (he  field  in  dismay. 
Thus  abandoned  by  their  leader,  his  army 
soon  gave  way,  and  Ethelfoith  obtained 
a  decisive  conquest.  Ancient  Bangor 
itself  soon  fell  into  his  hands,  and  was 
demolished;  the  noble  monastery  was 
levelled  to  ihe  ground;  its  library,  which 
is  mentioned  as  a  large  one,  the  collection 
ol  ages,  the  repository  o(  the  most  pre- 
cious monuments  of  the  ancient  Britons, 
was  consumed;  half-ruined  walls,  gates, 
and  rubbish  were  all  that  remained  of  the 
magnificent  edifice."  —  See  Turner's 
valuable  history  of  the  Anglo-Saxons, 

Taliesin  was  present  at  the  battle  which 
preceded  this  desolation. 

The  account  Bede  gives  of  this  lamaik- 
able  event  suggests  a  most  striking  warn- 
ing against  National  and  Religious  pieju- 

Page  679.  Sonne!  xv. 
The  person  of  Paulinus  is  thus  de- 
scribed by  Bede,  from  the  memory  of  an 
eye-witness  1  — "  Longfe  slaturEe,  paulu- 
lum  incurvus,  nigro  capillo,  fade  maci- 
lentS,  nasu  adunco,  perlenui,  venerabilis 
simul  et  terribilis  aspectu." 

P^e  679. 
'■  Mnn'i  life  is  like  a  Sparroio." 
See  the  original  of  this  speech  in  Bede. 
—  The  Conversion  of  Edwin,  as  related 
by  him,  is  highly  interesting  —  and  the 
iH'eaking  up  of  this  Coundl  accompanied 
with  an  event  so  striking  and  character- 
istic, that  I  am  tempted  to  give  it  at 
length  in  a  translation.  "  Who,  ex- 
claimed the  King,  when  the  Council  was 
ended,  shall  first  desecrate  the  altars  and 
the    temples?      I,   answered  the  Chief 
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Priest;  for  who  more  fit  than  myself, 
through  the  wisdom  which  the  true  God 
hath  given  me,  to  destroy,  for  the  good 
example  of  others,  what  in  foolishness  I 
worshipped  P  Immediately,  casting  away 
.vain  superstition,  he  besought  the  King 
to  grant  him  what  the  laws  did  not  allow 
to  a  priest,  arms  and  a  courser  (equum 
emissarium);  which  mounting,  and  fur- 
nished with  a  sword  and  lance,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  destroy  the  Idols.  The  crowd, 
seeing  this,  thought  him  mad  —  he,  how- 
ever, halted  not,  but,  approaching,  he 
profaned  (he  temple,  casting  against  it 
the  lance  which  he  had  held  in  lus  hand, 
and,  exulting  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
worship  of  the  true  God,  he  ordered  his 
companions  to  pull  down  the  temple, 
with  all  its  enclosures.  The  place  is 
shown  where  those  idols  formerly  stood, 
not  (ai  from  York,  at  the  source  ot  the 
river  Derwenl,  and  is  at  this  day  called 
Gormund  Gaham,  ubipontifexille,  inspir- 
ante  Deo  vero,  poUuit  ac  destruxil  eas, 
quas  ipse  saeraveral  aras."  The  last 
expression  is  a  pleasing  proof  that  the 
venerable  monk  of  Wearmoulh  was 
iamiliar  with  the  poetry  of  Vir^l. 

Page  680. 

"  sach  Ihe  inviting  voice 

Heard  near  fresh  streams." 

The  early  propagators  of  Christianity 
were  accustomed  to  preach  near  rivers. 


of    the 


Page  680.  Sonnet  x 
Having  spoken  of  the  i 
lerestedness,  and  temperar 
clergy  of  those  limes,  Bede 
ceeds:  —  "Unde  el  in  magna  crat  ven 
eratione  tempore  tUo  religionis  habitus, 
ita  ul  ubicunque  clericus  aliquis,  aul 
monachus  adveniret,  gaudcnler  ab  omni- 
bus tanquam  Dei  famulus  exciperetur, 
Etiam  si  in  itinere  pergens  inveniretur, 
accurrebant,  et  flexi  cervice,  vel  manu 
signari,  vel  ore  illius  se  benedici,  gaude^ 
bant.  Verbis  quoque  horum  exhorta- 
(oriis  diligenler  auditum  praebebant," 
Lib.  iii.  cap.  z6. 
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Page  68i. 

"Tkepeopli  iBork Hie  congrtgaitd fvn." 
See,  in  Turner's  History,  vol.  iii.  p. 
Sl8,  Ibe  aecounl  oi  the  erection  of  Ram- 
sey Monastery.  Penances  were  remov- 
able by  the  performance  of  act9  of  charity 
and  benevolence. 

Page  6S3. 
■ — - —  "pain  narrows  not  his  cares." 

Tliiough  the  whole  ot  his  life,  Alfred 
was  subject  to  grievous  maladies. 

Page  68l. 
"  IVot  lo  the  Crown  that  dotk   the  Cmiil 

The  violeni  measures  carried  on  under 
Ihe  influence  of  Dunslan,  for  strengthen- 
ing the  Benedictine  Order,  were  a  lead- 
ii^  cause  of  the  second  series  of  Danish 
invasiona.  —  See  Turntr. 

Page  686. 
"  Here  Matt  more  purely  iives,"  etc. 
"  Bonuin  esl  nos  hie  esse,  quia  homo 
vivit  purius,  cadit  rarius,  surgit  vetocius, 
incedit  cautius,  quiescit  securius,  moritur 
felidus,  purgatur  dtius,  praemialur  copio- 
uns." — Bernard.  "  This  sentence,"  says 
Dr.  Whitaker,  "is  usually  inscribed  in 
some  conspicuous  part  of  Ihe  Cistertian 

Page  6S9. 
"  Whom  Obloquy  pursues  with  hideous 
bark." 
The  list  of  foul  names  bestowed  upon 
those  poor  creatures  is  long  and  curious; 
— and,  as  is,  alas  \  too  natural,  most  of 
the  opprobrious  appellations  are  drawn 
from  circumstances  into  which  they  were 
forced  by  their  persecutors,  who  even 
consolidated  their  miseries  into  one  re- 
proachful term,  calling  them  Patarenians, 
or  Paturins,  from/o/i,  to  suffer. 


"  Dwellere  wlih  wdItci 


!S  Ihem,  (or  Ihe 


Of  night  oft 

oils  Ihtir  enemy's  design. 

Sh<CBll<lh. 

«e  iiinie  ud  aspect  tiave  bee 

OoeiodtlK 

same  Ihiough  practices  maligii 

"  And  Ihe  green  liiard  and  the  gilded  uevii 
Uad  unmoiesUd  lives,  and  die  of  age. ' ' 

These  Iwo  lines  are  adopted  from  a 
MS.,  written  about  the  year  1770,  which 
accidentally  tell  into  my  possession.  The 
close  of  the  preceding  Sonnet  on  monas- 
tic voluptuousness  is  taken  from  the  same 
source,  as  is  the  verse,  "  Where  Venus 
sits,"  etc.,  and  the  line,  "  Once  ye  were 
holy,  ye  are  holy  still,"  in  a  subsequent 


"  One  (Hie  those  prophets  whom  Cod  sent 
ofold) 
Transfigured,"  etc. 

"M.  Latimer  suffered  his  keeper  very 
quietly  lo  pull  off  his  hose,  and  his  other 
array,  which  to  looke  unto  was  very 
simple:  -and  being  stripped  into  his 
shrowd,  he  seemed  as  comely  a  person 
to  them  that  were  present,  as  one  should 
lightly  see;  and  whereas  in  his  clothes 
hee  appeared  a  withered  and  crooked  sill ie 
(weak)  olde  man,  he  now  stood  boll  up- 
right, as  comely  a  father  as  one  might 
lightly  behold.  •  •  •  •  Then  they 
brought  a  (aggotte,  kindled  with  fire,  and 
laid  the  same  downe  at  doctor  Ridley's 
feele.  To  whome  M.  Latimer  spake  in 
this  manner,  'Bee  of  good  comfort, 
master  Ridley,  and  play  the  man:  wee 
shall  this  daylight  sudiacandle  byGod's 
grace  in  England,  as  I  trust  shall  never 
be  put  out.'"  —  Fox's  Acts,  etc. 

Similiar  alterations  in  the  outward 
figure  and  deportment  of  persons  brought 
to  like  trial  were  not  uncommon.  See 
note  to  the  above  passage  in  Dr.  Words- 
worth's Ecclesiastical  Bit^aphy,  tor  an 
example  in  an  bumble  Welsh  lisbennan. 
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Page  695. 
"  Tht  gifl   exalting,  and  -aiitk  playful 


"On  toot  they  went,  and  took  Salis- 
bury in  their  way,  purposely  to  see  the 
good  Bishop,  who  made  Mr.  Hooker 
sit  at  his  own  table;  which  Mr.  Hooker 
boasted  of  with  much  joy  and  gratitude 
when  he  saw  his  mother  and  friends ;  and 
at  the  Bishop's  parting  with  him,  the 
Bishop  gave  him  good  counsel  and  his 
benediction,  but  forgot  to  give  him 
money ;  which  when  the  Bishop  had  coti' 
sidered,  he  sent  a  servant  in  all  haste  to 
call  Richaidback  to  him,  and  at  Richard's 
. return,  the  BishopsaidiD  him, '  Richard, 
I  sent  for  you  back  to  tend  you  a  horse 
which  hath  carried  me  many  a  mile,  and 
I  thank  God  with  much  ease,'  and 
presently  delivered  into  his  hand  a  walk- 
ing-staff, with  which  he  professed  he  had 
travelled  through  many  parts  of  Ger- 
many; and  he  said,  '  Richard,  I  do  not 
give,  but  tend  you  my  horse;  be  sure  you 
be  honest  and  bring  my  horse  back  to  me, 
at  your  return  this  way  to  Oxford.  And 
I  do  now  give  you  ten  groats  to  beaiyour 
charges  to  Exeter;  and  here  is  ten  groats 
more,  which  I  charge  you  to  deliver  to 
your  mother,  and  tell  her  I  send  her  a 
Bishop's  benediction  with  it,  and  beg  the 
continuanceof  her  prayers  for  me.  And 
if  you  bring  my  horse  back  to  me,  I  will 
give  you  ten  groats  more  to  carry  yon  on 
foot  lo  the  college;  andsoGod bless  you, 
good  Richard.'"  —  See  J^aton'i  Zi/?  0/ 
Richard  Hookir. 


A  common  device  in  religious  and  po- 
litical conflicts.  — See  Stryfii  in  support 
of  this  instanci 


Page  696, 

In  (his  age  a  word  cannot  be  said  in 
praise  of  Laud,  or  even  in  compassion  for 
hia  fate,  without  incurring  a  charge  of 
b^otry;  but  fearless  of  such  imputation, 
I  concur  with  Hume,  "  tlial  it  is  sufficient 
for  his  vindication  to  observe  that  his 
errors  were  the  most  excusable  of  all 
those  which  prevailed  during  that  zealous 
period."  A  key  to  the  right  understanding 
of  those  parts  of  his  conduct  that  brought 
the  most  odium  upon  him  in  his  own  time, 
may  be  found  in  the  following  passage  of 
his  speech  before  the  bar  of  the  House 
of  Peers: —  "  Ever  since  I  came  in  place, 
I  have  labored  nothing  more  than  thai 
the  external  publick  worship  of  God,  so 
much  slighted  in  divers  parts  of  this  king- 
dom, might  be  preserved,  and  that  with 


neglect  of  God's  service  in  the  outward 
face  of  it,  and  the  nasty  lying  of  many 
places  dedicated  to  that  service,  had  al- 
most cast  a  damp  upon  the  true  and  in- 
ward worship  of  God,  which  while  we 
live  in  the  body,  needs  external  helps,  and 
all  little  enough  to  keep  it  in  any  vigor." 

Page  7C«. 
"  The  Pilgrim  Fathers." 

American  episcopacy,  in  union  with 
the  church  in  England,  strictly  belongs 
to  the  general  subject;  and  I  here  make 
my  acknowledgments  to  niy  American 
friends  Bishop  Doane,  and  Mr.  Henry 
Reed  of  Philadelphia,  for  having  sug- 
gested to  me  the  propriety  of  adverting 
toil,  and  pointed  out  the  virtues  and  in- 
tellectual qualities  of  Bishop  White,  which 
so  eminently  fitted  him  lor  the  great  work 
he  undertook.  Bishop  White  was  con- 
secrated at  Lambeth,  Feb.  4,  1787,  by 
Archbishop  Moore;  and  before  his  long 
life  was  closed,  twenty-sin  bishops  had 
been  consecrated  in  America  by  himself. 
For  his  character  and  opinions,  see  his 
own  numerous  works,  and  a  "  Sermon  in 
commemoration  of  him,  by  George  Wash- 
ington Doane,  Bishop  of  New  Jersey." 
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Page  70 r. 

"  A  ginial  htarlh 

And  a  refined  ruslicily,  belong 
To  Ike  neat  mansion." 

Among  the  benetils  arising,  as  Mr. 
Coleridge  has  well  observed,  iiom  a 
Church  established  of  endowments  cor- 
responding with  the  wealth  ol  the  coun- 
try lo  which  it  belongs,  may  be  reckoned 
as  eminently  important  the  examples  of 
civility  and  refinement  which  the  clergy 
stationed  at  intervals  afford  to  the  whole 
people.  The  established  clergy  in  many 
ports  ol  England  have  long  been,  as  they 
continue  (o  be,  the  principal  bulwark 
against  barbarism,  and  the  link  which 
unites  the  sequestered  peasantry  with  the 
intellectual  advancement  of  the  age. 
Nor  is  it  below  the  dignity  ol  the  subject 
lo  observe  that  (heir  taste,  as  acting  upon 
rural  residences  and  scenery,  often  fur- 
nishes models  which  country  gentlemen, 
who  are  mote  at  liberty  to  follow  the 
caprices  of  fashion,  might  prolil  by. 
The  precincts  of  an  old  residence  must 
be  treated  by  ecclesiastics  with  respect, 
both  from  prudence  and  necessity.  I  re- 
member being  much  pleased,  some  years 
ago,  at  Rose  Castle,  the  rural  seat  of  the 
See  of  Carlisle,  with  a  style  of  garden 
and  architecture  which,  if  the  place  had 
belonged  (o  a  wealthy  layman,  would  no 
doubt  have  been  swepi  away.  A  par- 
sonage house  generally  stands  not  far 
Irom  the  church;  this  proximity  imposes 
favorable  restraints,  and  sometimes  sug- 
gests an  affecting  union  of  the  accommo- 
dations and  elegancies  of  life  with  the 
outward  signs  of  piety  and  mortality. 
With  pleasure  I  recall  to  mind  a  happy 
instance  of  this  in  the  residence  of  an 
old  and  much-valued  Friend  in  Oxford- 
shire. The  house  and  church  stand  par- 
allel to  each  other,  at  a  small  distance ;  a 
circular  lawn,  or  rather  grass-plot,  spreads 
between  them;  shrubs  and  trees  curve 
from  each  side  of  the  dwelling,  veiling, 
but  not  hiding,  the  church.  From  the 
front  of  this  dwelling  no  part  of  the 
burial-ground  is  seen;  but  as  you  wind 
by  the  side  of   the  shrubs  towards  the 


steeple-end  of  the  church,  the  eye  catches 
a  single,  small,  low,  monumental  head- 
stone,moss-grown,siiiking  into  and  gently 
incliningtowatdstheearth.  Advance, and 
the  churchyard,  populous  and  gay  with 
glittering  tomtstoaes,  open  upon  the 
view.  This  humble  and  beautiful  par- 
sonage called  forth  a  tribute,  for  which 
see  the  sonnet  entitled  "  A  Parsonage  in 
Oxfordshire,"  p.  672. 

Page  705.  Sonnet  kkXII. 
This  is  still  continued  in  many  churches 
in  Westmoreland.  It  takes  place  in  the 
month  of  July,  when  (he  floor  of  the 
stalls  is  strewn  with  fresh  rushes;  and 
hence  it  is  called  the  "  Rush -bearing." 

Page  706. 

"  Teackit^  us  to  forgei  them  or  for^vt." 

This  is  borrowed  from  an  affecting 
passage  in  Mr.  George  Dyer's  history  of 
Cambridge. 

——"hadvie,  like  ihem,  endured 
Sore  stress  of  apprehension ." 
See  Burnet,  who  is  usually  animated 
on  this  subject;  the  east  wind,  so  anx- 
iously  expected    and     prayed    lor,    was 
caDed  the  "  Protestant  wind." 

Page  707. 


The  Lutherans  have  retained  the  Cross 
within  their  churches :  il  is  to  be  t^relted 
that  we  have  not  done  the  same. 

Page  708, 
' '  Or  like  the  Alpine  Mount,  that  lakes  its 


Some  say  that  Monte  Rosa  takes  its 
name  from  a  belt  of  rock  at  its  summit 
. —  a  very  unpoetical  and  scarcely  a  prob- 
able supposition. 
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Page  7ZI. 

To  hoof  and jinger  mailed." 
Here  and  infra,  see  Forsyth. 

Page  723. 
"  SomelhiHg  Usi  than  joy  but  more  than 
dull  confetti. ' ' 

COUNTBSS  OF    WlNCHIl^EA. 

Page  727- 
"  Wild  Redbr/ast,"  elc. 

This  Sonnet,  as  Poetry,  explains  itself, 
yet  the  scene  of  the  incident  having  been 
a  wild  wood,  it  may  be  doubted,  as  a 
point  of  natural  history,  whether  the  bird 
was  aware  that  his  attentions  were  be- 
stowed upon  a  human,  or  even  a  living 
creature.  Bui  a  Redbreast  will  perch 
upon  the  fool  of  a  gardener  at  work,  and 
alight  on  the  handle  of  the  spade  when 
his  hand  is  half  upon  it  —  this  I  have 
seen.  And  under  my  own  roof  I  have 
witnessed  affecting  instances  of  the  crea. 
ture'a  friendly  visits  to  the  chambers  of 
sick  persons,  as  described  in  the  verses 
to  the  Redbreast,  page  851.  One  of 
these  welcome  intruders  used  frequently 
to  roost  upon  a  nail  in  the  wall,  frotn 
which  a  picture  had  hung,  and  was  ready, 
as  morning  came,  to  pipe  his  song  in  the 
hearing  of  the  Invalid,  who  had  been 
long  confined  to  her  room.  These  at- 
tachments to  a  particular  person,  when 
marked  and  continued,  used  to  be  reck- 
oned ominous;  but  the  superstition  is 
passing  away. 

Page  723. 
"  The  Wishing-gale." 

"  In  the  Vale  of  Giasmere,  by  the  side 
of  the  old  high-way  leading  to  Ambleside, 
is  a  gate  which,  time  out  of  mind,  has 
been  called  the  Wishing-gate." 

Having  been  told,  upon  what  I  thought 
good  authority,  that  this  gate  had  been 
destroyed,  and  the  opening,  where  it 
hung,  walled  up,  I  gave  vent  immediately 


to  my  feelings  in  these  stanias.  But 
going  to  the  place  some  time  afler,  I 
found,  with  much  delight,  my  old  favorite 
unmolested. 

Page  742.      ■ 
"  Descending  to  the  worm  in  charity." 
I  am  indebted,  here,  to  a  passage  in 
one  of  Mr.  Digby's  valuable  works. 

Page  748. 
"  The  Russian  Fugitive." 

Peter  Henry  Bruce,  having  given  in  his 
entertaining  Memoirs  ihesul^tanceof  this 
Tale,  affirms  Ihal,  besides  the  concurring 
reports  of  others,  he  had  the  story  from  the 
lady's  own  mouth. 

'Hie  Lady  Catherine,  mentioned  towards 
the  close,  is  the  famous  Catherine,  then 
bearing  that  name  as  the  acknowledged 
Wife  of  Peter  the  Great. 

Page  769. 
"  Highland  Hut." 

This  sonnet  describes  the  exterior  of  a 
Highland  hut,  as  often  seen  under  a 
morning  or  evening  sunshine.  To  the 
authoress  of  the  "  Address  to  (he  Wind," 
and  other  poems,  in  this  volume,  who 
was  my  fellow-traveller  in  this  lour,  I  am 
indebted  for  the  following  extract  from  her 
journal,  which  accurately  describes,  under 
particular  circumstances,  the  beautiful 
appearance  of  the  interior  of  one  of 
these  rude  habitations. 

"  On  our  return  from  the  Trosachs  the 
evening  began  to  darken,  and  it  rained  so 
heavily  that  we  were  completely  wet  be- 
fore we  had  come  two  miles,  and  it  was 
dark  when  we  landed  with  our  boatman, 
at  his  hut  upon  the  banks  of  Loch  Katrine. 
I  was  taint  from  cold:  the  good  woman 
had  provided,  according  to  her  promise, 
a  better  fire  than  we  had  found  in  the 
morning;  and,  indeed,  when  I  sat  down 
in  the  chimney-comer  of  her  smoky  biggin, 
I  thought  I  had  never  felt  more  comfort- 
able in  my  life;  a  pan  of  coffee  was  boil- 
ing for  us,  and  having  put  our  clothes  in 
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the  way  o(  drying,  we  all  sat  down  thank- 
ful fir  a  shelter.  We  could  not  prevail 
upon  our  boatman,  the  master  of  the 
house,  to  draw  near  [he  fire,  though  he 
was  cold  and  wet,  or  to  sufier  his  wife  to 
get  him  dry  clothes  till  she  had  served  us, 
which  she  did  most  willir^ly,  though  not 
very  expeditiously. 

"  A  Cumberland  man  of  the  same  rank 
would  not  have  bad  such  a  ooLion  of  what 
was  fit  and  right  in  his  own  house,  or,  if 
he  had,  one  would  have  accused  him  of 
servility;  but  in  the  Highlander  it  only 
seemed  Uke  politeness  (however  erro- 
neous and  painful  to  us),  naturally  grow- 
ing out  of  the  dependence  at  the  inferiors 
of  the  clan  upon  their  laird;  he  did  not, 
however,  refuse  to  let  his  wife  bring  out 
the  whiskey  bottle  lor  his  refreshment,  at 
our  request,  'She  keeps  a  dram,'  as 
the  phrase  is :  indeed,  I  believe  there  is 
scarcely  a  lonely  house  by  the  wayside, 
in  Scotland,  where  travelleis  may  not  be 
accommodated  with  a  dram.  We  asked 
for  sugar,  butter,  barley-bread,  and  milk* 
and,  with  a  smile  and  a  stare  more  of 
kindness  than  wonder,  she  replied, 
'Ye '11  get  that,'  bringing  each  article 
separately.  We  caroused  our  cups  of 
coffee,  laughing  like  childien  at  the 
strange  atmosphere  In  which  we  were: 
the  smoke  came  in  gusts,  and  spread 
along  the  walls;  and  above  out  heads  in 
the  chimney  (where  the  hens  were  roost- 
ing) it  appeared  like  clouds  in  the  sky. 
We  lai^hed  and  laughed  again,  in  spite 
of  (he  smarting  of  our  eyes,  yet  had  a 
quieter  pleasure  in  observing  the  beauty 
of  (he  beams  and  ratters  gleaming  be- 
tween the  clouds  of  smoke:  they  had 
been  crusted  over  and  varnished  by  many 
winters,  till,  where  the  firelight  fell  upon 
them,  they  had  become  as  glossy  as  black 
rocks,  on  a  sunny  day,  cased  in  ice- 
When  we  had  eaten  our  supper  we  sat 
about  half  an  hour,  and  I  think  I  never 
felt  so  deeply  the  blessing  of  a  hospita- 
ble welcome  and  a  warm  fire.  The  man 
of  the  house  repeated  from  time  to  time 
e  should  often  tell  of  this  night 
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turning  in  the  boat,  ventured  to  say  was 
'bonnier  than  Loch  Lomond."  Our 
companion  from  the  Trosachs,  who,  it 
appeared,  was  an  Edinburgh  drawing- 
master  going,  during  the  vacation,  on  a 
pedestrian  tour  to  John  O'Groat's  House, 
was  to  sleep  in  the  barn  with  my  fellow- 
travellers,  where  the  man  said  he  had 
plenty  of  dry  hay.  I  do  not  believe  that 
(he  hay  of  the  Highlands  is  ever  very 
dry,  hut  this  year  it  had  a  better  chance 
than  usual:  wet  or  dry,  however,  (he 
next  morning  they  said  they  had  slept 
comfortably.  When  I  went  to  bed,  the 
mistress,  desiring  me  to  'go  bett,'  at- 
tended me  with  a  candle,  and  assured  me 
that  the  bed  was  dry,  though  not  '  sic  as 
1  had  been  used  to.'  It  was  of  chaff; 
there  were  two  others  in  the  room,  a 
cupboard  and  two  chests,  upon  one  of 
which  stood  milk  in  wooden  vessels  cov- 
ered over.  The  walls  of  the  house  were 
of  stone  unplastered;  it  consisted  of  three 
apartments,  the  cow-house  at  one  end, 
the  kitchen  or  house  in  the  middle,  and 
the  spence  at  the  other  end;  the  rooms 
were  divided,  not  up  to  the  rigging,  but 
only  to  the  beginning  of  the  roof,  so  that 
there  was  a  free  passage  for  light  and 
smoke  from  one  end  of  the  house  to  the 
other.  I  went  to  bed  some  time  before 
the  rest  of  the  family;  the  door  was  shut 
between  us,  and  they  had  a  bright  fire, 
which  I  could  not  see,  hut  the  light  it 
sent  up  amongst  the  varnished  rafters  and 
beams,  which  crossed  each  other  in  almost 
as  intricate  and  fantastic  a  manner  as  I 
have  seen  (he  underboughs  of  a  large 
heech-tree  withered  by  (he  depth  of 
shade  above,  produced  the  most  beautiful 
efiect  that  can  beconceived.  It  was  like 
what  I  should  suppose  an  underground 
cave  or  temple  to  be  with  a  dripping  or 
moist  roof,  and  the  moonlight  entering  in 
upon  it  by  some  means  or  other;  and  yet 
the  colors  were  more  hke  those  of  melted 
gems.  I  lay  looking  up  (ill  the  Ughl  of 
the  fire  faded  away,  and  the  man  and  his 
wife  and  child  had  crept  into  their  bed 
at  (he  other  end  of  the  room;  I  did  not 
sleep  much,  but  passed  a  comfortable 
night;  for  my  bed.  though  bard,  was 
warm  and  clean :  the  unusualness  of  my 
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siluation  prevented  me  from  sleeping.  I 
could  hear  the  waves  beat  against  (he 
shore  ot  the  lake;  a  lillle  rill  dose  to  the 
door  made  a  mucli  louder  noise,  and, 
when  I  sat  up  in  my  bed,  I  could  see  the 
lake  through  an  open  window-place  at 
(he  bed's  head.  Add  to  this,  it  rained 
all  night.  I  was  less  occupied  by  remem- 
brance of  the  Trosaehs,  beautiful  as  they 
were,  than  tbe  vision  of  the  Highland 
hut,  which  I  could  not  get  out  ol  my 
head;  I  thought  ol  the  Faeryland  of 
Spenser,  and  what  I  had  read  in  romance 
at  other  times;  and  then  what  a  least  it 
would  be  lor  a  London  Pantomime -maker 
could  he  but  transplant  it  to  Drury-lane, 
with  all  its  beautiful  colors!  "  -~MS. 

Page  769. 

"  Once  on  those  steep!  I  roamed.  " 
The  followii^  is  from  the  same  MS., 
and  gives  an  account  ol  the  visit  to  Both- 
well  Castle  here  alluded  to: 

"  It  was  exceedingly  delightful  10  enter 
thus  unexpectedly  upon  such  a  beaatiful 
region.  The  castle  stands  nobly,  over- 
looking the  Clyde.  When  we  came  up 
to  it,  I  was  hurt  to  see  that  flower-borders 
had  taken  place  of  the  natural  overgrow- 
ings  of  the  ruin,  the  scattered  stones, 
and  wild  plants.  It  is  a  large  and  grand 
pile  of  red  freestone,  harmonizing  per- 
fectly with  the  rocks  of  the  river,  from 
which,  DO  doubt,  it  has  been  hewn. 
When  I  was  a  little  accustomed  to  the 
unnaturalness  of  a  modern  garden,  I 
could  not  help  admiring  the  excessive 
beauty  and  luxuriance  ol  some  of  the 
plants,  particularly  the  purple -flowered 
clematis,  and  a  broad-leafed  creeping 
plant  without  flowers,  which  scrambled 
up  the  castte  wall,  along  with  the  ivy, 
and  spread  its  vine-like  branches  so  lav- 
ishly that  it  seemed  to  be  in  its  natural 
situation,  and  one  could  not  help  think- 
ing thai,  though  not  self-planted  among 
the  ruins  of  this  country,  it  must  some- 
where have  its  native  abode  in  such 
places.  li  Bothwelt  Castle  had  not  been 
close  to  the  Douglas  mansion,  we  should 
have  been  disgusted  with  the  possessor's 
miserable  conception  of  ii/ornin^  such  a 
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venerable  ruin;  but  it  is  so  very  near  to 
the  house,  that  of  necessity  the  pleasure- 
grounds  must  have  extended  beyond  it, 
and  perhaps  (he  neatness  of  a  shaven 
lawn,  and  the  complete  desolation  natural 
to  a  ruin,  might  have  made  an  unpleas- 
ing  contrast;  and,  besides  being  within 
the  precincts  of  the  pleasure-grounds, 
and  so  very  near  to  the  dwelling  of  a 
noble  family,  it  has  forfeited,  in  some 
degree,  its  independent  majesty,  and  be- 
comes a  tributary  to  the  mansion;  its 
solitude  being  interrupted,  it  has  no 
longer  the  command  over  the  mind  in 
sending  it  back  into  past  times,  or  ex- 
cluding the  ordinary  feelings  which  we 
bear  about  us  in  daily  life.  We  had  then 
only  to  regret  that  the  castle  and  the 
house  were  so  near  to  each  other;  and  it 
was  impossible  not  to  regret  it;  for  the 
ruin  presides  in  state  over  the  river,  far 
from  city  or  town,  as  if  it  might  have  a 
peculiar  privilege  to  preserve  its  memo- 
rials of  past  ages,  and  maintain  its  own 
character  forcenturies  to  come.  We  sat 
upon  a  bench  under  the  high  trees,  and 
had  beautiful  views  of  the  different 
reaches  of  the  river,  above  and  below. 
On  the  opposite  bank,  which  is  finely 
wooded  with  elms  and  other  trees,  are 
the  remains  of  a  priory  built  uponarock; 
and  rock  aod  luin  are  so  blended,  that  it 
is  impossible  to  separate  the  one  from  the 
other.  Nothing  can  be  more  beautiful 
than  the  little  remnant  of  this  holy  place; 
elm-trees  (for  we  were  near  enough  to 
distinguisli  them  by  their  branches  )  grow 
out  of  the  walls,  and  overshadow  a  small, 
but  very  el^anl  window-  It  can  scarcely 
be  conceived  what  a  grace  the  castle  and 
priory  imparl  to  each  other;  and  the  river 
Clyde  flows  on,  smooth  and  unruffled, 
below,  seeming  to  my  thoughts  more  in 
harmony  with  the  sober  and  stately  images 
of  former  times,  than  if  it  bad  roared  over 
a  rocky  channel,  forcing  its  sound  upon 
the  ear.  It  blended  gently  with  the 
warbling  o(  the  smaller  birds,  and  the 
chattering  of  the  larger  ones  that  had 
made  their  nests  in  (he  ruins.  In  this 
fortress  the  chief  of  the  English  nobility 
were  confined  after  the  battle  ol  Ban- 
nockburn.     If  a  man  11  to  be  a  prisoner. 
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he  scarcely  could  have  a  maze  pleasant 
place  to  solace  his  caplivity ;  but  1  thought 
that,  for  close  confinemetit,  I  should  pre- 
fei  the  banks  ol  a  lake,  or  the  seaside. 
The  greatest  charm  of  a  brook  or  rivei  is 
in  the  liberty  to  pursue  it  through  its 
windings;  you  can  then  lake  it  in  what- 
ever mood  you  like;  silent  or  noisy, 
sportive  or  quiet.  The  beauties  of  a 
brook  or  river  must  be  sought,  and  the 
pleasure  is  in  going  in  search  ot  them; 
those  ot  a  lake  or  of  the  sea  come  lo  you 
of  themselves.  These  rude  warriors 
caied  little,  perhaps,  about  either;  and 
yet,  if  one  may  judge  from  the  writings 
of  Chaucer  and  from  the  old  romances, 
more  interesting  passions  were  connected 
with  natural  objects  in  the  days  of  chivalry 
than  now;  though  going  in  search  of 
scenery,  asit  iscalled,  had  not  then  been 
thought  of.  I  had  previously  heard  noth- 
ing of  Bothwell  Castle,  at  least  nothing 
that  I  remembered;  therefore,  perhaps, 
my  pleasure  was  greater,  compaj^d  with 
what  I  received  elsewhere,  than  others 
might  feel."  — ^/5.  Journal. 

Page  771. 
" Ilarfi-horn  Tree." 
"  In  the  time  of  the  first  Robert  de 
QiHord.intheyear  J333or  1334,  Edward 
Baliol,  king  of  Scotland,  came  into  West- 
moreland, and  stayed  some  time  with 
the  said  Robert  at  his  castles  of  Appleby, 
Hiougham,  and  Pendiagon.  And  during 
that  time  they  ran  a  stag  by  a  single  grey- 
hound out  of  Whinfell  Park  lo  Redkirk, 
in  Scotland,  and  back  again  to  this  place; 
where,  being  both  spent,  the  st^  leaped 
over  the  pales,  but  died  on  the  other  side; 
and  the  greyhound,  attempting  to  leap, 
tell,  and  died  on  the  contrary  side.  In 
memory  of  this  (act  the  stag's  horns  were 
nailed  upon  a  tree  just  liy,  and  (the  dog 
buing  named  Hercules)  this  rhythm  was 
made  upon  them: 

'  Heicules  kill  id  Han  a  crust. 

And  Hart  a  greest  killed  Hercules.' 


of  time  were  almost  grown  over  by  the 
growth  of  the  tree,  and  another  pair  was 
put  up  in  their  place."  —  Nichohoa  and 
Burni's  History  of  Westmoreland  and 
Cumberland. 

The  tree  has  now  disappeared,  but  I 
well  remember  its  imposing  appearance 
asit  stood,  in  a  decayed  state,  by  the  side 
of  the  highroad  leading  from  Penrith 
to  Appleby.  This  whole  neighborhood 
abounds  in  interesting  traditions  and  ves- 
tiges of  antiquity,  viz.  Julian's  Bower; 
Brougham  and  Penrith  Castles;  Penrith 
Beacon,  and  the  curious  remains  in  Pen- 
rith Churchyard;  Arthur's  Round  Table, 
and,  close  by,  Maybrough;  the  encava- 
tion.  called  the  Giant's  Cave,  on  the 
hanks  of  the  Emont;  Long  Meg  and  her 
Daughters,  near  Eden,  etc. 


Page  784. 
"But  if  thou  {like  Coeytus,"  etc.) 
Many  years  ago,  when  I  was  at  Greta 
Bridge,  in  Yorkshire,  the  hostess  of  the 
inn,  proud  of  her  skill  in  etymology,  said, 
that  "the  name  of  the  river  was  taken 
from  the  bridge,  the  form  of  which,  as 
every  one  must  notice,  exactly  resembled 
a  great  A."  Dr.  Whitaker  has  derived 
it  from  the  word  of  common  occurrence 
in  the  north  of  England,  "to  greet;'" 
signifying  to  lament  aloud,  mostly  with 
weeping:  a  conjecture  rendered  more 
probable  from  the  stony  and  rocky  chan- 
nel of  both  the  Cumberland  and  York- 
shire rivers.  The  Cumberland  Gieta, 
though  it  does  not,  among  the  country 
people,  take  up  thai  name  till  within 
three  miles  of  its  disappearance  in  the 
river  Derwent,  may  be  considered  as 
having  its  source  in  the  mountain  cove 
of  Wythbutn,  and  thence  flowing  through  . 
Thirlmere.  The  beautiful  features  of 
that  lake  are  known  only  to  those  who, 
travelling  between  Grasmere   and    Kes. 


the  opposite  side  of  the  lake,  hav 
ceeded  with  it  on  the  right  hand. 

The  channel  ol  the  Greta,  immediately 
above  Keswick,  has,  for  the  purposes  of 
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building,  been  in  a  gieal  measuie  cleared 
of  the  immense  stottes  which,  by  their 
concussion  Id  high  floods,  produced  the 
loud  and  awiul  noises  described  in  the 

"The  scenery  upon  this  river,"  says 
Mr.  Southeyin  his  Collo<iuies,  "where 
it  passes  under  the  woody  side  of  latri^, 
is  of  (he  finest  and  most  rememberable 

Occurremque  eibi  vnnlurai  upidt  imdu.'  " 

Page  785. 
"  By  hooded  Votareises,"  ilc. 
Attached  to  the  church  of  Brigham  was 
formerly  a  chantry,  which  held  a  moiety 
of  the  manor;  and  in  the  decayed  par- 
sonage some  vestiges  of  monastic  archi- 
tecture are  still  to  be  seen. 

Page  786. 

•■  Mary  Quein  of  Seels  landing  at 
WoTkingtott" 

"The  fears  and  impatience  of  Mary 
were  so  great,"  says  Robertson,  "that 
she  got  into  a  fisher-boat,  and  with  about 
twenty  attendants  landed  at  Workington, 
in  Cumberland;  and  thence  she  was  con- 
ducted with  many  marks  of  respect  to 
Carlisle."  The  apartment  in  which  the 
Queen  had  slept  at  Workington  Hall 
(where  she  was  received  by  Sit  Henry 
Curwen  as  became  hei  rank  and  misfor- 
tunes) was  long  preserved,  out  of  respect 
to  her  memory,  as  she  had  left  it;  and 
one  cannot  but  regret  that  some  neces- 
sary alterations  in  the  mansion  could  not 
be  effected  without  its  destruction. 


Page  786. 
St.  Bees'  Heads,  anciently  called  the 
Cliff  of  Baruth,  are  a  conspicuous  sea- 
mark for  all  vessels  sailing  in  the  N.E. 
parts  of  the  Irbh  Sea.  In  a  bay,  one 
side  of  which  is  formed  by  the  southern 
headland,  stands  the  village  of  St.  Bees; 
a   place   distinguished,  from   very  early 
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times,  for  its  religious  and  scholastic  loun- 
dalions. 

"St.  Bees,"  say  Nicholson  and  Burns, 
"  had  its  name  from  Bega,  an  holy  woman 
from  Ireland,  who  is  said  to  have  founded 
here,  about  the  year  of  our  Lord  650, 
a  small  monastery,  where  afterwards  a 
church  was  built  in  memory  of  her. 

"The  aforesaid  religious  house,  being 
destroyed  by  the  Danes,  was  restored  by 
Wiliiam  de  Meschiens,  son  of  Ranulph, 
and  brother  of  Ranulph  de  Meschiens, 
first  Ear!  of  Cumberland  after  the  Con- 
quest; and  made  a  cell  of  a  prior  and 
six  BenedicUne  monks  to  the  Abbey  of 
St.  Mary  at  York." 

Several  traditions  of  miracles,  con- 
nected with  the  foundation  of  the  first 
of  these  religious  houses,  survive  among 
the  people  of  the  ne^hborhood;  one  of 
which  is  alluded  to  in  these  Stanzas;  and 
another,  of  a  somewhat  bolder  and  mote 
peculiar  character,  has  furnished  the  sub- 
ject of  a  spirited  poem  b^  the  Rev  R, 
Parkinson,  M.A.,  late  Divinity  Lecturer 
of  St.  Bees'  College,  and  now  Fellow  of 
the  Collegiate  Church  of  Manchester, 

After  the  dissolution  of  the  monas- 
teries. Archbishop  Grindal  founded  a 
free  school  at  St.  Bees,  from  which  the 
counties  of  Cumberland  and  Westmore- 
land have  derived  great  benefit;  and  re- 
cently, under  the  patronage  of  the  Earl 
of  Lonsdale,  a  college  has  been  estab- 
lished there  lor  the  education  of  ministers 
for  the  English  Church.  The  old  Conven- 
tual Chutdi  has  been  repaired  under  the 
superintendence  of  (he  Rev.  Dr.  Ainger, 
the  Head  of  the  College,  and  is  well 
worthy  of  being  visited  by  any  strangers 
who  might  be  led  to  the  neighborhood  of 
this  celebrated  spot. 

The  form  of  stanza  in  this  Poem,  and 
something  in  the  style  of  versification, 
are  adopted  from  the  "  St.  Monica,"  a 
poem  of  much  beauty  upon  a  monastic 
subject,  by  Charlotte  Smith:  a  lady  to 
whom  Ei^lisb  verse  is  under  greater 
obligations  than  ate  likely  to  be  either 
acknowledged  or  remembered.  She  wrote 
little,  and  that  little  unambitiously,  but 
with  true  feeling  for  rural  nature,  at  a 
time  when  nature  was  not  much  regarded 
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by  English  Poets;   lor  in  point  of  time 
her  earlier  writings  preceded,  I  believe, 
those  of  Cowper  and  Burns- 
Page  7S7. 
"  Arinol,  in  sooth,  Ihiir  Rtq-uicms  sacred 

lam  aware  that  I  am.  here  treading 
upon  tender  ground ;  but  to  the  intelligent 
reader  I  teel  that  no  anology  is  due. 
The  prayers  of  survivors,  during  passion- 
ale  grief  for  the  recent  loss  of  relatives 
and  friends,  as  the  object  of  those  pray- 
ers could  no  longer  be  the  suffering  body 
of  the  dying,  would  naturally  be  ejacu- 
lated for  the  souls  of  the  departed;  (he 
barriers  between  the  two  worlds  dissolving 
before  ihepower  of  love  and  faith.  The 
ministers  of  religion,  from  their  habitual 
attendance  upon  sick-beds,  would  be  daily 
wilnesaes  of  these  benign  results;  and 
hence  would  be  strongly  tempted  to  aim 
al  giving  to  them  permanence,  by  em- 
bodying them  in  riles  and  ceremonies, 
recurring  at  stated  periods-  All  this,  as 
it  was  in  course  of  nature,  so  was  it 
blameless  and  even  praiseworthy;  some 
of  its  ejects,  in  that  rude'state  of  society, 
could  not  but  be  salutary.  No  reflecting 
person,  however,  can  view  without  sor- 
row the  abuses  which  rose  out  of  thus 
formalizing  sublime  instincts,  and  dis- 
interested movements  of  passion,  and 
perverting  them  into  means  of  gratifying 
the  ambition  and  rapacity  of  the  priest- 
hood. But,  while  we  deplore  and  are 
indignant  at  these  abuses,  it  would  be  a 
great  mistake  if  we  impuled  the  origin 
of  the  offices  to  prospective  selfishness 
on  the  part  of  the  monks  and  clei^: 
they  were  at  first  sincere  in  their  sympa- 
thy, and  in  their  degree  dupes  rather  of 
their  own  creed,  than  artful  and  design- 
ing men.  Charity  is,  upon  the  whole, 
the  safest  guide  that  we  can  take  in 
judging  our  fellow-men,  whether  of  past 
ages  or  ol  the  present  time- 

P^e  790. 

"  Andlhty  art  hd  by  tioblr  Ilillary." 

The  TowEB  OF  Refuge,  an  ornament 

to    Douglas    Bay,    was    erected    chiefly 


through  the  humanity  and  zeal  of  bir 
William  Hillary;  and  he  also  was  the 
founder  of  the  lifeboat  estahlishmenl  at 
that  place;  by  which,  under  his  superin- 
tendence, and  often  by  his  exertions  at 
the  imminent  hazard  of  his  own  life, 
many  seamen  and  passengers  have  been 

Page  791. 

"  By  a  retired  Mariner." 
This  unpretending  sonnet  is  by  a 
gentleman  nearly  connected  with  me,  and 
I  hope,  as  it  falls  so  easily  into  its  place, 
that  both  the  writer  and  the  reader  will 
excuse  its  appearance  here- 


Page  791. 
"  Offwilhyon  cloud,  oldSnafell!" 
The  summit  ol  this  mountain  is  well 
chosen  by  Cowley  as  (he  scene  of  the 
"Vision."  In  which  the  spectral  angel 
discourses  with  him  concerning  the  gov- 
ernment of  Oliver  Cromwell.  "  I  found 
myself,"  says  he,  "on  the  top  of  that 
famous  hill  in  the  Island  Mona,  which  has 
the  prospect  of  three  great,  and  not  long 
since  most  happy,  kingdoms.  As  soon 
as  ever  I  looked  upon  them,  they  called 
(orlh  the  sad  representation  of  all  the 
sins  and  all  the  miseries  that  had  over- 
whelmed them  these  twenty  years."  It 
is  not  to  be  denied  that  the  changes  now 
in  progress,  and  the  passions,  and  the 
way  in  which  they  work,  strikingly  re- 
semble those  whith  led  to  the  disasters 
Ihephilosophic  writer  so  feelingly  bewails. 
God  grant  that  the  resemblance  may  not 
become  still  more  striking  as  months  and 
years  advance  1  . 

Page  793. 

"  On  revisiting  Dunolly  Castle." 

This  ingenious  piece  of  workmanship, 
as  I  afterwards  learned,  had  been  exe- 
cuted for  their  own  amusement  by  some 
laborers  employed  about  the  place. 


^cb,  Google 


Page  795. 
"  Caveof  Staffa." 
The  reader  maybe  templed  to  exclaim, 
"  How  came  this  and  the  two  following 
sonnets  to  be  written,  after  the  dissatis- 
faction expressed  in  the  precedii^  one?  " 
In   fact,   at   the   risk   of    incurring  the 
leasonable  displeasure  of  the  master  of 
the  steamboat,  I  returned  to  the  cave, 
and  explored  it  under  ciicumstances  more 
favorable  to  those   imaginative   impres- 
sions which  it  is  so  woadetfully  fitted  to 
make  upon  the  mind- 
Page  795. 
'  ^Hopt  sm  iUdviken  your  nativity  teas  cast. 
Children  of  Summer  !  " 

Upon  the  head  of  the  columns  which 
form  the  front  of  the  Cave  rests  a  body  of 
decomposed  basaltic  matter,  which  was 
richly  decoraled  with  that  large  bright 
flower,  the  ox-eyed  daisy.  I  had  noticed 
the  same  flower  growing  with  profusion 
among  the  bold  rocks  on  the  western 
coast  of  the  Isle  of  Man;  making  a  bril- 
liant contrast  with  (heir  black  and  gloomy 

Page  79S. 


The  four  last  lines  of  this  s< 
adopted   from  a  well-known  s 
Russel,  as  conveying  my  feeling  better 
than  any  words  of  my  own  could  do. 

Page  797. 

"  Yf I  filched  from  Paradise." 

Il  is  to  be  (eared  that  there  is  more  of 
the  poet  than  the  sound  etymologist  in 
this  derivation- of  the  name  Eden,  On 
the  western  coast  of  Cumberland  is  a 
rivulet  which  enters  the  sea  at  Moresby, 
known  also  in  the  neighborhood  by  the 
name  of  Eden.  May  not  (he  latter 
syllable  come  from  the  word  Dean, 
a  valley?  Langdale,  near  Ambleside, 
is  by  the   inhabitants   called   Langden. 


EH.  937 

The  former  syllable  occurs  in  ihe  name 
Emont,  a  principal  feeder  of  the  Eden; 
and  (he  stream  which  flows,  when  the 
tide  is  out,  over  Cartmel  Sands  is  called 
the  Ea  —  eau,  French  —  aqua,  Latin. 

Page  799. 
"  Canal,  and  Viaduct,  and  Railway, 
tell!" 
At  Corby,  a  few  miles  below  Nunnery, 
the  Eden  is  crossed  by  a  magnificent  via- 
duct; and  another  of  these  works  is 
thrown  over  a  deep  glen  or  ravine  at  a 
very  short  distance  from  the  main  stream. 

Page  799. 
"  A  vreight  of  awe,  not  easy  to  be  iorne." 
The  daughters  of  long  Meg,  placed  in 
a  perfect  circle  eighty  yards  in  diameter, 
are  seventy-two  in  number  above  ground; 
a  little  way  out  of  the  circle  stands  Long 
Meg  herself,  a  single  stone,  eighteen  feet 
high.  When  I  first  saw  this  monument, 
as  1  came  on  it  by  surprise,  I  might  over- 
rate its  importance  as  an  object;  but, 
though  it  will  not  bear  a  comparaon 
with  Stonehenge,  I  must  say,  I  have  not 
seen  any  other  relique  of  those  dark 
^es  which  can  pretend  to  rival  it  in 
singularity  and  dignity  of  appearance. 

FageSoo. 
"  To  the  Earl  of  Lonsdale." 
This  sonnet  was  written  immediately 
after  certain  trials  which  took  place  at 
the  Cumberland  Assizes,  when  the  Earl 
of  Lonsdale,  in  consequence  of  repeated 
and  long-continued  attacks  upon  his 
character  through  the  local  press,  had 
thought  it  right  to  prosecute  the  conduc- 
tors and  proprietors  of  three  several 
journals.  A  verdict  of  libel  was  given 
in  one  case;  and,  in  the  others,  the 
prosecutions  were  withdrawn,  upon  (he 
individuals  retracting  and  disavowing  the 
chaises,  expressing  regret  that  they  had 
been  made,  and  promising  to  abstai« 
from  the  like  in  future. 
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Page  814. 

"  Fromtht  most  gtnlle  a-eature  nursed  in 
fields." 
This  way  ot  indicating  the  name  of  my 
lamented  friend  has  been  found  fault 
with)  peihaps  lightly  soi  but  I  may  say 
in  justification  of  the  double  sense  of  the 
word,  thai  similar  allusions  are  not  un- 
common in  epitaphs.  One  of  the  best  in 
our  language  in  verse  I  ever  read,  was 
upon  a  person  who  bore  the  name  of 
Palmer;  and  the  course  of  the  [bought, 
(hroughoul,  turned  upon  the  Life  ot  the 
Departed,  considered  as  a  pilgrimage. 
Nor  can  I  think  that  the  objection  in  (he 
present  case  will  have  much  force  with 
any  one  who  remembers  Charles  Lamb's 
beautiful  sonnet  addressed  I0  his  own 
name,  and  ending  — 


"Nod 


Walter  Scolt  . 
S.  T.  Coleridge 
Charles  Lamb 
Geo.  Crabbe 
Felicia  Hetnans 


dL  shame  thee,  ^Dtle 


died  Sept.  II,  1832 

..  Ju'y  85.  1834 

„  Dec.  27,  1S34 
.1  Feb,  3,  1832 
„     May  16,  1835 


These  words  were  quoted  lo  me  from 
"Yarrow  Unvisited  "  by  Sir  Walter  Scott 
when  I  visited  bim  at  Abbotsford,  a  day 
or  two  before  his  departure  for  Italy; 
and  the  affecting  condition  in  which  he 
was  when  he  looked  upon  Rome  from 
the  Janicular  Mount,  was  reported  <o  me 
by  a  lady  who  had  the  honor  of  conduct- 
ing him  Ihilher. 

Page  S27. 

"His  sefiulehral  verse." 


thus  describing  the  epitaphs  ol  Chiabieia 
he  will  find  lianslated  specimens  ot  then 
on  pages  441-443- 


' '  Aquapendenle." 

It  would  be  ungenerous  not  to  advert 
to  the  religious  movement  that,  since  the 
composition  of  these  verses  in  1S37,  has 
made  itself  fell,  mote  or  less  strongly, 
throughout  the  English  Church; — a 
movement  thai  takes,  for  its  first  princi- 
ple, a  devout  deference  lo  the  voice  of 
Christian  antiquity,  tl  is  not  my  office 
to  pass  judgment  on  questions  ot  theo- 
logical detail;  but  my  own  repugnance  to 
the  spirit  and  system  of  Romanism  has 
been  so  repeatedly  and,  I  trust,  feelingly 
expressed,  that  I  shall  not  be  suspected 
oi  a  leaning  that  way,  if  I  do  not  join  in 
the  grave  charge,  thrown  out,  perhaps  in 


the    1 


irsy,    agains 


learned  and  pious  men  to  whose  labors  I 
allude.  I  speak  apart  from  controversy; 
but,  with  strong  faith  in  the  moral  temper 
which  would  elevate  the  present  by  doing 
reverence  to  the  past,  I  would  draw 
cheerful  auguries  tor  the  English  Church 
from  this  movement,  as  likely  to  restore 
among  us  a  tone  of  piety  more  earnest 
and  real  than  that  produced  by  the  mere 
formalities  ot  the  understanding,  refusing, 
in  a  degree  which  I  cannot  but  lament, 
that  its  own  temper  and  judgment  shall 
be  controlled  by  those  ot  antiquity. 


Page  829. 

Within  a  couple  of  hours  of  my  arrival 
at  Rome,  I  saw  from  Monte  Pincio  the 
Fine  tree  as  described  in  the  Sonnet; 
and,  while  expressing  admiration  at  the 
beauty  of  its  appearance,  I  was  told  by 
an  acquaintance  of  my  fellow-traveller, 
who  happened  lo  join  us  at  the  moment, 
Ihal  a  price  bad  been  paid  tor  it  by  the 
late  Sir  G.  Beaumont,  upon  condition 
that  the  proprietor  should  not  act  upon 
his  known  intention  ot  cutting  it  down. 


:.bv  Google 


P^e  834. 
"  Camaldoli.'- 

This  famous  saocluaj:;  was  the  original 
eslablishnienl  ot  Sainl:  Roniualdo,  (01 
Rumwald,  as  our  anceslors  Sflxoniied  ihe 
name)  in  the  nth  century,  Ihe  ground 
(campo)  being  given  by  Count  Maldo. 
The  Camaldolensi,  however,  have  spread 
wide  as  a  branch  of  Benediclines,  and 
may  therefore  be  classed  among  the 
erndtmen  ol  the  monastic  orders.  The 
society  comprehends  two  orders,  monks 
and  hermits;  symbolized  by  their  arms, 
(wo  doves  drinking  out  of  the  same  cup. 
The  monastery  in  which  the  monks  here 
reside  is  beautifully  situated,  but  a  large 
unattractive  edifice,  not  unlike  a  factory. 
The  hermitage  is  placed  in  a  loftier  and 
wider  region  of  the  loresl.  It  compre- 
hends between  twenty  and  thirty  distinct 
residences,  each  including  for  its  sin^e 
hermit  an  inclosed  piece  ot  ground  and 
three  very  small  apartments.  There  are 
days  of  indulgence  when  the  hermit  may 
quit  his  cell,  and  when  old  age  arrives 
he  descends  from  the  mountain  and  takes 
his  abode  among  Ihe  monks. 

My  companion  had  in  the  year  1831 
(alien  in  with  Ihe  monk,  the  subject  of 
these  two  sonnets,  who  showed  him  his 
abode  among  ihe  hermits.  Il  is  from 
him  (hat  I  received  the  following  partiC' 
ulars.  He  was  then  about  (oily  years  ot 
age,  but  his  appearance  was  that  of  an 
older  man.  He  had  been  a  painter  by 
profession,  but  on  (aking  orders  changed 
his  name  from  Santi  toRaffaello,  perhaps 
with  an  unconscious  reference  as  well  <o 
(he  great  Saniio  d'Urbino  as  to  Ihe  arch- 
angel. He  assured  my  friend  that  he 
had  been  thirteen  years  in  the  hermitage 
and  had  never  known  melancholy  or 
ennui.  In  the  little  recess  for  study  and 
prayei,  there  was  a  small  collection  of 
books.  "I  readonly,"  said  he,  "books 
of  asceticism  and  mystical  theology." 
On  beii^  asked  the  names  of  the  most 
famous  mystics,  he  enumerated  Stara- 
miili,  San  Giovanni  deila  Croce,  SI. 
Dionysius  Ike  AreopagiU  (supposing  (he 
work  which  bears  his  name  lo  be  really 


his),  and  with  peculiar  emphasis  ^iVa rob 
di  Saa  Villori.  The  works  of  Saial 
Theresa  are  also  in  high  repute  amoi^ 

some  of  my  readers. 

We  heard  that  Raffaello  was  then  living 
in  the  convent;  my  friend  sought  in  vain 
(o  renew  his  acquain(ance  wi(h  him.  I[ 
was  probably  a  day  of  seclusion.  The 
reader  will  perceive  that  these  sonnets 
were  supposed  10  be  written  when  he  was 
a  young  man. 

Page  835. 

"What  aim  had  thiy,lhs  Pair  of Moaks." 

In  justice  10  the  Benedictines  of  Camal- 
doli.  by  whom  strangers  are  so  hospitably 
enlerlained,  I  feel  obliged  10  notice  that 
I  saw  among  them  no  other  figures  at  all 
resembling,  in  size  and  complexion,  the 
two  monks  described  in  this  Sonnet. 
What  was   (heii  office,  or   the    motive 


proached  without  being  carried  in  this  or 
some  other  way,  a  feeling  of  delicacy 
prevented  me  from  inquiring.  An  ac- 
count has  before  been  given  of  the  her- 
mitage they  were  about  (o  en[ei.  It  was 
visited  by  us  towards  the  end  of  Ihe 
month  of  May;  yel  snow  was  lying  thick 
under  Ihe  pine-trees,  within  a  few  yards 
of  the  gate. 

P^e  835. 

"At  Vallombrosa." 

The  name  of  Milton  ts  pleasingly  con- 
nected with  Vallombrosa  in  many  ways. 
The  pride  with  which  the  monk,  without 
any  previous  question  from  me,  pointed 
out  his  residence,  I  shall  nol  readily  for- 
get. It  may  be  proper  here  to  defend 
the  Poet  Irom  a  charge  which  has  been 
brought  against  him,  in  respect  to  (he 
passage  in  "  Paradise  Lost,"  where  this 
place  is  mentioned.  It  is  said,  that  he 
s  there 
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selves  mistaken;  the  natural  woods  of 
the  region  of  V^Iombrosa  an  deciduous, 
and  spread  to  a  great  extent;  those  near 
the  convent  are,  indeed,  mostly  pines; 
but  the;  are  avenues  of  trees  planttd 
within  a  lew  steps  of  each  other,  and 
thus   (  "       ■  ... 

Pi' 

Hie  appearance  of  those 
upon  Sleep  slopes  open  to  the  sky,  on 
account  of  the  height  which  the  trees 
attain  by  being  ferctd  to  grow  upwards, 
is  often  very  impressive.  My  guide,  a 
boy  ol  about  fourteen  years  old,  pointed 
this  out  to  me  in  several  places. 

Page  843. 

"  AH  ciar^e  is  fitriUus,  and  all  chanee 


"MenofSht  Watitn  World." 

These  lines  were  written  several  years 
ago,  when  reports  prevailed  of  cruelties 
committed  in  many  parts  of  America,  by 
men  making  a  law  of  Iheir  own  passions. 
A  far  more  formidable,  as  being  a  more 
deliberate  mischief,  has  appeared  among 
those  States,  which  have  lately  broken 
faith  with  the  public  creditor  in  a  manner 
so  infamous.  I  cannot,  however,  but  look 
at  both  evils  under  a  similar  relation  lo 
inherent  good,  and  hope  that  the  time  is 
not  distant  when  our  brethren  of  the  West 
will  wipe  ofi  this  stain  from  their  name 


I  am  happy  to  add  that  this  anticipation 
is  already  partly  realiied;  and  that  the  re- 
proach addressed  lo  Ihe  Pennsylvanians 
in  the  sonnet  on  page  S69  is  no  longer 
applicable  to  Ihem.  1  trust  that  those 
•iber  Slates  lo  which  it  may  yet  apply 


will  soon  follow  the  example  now  set 
them  by  Philadelphia,  and  redeem  tbeir 
credit  with  the  world,—  1850. 

Page  856. 

"  Tht  Norman  boy." 

"Among  ancient  Trees  there  are  few, 
I  believe,  at  least  in  France,  so  worthy  of 
attention  as  an  Oak  which  may  be  seen 
in  the  '  Pays  de  <^ux,'  about  a  league 
from  Vvelot,  close  to  the  church,  and  irr 
the  burial^round  of  Allonville. 

' '  The  he^ht  of  this  Tree  does  not  an- 
swer to  its  girth ;  the  trunk,  from  the  roots 
to  the  summit,  forms  a  complete  cone; 
and  the  inside  of  this  cone  is  hollow 
throu|^oui  the  whole  of  its  height. 

"Such  is  the  Oak  of  Allonville  In  iis 
state  of  nature.  The  hand  of  Man,  how- 
ever, has  endeavored  to  impress  upon  it 
a  character  still  more  interesting,  by  add- 
ing a  religious  feeling  to  the  respect  which 
its  age  naturally  inspires. 

"The  lower  part  of  its  hollow  trunk 
has  been  traosf  ormed  into  a  Chapel  of  six 
or  seven  feel  in  diameter,  carefully  wain. 
scoled  and  paved,  and  an  open  iron  gale 
guards  the  humble  Sanctuary. 

"  Leading  to  it  ihere  is  a  staircase, 
which  twists  round  the  body  of  the  Tree. 
At  certain  seasons  of  the  year  divine  ser- 
vice is  performed  in  this  Chapel. 

"  The  summit  has  been  broken  off  many 
years,  bul  ihere  is  a  surface  at  Ihe  top  of 
the  trunk,  of  the  diamelei  of  a  very  large 
tree,  and  from  it  rises  a  pointed  roof,  cov- 
ered with  slates,  in  the  form  of  a  steeple, 
which  is  surmounted  with  an  iron  Cross, 
that  rises  in  a  picturesque  manner  from 
the  middle  of  (he  leaves,  hke  an  ancient 
Hermitage  above  the  surrounding  Wood. 

"  Over  the  enUance  to  the  Chapel  an 
Inscription  appears,  which  informs  us  it 
was  erected  by  the  Abbe  du  Detroit, 
Curate  of  Allonville  in  the  year  1696; 
and  over  a  door  is  another,  dedicating  it 
'To  Our  Lady  of  Peace.'  " 

Vide  14  No.  Saturday  Magazine. 
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SONNETS   DEDICATED  TO    LIBERTY. 


Wordsworlh  wished  the  Sonnets  on  Liberty  to  be  held  as 
ot  these  Sonnets  is  iherefoie  given  below  in  the  order 
printed  them,  so  that  they  may  be  read  together. 

Composed  by  the  Seaside,  near  Calais,  August,  1802  . 

Is  it  a  teed  that  's  shaken  by  the  wind        .... 

To  a  Friend      .         .     _ 

I  grieved  for  Buonaparte  ....... 

Festivals  have  I  seen  that  were  not  names 

On  the  Extinction  ol  the  Venetian  Republic 

The  King  of  Sweden         ....... 

To  Toussainl  L'Ouverture  ...... 

We  had  a  female  Passenger  who  came        .... 

Composed  in  the  Valley  near  Dover,  on  the  day  o(  landing 
Inland,  within  a  hollow  vale  I  stood  .... 

Thought  of  a  Briton  on  the  Subjugation  of  Switzerland 
Written  in  London,  September,  iSoi  ,         ,         .         . 

Milton  !  thou  should'st  be  living  at  this  hour 

Great  men  have  been  among  us 

It  is  not  to  be  thought  ot  that  the  Flood    .... 

When  I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed 

One  might  believe  thai  natural  miseries      .... 

Hiete  is  a  bondage  worse,  far  worse,  to  bear 

These  times  strike  monied  wordlinga  with  dismay 

England  1  the  lime  is  come  

When,  looking  on  the  present  face  ot  things 

To  the  Men  o(  Kent.     October,  1803        .... 

What  if  our  numljets  barely  could  defy      .... 

Anticipation.     October,  1803 

Another  year!  —  another  deadly  blow        .... 


PART   II. 

On  a  celebrated  Event  in  Ancient  History  ......  439 

Upon  the  same  Event        ..........  439 

To  Thomas  Clatkson,  on  the  Final  Passing  ol  the  Bill  lot  the  Abolition  ot 

the  Slave  Trade.     March,  1807 407 

A  Prophecy.     February,  1807 406 

93 '_ 
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SONNETS   DEDICATED   TO  LIBERTY. 


Composed  by  the  side  of  Giasmece  Lake,  1806 39E 

Go  bkck  to  antique  ages,  ii  thine  eyes  . '       ■         ■         .         ■  727 

■  Composed  while  the  Author  was  engaged  in  wtiling  a  tract  occasioned  by 

the  C(»ivenlion  of  Cinira,  iSoS 433 

Composed  at  the  same  Time  and  on  the  same  Occasion       ....  434 

Hoffer 434 

Advance  —  come  (orlh  from  thy  Tyrolean  ground 43S 

Feelings  o(  the  Tyrolese ;         .         .  433 

Alas  !  what  boots  the  long  laborious  quest 435 

And  is  it  among  rude  untutored  Dales 435 

O'er  the  wide  eanh,  on  mountain  and  on  plain 436 

On  the  final  Submission  of  the  Tytolcse 436 

Hail,  Zari^oia  1     If  with  unwet  eye 43* 

Say,  what  is  Honor? 436 

The  martial  courage  of  a  day  is  vain 437 

Brave  Schill !  by  death  delivered 437 

Call  not  the  royal  Swede  unloitunate 437 

Look  now  on  tliat  Adventurer  who  halh  paid 437 

Is  there  a  power  that  can  sustain  and  cheer        ......  43S 

Ah!  where  is  Palafojt? 438 

In  due  observance  of  an  ancient  rile .  438 

Feelings  of  a  noble  Biscayan  at  one  of  those  Funerals         ....  438 

The  Oak  of  Guernica 439 

Indignation  of  a  high-minded  Spaniard 439 

Avaunt  all  specious  pliancy  ol  mind 440 

O'erwcening  Statesmen  have  full  long  relied 440 

The  French  and  the  Spanish  Guerillas 440 

Spanish  Guerillas 445 

Tne  power  of  Armies  is  a  visible  thing  445 

Here  pause:  the  poet  claims  at  least  this  praise  ■         ■         ■         .         .  446 

The  French  Army  in  Russia 617 
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Four  Seiy  steeds  Impatient  of  the  rein,  S20 
From  BdlloD's  old  monastic  tower,  41} 
From  early  youth  I  ploughed  the  reitless  Main 

From^falH  aisumptioD  rox,  and,  fondly  hailed 

From  Little  down  to  Least,  in  due  degree,  702 
From  low  to  h^  doth  dissolutioii  climb,  7DJ 
From  Naturedothemolion  come,  aad  mood),  ]b 

From  Stirling  Castle  we  had  seen,  116 

From  that  time  forth,  Authority  in  France,  jss 


™  this  deep  c 

quivering 

play,  667 

,  and  pat! 

Genius  d(  Raphael!  if  thy  witffis,  11! 
Giordano,  •eril;  thy  Pencil's  skhl.  87a 
aads^htt  wherever  new  with  old,  86j 
Glide  gently,  thu>  tocivet  glide,  17 
Glory  to  God :  and  to  the_  Power  who  came 

Go,  faithful  FortnitI  an'd  where  long  liilh 

Grant,  that  by  this  unsparing  hurricane,  6; 
Grateful  is  Sleep,  my  lih  in  stone  hound  fa> 


earful  li^ 


Hap  this  effulgence  disappeared,  635 

Hail,  orient  Conqueror  o)  gloomy  Night,  60S 

Hail  10  the  crown  by  Freedom  shaped— to  gird, 

SjS 
Hair  to  the  fieldi—wlth  Dwellings  ipiinkleil 

o'er,  66j 
Hail,  Twilight,  iovereign  of  one  peaceful  hour, 

Hall,  ViTgin  Queen!  o'er  many  an  envious  bar, 

Hail,  Zaragou  T    If  with  UQwec  eye,  436 
Hapfpy  the  feeling  from  the  bosom  (brown.  7« 
Hard  laskl  exclaim  the  undlidplmed,  to  lean, 

Harmoniou.  Powe™  with  Namte'workf^'  ' 
HarpI    couldsl  thou  venture,  on   thy   boldesi 

Hatt  thou  leen,  with  daih  incessant,  614 

Hast  Ihou  then  survived,  140 

Haydon !  let  worthier  juitees  praise  the  skill,  77; 
Here  closed  the  Tenant  of  that  lonely  vale,  ws 
Here  Man  mote  purely  lives,  leu  oft  do£  fall, 


High  in  the  bn^athless  hall  the  Minstrel  lale,  409 
High  i>  our  calling.  Friend !  —Creative  An.  6oi 
High  on  a  broad  unfertile  tract  of  foiest-ikirted 

High  on  her  speculative  tower,  654 

Holy  and  hwenly  Splria'^tfeTnre7laj 
Homeward  we  tun.     Isle  of  Calumba'i  Cell,  706 
Hope  rules  a  land  forever  gnen,  w 

Hopes,  what  are  they  ?  —  Beads  of  morning,  633 
Howart  thou  named?    Iniearch  of  what  stnnge 

land,  714 
How  beautiful  the  Queen  of  Night,  on  hi^,  871 
How  beautiful,  when  up  a  lothliel^l,  856 

H^  btes^  the  itald^^h^'h^it  —  yetlEee,  6je 
How  cleat,  how  keen,  how  marvellously  bright. 

How  disappeared  he?    Ask  the  new!  and  toad, 


■eath-li! 


How  fast  the  Maria 

How  prohlless  the  „.. _. , 

How  richly  glows  the  water's  breast,  ,j 

How  sad  a  welcome!     To'Mch"oyager 
Howihalllpaini  thee?— Be  this  naki 

664 
How  soon— alas!  did  Man,  created  pu 
How  sweet  it  is,  when  mother  Fancy  10 

HulTge"'  aod^ullrylfea",  and^nipping  h 


.rolled,  693 
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I  AM  not  One  who  moth  or  oft  deright,  %qb 
I  coniF,  ys  little  DUiiy  Crew,  ijo 
I  dropped  my  pen  ;  and  listened  to  Ihe  Wind,  ^J4 
If  from  the  public  way  yon  turn  your  atepi,  is6 
T(  LilE  were  ilumbcr  on  a  bed  of  down,  ;S6 

If  Iheic  bHe[  ^ecordi,  hy  the  Muses'  art',  717 
If  the  whole  we^t  of  what  we  thinli  and  feel,  714 
[|  this  gteat  wwld  nl  ioy  and  pain,  jii 
If  thou  mdeed  derive  ihy  light  from  Heaven,  777 


If  10  Tradition,  faith  be  di 
If  with  old  love  of  you,  <i 
1  grieved  for  Buonaparte, 
I  hate  that  Andrew  J-nes 

'iKjusa^liren  il'ed"o'olet,  lot 


cults  <* 


-,  he'll  breed,  tSo 
dream),  640 
led'to  dwell,  871 


T  watch,  and  long  have  watched,  with  calxn  repiet, 
I,  who  accompanied  with  faithful  pace,  675 


KiEr  for  the  young  the  impassioned  smile,  673 
Ladv!  a  Pen  (Pethapj  with  thy  regard,  810 

Lady !  the  aones  of  Spring  were  in  the  grove,  40S 
Uunent  [  lor  Diocletian's  liery  sword,  G77 

I^stni^tiwithoula voice,  thai  Vision  spake,  697 

LjCI  other  bards  of  angels  sin^,  jii 

Lei  thy  wheel-barrow  alone,  r44 

T  .. .._  .^ui(ihe  leafy  arbor,  6aB 

i,  without  a  record  of  thy  worth,  147 
ih  yon  Lambs,  like  day.  i:  iust  begun,  841 
[hipwrecked  ^ior  tost,  770 
-  -^-  -•-  of  March  are  hlowini,  780 

"     ■         —  O  with  what  delight. 


Inland,  within  ahollow  vale,  I  sIo«!,  no 
Inmy  nUnd'^eye  a  TemiJe,"ike  a^cloud,  7=7 
Intent  on  gathering  wool  from  hedge  and  brake, 
849 


astheCi 
List,  ye  who  pass  by  Lyi 


this  still  pla 

trellisedsh<_  „. 

trepidsonsoi  Albion!  not  1^ 

Mw  an  a^ed^Bemr  'in  my  walk, 
saw  far  off  the  Srk  lop  of  a  Pin 


iring  roses  gay,  « 


.k^pi!^ 


misled,  85] 


lave  human  ignorance  and  guUl,  j&i 

lis  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat,  r4i 

t  were  unworthy  of  a  Guest,  Soo 

3  that  Ad.ei 


1  saw  the  fieure  of  a  lovely  Maid,  697 

Is  Drali,  when  evil  against  good  hai  (ought,  84. 

I  shiver.  Spirit  fierce  and  boTd,  118 

Is  it  a  reed  that 's  shaken  by  the  wind,  loS 

Is  then  no  nook  of  English  ground  secure,  863 

Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  Hill.  819 

I  ihouEhtof  Thee,  my  partner  and  my  guide,  67: 

It  i<  no  Spirit  who  from  Heaveo  hath  flown,  117 
It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  Rood,  iii 
It  ii  the  first  mild  day  oi  March,  ro6 
I  travelled  among  unknown  men,  .» 

It  seems  a  day.  137 

-     and  silent  day,  147 

miing  when  the  wlleels.  1S4 
1  for  which  they  fought,  436 

now"ifu"halHlour"oi'   ' 
I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud,  J36 
I  was  thy  oeighlwr  once,  thou  rugged  Pile,  149 


Lonadale! 
Look  at  tl 

Looknow , 

Lord  of  the  vale  !  astounding  Flood,  59 
Loud  is  the  Va)-'  .1..  v„;.„  ,.  „,,  .„. 

"  ;V^1,jJ'','h'e' 

„j[  Where  the  Moon  aloog  the  sky,  840 
Lovither!  inthy  majestic  Pile  are  seen.  709 
Lulled  by  the  sound  oC  pastoral  bells,  6fi 
"  yrel  though  such  power  do  in  thy  magic 


..%1\ 


695 


•A  feat.  670 


Mercy  and  Love  have  met  thee  on  thy  road.  676 
Methmks  that  I  could  trin  o'er  heaviest  soil.  6iic 
Methioki  that  to  some  1 

ought  1  saw  the  fo 
MiiionL  inou  snouiosx  oe  living  at  this  hour,  an 


'Mid  crowdei 


t.CoOgli;"' 
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Oh  I  rial 


i«ait  l«ap»  up  when  J  behold,  aoa 

',  Tnveller!    real.     Thii  loaety  Ycw-ti 

r  Anio'i  itmm,  I  ipied  i  cenlle  Dove,  S; 


No  mon :  the  end  ji  tudden  and  abrupt,  771 

Ko  rerord  lellft  of  lanu  opposed  (o  lance,  671 

Nor  shall  the  eternal  roll  c^  praise  re)ecl,  693 

—  ™tbi^™air,^"'""  '"*"  '    ' 
Nol  envying  Laliin  shadn— if  yet  they  throH 

664 
Not  huiled  piecipllous  from  steep  10  steep,  671 
Not  in  the  ludd  Intervals  of  life',  S03 
Not  in  the  loines  beyond  the  western  main,  Soj 


Not  seldom^lad  in  radiant  vest,  634 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  hurd, 

726 
Not  to  the  douds,  not  to  the  cliff,  he  flew,  74} 
Not  to  the  object  specially  designed,  $44 
Not  utterly  unworthy  to  endure,  6qi 
Not  without  heaiy  griel  of  hean  did  He,  443 
Now  that  all  hearts  are  glad,  all  faces  bright.  456 


ta  is  the  Hero  bom,  4. 


Oft  have  I  leen,  ere  Time  had  ploul^ed  1 

cheek,  m 
Oft  I  had  heard  of  I^ncv  Gray.  14^ 
Oft  is  the  medal  faithful  H>  its  tmat.  4;] 
Oft,  throiuih  Ihy  fair  domains,  illuetiioni  Peer,, 
OgenlleSleep!  do  they  belong  to  thee,  joo 
O  happy  lime  of  youthful  loven  (thus,  ij] 
Oh,  for  a  kindling  touch  from  that  pure  flame,! 


Ise  of  hope  and  |oy, 

what  a  Wreck  I  how  changed  in  b 

Oh !  what  'i^e  matter?  what 't  the  ma 
O  Life  I  without  thy  dieckered  scene,  fv 
O  Lord,  our  Lozdl  how  wondjously  (qui 


Oact  in  a  lonely  hamlet  I  soioumcd,  roB 

Once  more  the  Church  is.  seiied  with  suddeu 

fear,  689 
Once  on  the  top  of  TynwaU's  formal  mound,  791 
Once  10  the  verge  of  yon  steep  barrier  came,  ij& 
One  might  believe  that  natural  miietiei,  131 

One  who  was  luffeting  tumult  in  his  eoul.  6t6 

On  his  morning  rounlb  the  Master,  14; 

O  Nightingale  I  thou  lurely  art,  408 

On,  loiteringMuse  — the  swift  Stream  chides  us 

O  now  thallfie  genius  of  Bewick  were  mine,  i3o 
On  to  lona  I  -  What  can  she  afford.  79( 
Open  your  gales,  ye  everiaating  Piles,  to? 
O  thon  who  moveal  onward  with  a  mind,  441 

Out  t»di7y  life,  i^e  plead, 'that^me  Ih'e^shnnet 

Our  walk  was  far  among  the  andent  trees,  171 
Outstrelchtrig  Hameward  his  upbraided  hand,  694 

Part  fenced  by  man,  part  by  a  ni^ed  steep,  76c 

Patriots  informed  with  Apostolic  light,  ;oo 
Pause,  courteous  Spuit!  —  Balbi  lupplicales,  44] 
Pause,  TraveUer:  whosoe'er  thou  be,  634 
Pelion  and  Oiia  flourish  side  by  «de,  18a 
People!  yDurchainBareBeieringlinkf^l'nk,8tS 
Perhaps  some  needful  service  of  the  Sute,  441 


--■;'?'" 


.stW,  4SS 

springs,  6a« 
rcjudged  by  foes  determined  not 


ut  appear,  8» 


Proudwere  ye,  Mi 
old,  86j 


ley  judge  not  right,  75S 
ition  worka the  novel  Xore,  6; 


Height) 


k^awfell  or  Black-comb 
hy  power  ol  one  fair  face,  837 

lib  just  and  faithful  pen,  686 
ras ;  the  rite  delayed,  776 
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,  my  Spiritual  Child !  this  h«ad  w 

1>  this  Edifice,  and  Ihoii  hisl  1«D,  i 

■.c  ve  Iheir 

ardiceand  Fraud,  Bii 
— 'TitlheBoMIKn 
doudi.  lar-Kcing  hli: 
■  ucaped  the  [owler 

1 ;  Critic,  you  hate  f re 


Sttving  no  haughty  Mum,  mylianda 
Stven  Daughlen  had  Laid  Arehibald 
Shane  on  this  (ailMeu  heaitl  thai  c 


She  luai  a  Phajitom  of  delight,  i]6 

Show'nieMie"noblejl  VouX  of™sem'tioK,  ;; 
Shun  DDt  this  Rile,  neglected,  yea  abhorred,  71 


nipractiaediD  war's  game 


Spade;    with  which  WilkinKii 

Suy.  bolJ  Adventurer ;  rest  awhile  Ihy  limbs,  41 
Stay,  little  cheerful  Robin!  stay,  gji 
Slay  near  me  —do  not  lake  thy  flight,  C9S 
Stem  Daughter  of  the  Vrdce  of  God,  144 
Strange  6ts  of  pasuon  have  I  known.  13S 

StielenedonlhedyiKMolher'fllap,  Uesd^d,  7< 
Such  ^e  how  beautiful !  O  Lady  bright,  71& 


Surprised  by  joy-im 
Sweet  Klowerl  belike  v..c  u.,  .^ 
Sweet  Highland  GIri,  a  very  sho' 
Sweel  I1  the  holineis  of  Youlh  — 


Tell  me.  ye  Zephyrs  I  that  unfold,  71] 
Tenderly  do  we  feel  bj  Nature's  law,  S44 


That  happj  gleam  of 

677 
The  Baptist  might  ha 


this  Spot  — fii  school, 
le  anmS*be  scanned. 


The  endrding  ground  in  native  turf  arrayed,  707 
The  fairest,  btightest  huei  of  elber  Cade,  60; 
-.-L_,_.  j-i  .,___  -L.  ..— .1 — jfCohotn,™> 


The  fields  which  wi 


h.g.,,» 


3l  huge  of  andent  Catedon,  770 
nal  World  telaio  her  cold  chain,  846 
'  "  lulh,  who  may  have  gained,  76^ 


The  God  of  Love 


The  linnet's  warble,  sinking  lowards  a  clou,  804 

The  little  heike-iow  birds,  111 

The  lovely  Nun  submissive,  (but  more  meek,  690 
The  Lovers  took  within  this  ancient  grove,  771 
The  mania]  courage  ol  a  day  is  vain,  437 
The  massy  Ways,  carried  across  these  heights. 

The  Minstrels  played  their  Christmas  tune,  66] 
The  most  alluring  clouds  that  mount  the  sky,gsi 
The  old  Inveotive  Poets,  had  they  seen,  664 


Th 

a"-"" 

llKl^u] 

-iih 

thl  ^vT  Sceptic  (rf'thTl 
The  pibroch's  note,  diacou 

Ih.,  find 

If 

poMWdro 

<"!""■■ 

«  career 

I _  thing,  M% 

The  prayers  1  make  will  then  be  sweet  indeed. 

There  is  a  change  —  and  I  am  poor,  19a 
There  is  a  Flower,  the  lesser  Celandue,  14] 

There lsaD'EmiDence,  —  of''liiese our hilla,  >6^ 


:cbv  Cookie 


Then 


INDEX  TO  THE  FIRST  LINES. 


piidc  of  Lorton  Vak,  3 


"  Then:  I  "  Hid  1  Stripling,  pointing  nilfa  neel 

There  'm  'Gearn  Fiiher,  Charlo  Fleming,  and 
Reginald  Sktm.  17S 

Then  'a  not  a  nook  vitlun  thli  aolemn  Pan,  766 
There  '1  VHnething  in  a  %iric  hone,  i» 
There  wu  1  Boyi  ye  knewUm  wet],  ye  difb. 


a  maring  in  the  wind  aj]  aighl,  x 


The  Ronun  Caanil  doomed  Ma  khu  to  die,  844 
llie  Sabbalh  bsU>  renew  the  inviting  peal,  704 
The  sainily  Youth  has  ceaoed  to  tule,  ducrovrned, 

TibCBc  tunei  itrike  mankcd  waddings  with  dlt- 

Thew  Touriiu,  HeaTen  pnaene  u  r  needi  mun 

lite,  140 
The  Sbeep-bd .  .. 
Tlie  ^Kpberd,  looli 

Tbe  aky  it  overtas,  9; 

The  aoaring  lark  is  blest  u  proud,  138 
The  S|Hri1  of  Antiquity  —  enahrioed,  645 


The  no  haa  loDi  been  an.  107 

TheinniaeoucBoi.lheiea-fow'    ,,_^ 

The  Sub,  that  seemed  so  mildly  to  tetin,  781 
The  sylvan  slopes  with  conMlad  fields,  640 

The  troop  will  be  impatient ;  let  ns  hie,  34 

n^.  ^.j J  B.„ .  ^  tWAenlng 


The  tuitaned  Race  ai 


The  miley 


•.873 


__._i  I^Retl  before  the  Allu  standi,  71 
Vimn  Moontain,  wearing  like  a  Queen, 
Voice  of  Song  from  disUml  lands  shall  1 


The  world  forsaken, 
llKycallsdTheEM! 


W 


England,  in  old  ti 

tbe'YouBg*o~eii"^'lheJrf  in  from  Wll  'an 

They  seek,  are  sought ;  to  daily  battle  lei 
They —who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman' 

This  Height  aministering  Angel  ml^  sel 
"  This  und  of  Rainbows  spanrdi^  gleni 

This  Law'n.  a  carpet  all  alive,  744 

TKs  Spot— Uonde  unfoldhiga^  ufa 

Those  tirsa^iiigTalwiH  of  youiIiDd  rega 


Thou^  the  boM  wings  of  Poesy  affect,  Sj 
Though  the  torrents  fioni  (heir  tounlaint, 

Thoulook'st  upon  me,  and  doil  fondly  ttui 


1  hree  years  she  grew  msuo  and  shower,  rjg 
ThiDugh  shattered  galleries,  'mid  nwfless  halls. 

Thus  all  Ihings  lead  to  Charily,  secuiwi,  706 
Thug  br,  O  Friend !   have  we,  though  leaving 

Thus  is  tivs  itorm  abated  by  the  craft,  689 
Thy  functions  are  ethereal,  715 
T  IS  oght  o^ciock, — a  dear  Harrli  night,  110 
'Tisgooe- with  old  beUef  and  dream,  711 
'T  is  He  whose  yeater-evenlng's  high  disdain.  S41 
'T  is  not  for  the  unfeeling,  Ibe  fiils^y  refined,  ijj 
'T  is  said,  fantastic  ocean  doth  unfold.  644 
'T  is  said,  that  Bonw  have  din)  for  love,  177 

'T  is  spent— this  burning  day  of  Tune.  itS 
To  a  good  Man  ol  most  dear  m 


..^"     , 


,ield. 


To  evetv  Form  of  beii^  is  assigned,  m 

To  kneeling  Wonhippera,  no  earthly  floor,  704 

Too  frail  to  keep  the  lofty  vow,  iig 

To  public  notia,  with  reluctance  aiiong,  600 

Tradition^  be  thou  mule  t     OUlvion,  throw,  767 


'T  waa  Summer,  ^>d  Che  aun  had  mounted  high,  464 

Undbh  lbs  shadow  of  a  stately  Pile,  »]6 
Ungrateful  CountTV,  if  thou  e'er  foijel,  6ta 
Unleu  to  Peter's  Chair  the  viewless  wind,  6g; 
Unquiet  childhood  here  by  special  grace,  716 
Untouched  through  all  seventy  of  cold.  777 
Up,  Timothy,  up  with  your  ilaff  and  away,  177 
Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne,  iob 
Up  I  up  !  my  Friend,  and  quit  your  books,  107 
Up  wiih  me !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds,  145 

Uttered  by  whom,or  how  Inspired — designed ,  ^7 


656,  83  s 


longed  Id  thy  shaibeat  w 


le  men  oi  Kent,  ija 
jrilhee,  widt  I  this  answer  LesUa  threw, 

1!  this  Household  baa  a  favoi 


Vas  the  aim  f  ruatrattd  by  fore 
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Weak  ia  the  wfll  of  Mw,  h 


judpnCDt  blind,  6d6 


We  M«- 


a  doleluL  Oly,  796 


:e  with  biighuo- 
d  Ih<  gnve,  in 


Were  iheic,  bclox,  1  >poI  of  holy  gtound,  aS 
We  KW,  but  .urely  in  the  modej  iroWd,  794 

We  walked  along,  while  bright  aod  rei  141 
What  aimhadlheT,lhe  Pair  of  MonluTin  vie,) 
What  aspect  bore  the  Man  who  roved  or  fled,  ( 
Whatavfolptrapectiver  while  from  our  siriil,; 
What  beait  in  wUdemeK  or  cultured  field,  6«9 
What  beast  of  chaie  hath  broken  from  the  cov 
*S7 


What  he 


>    OLadym 


What  la  rood  for  a  be 
What  know  we  of  lh< 
What  lovelier  home  • 

What  miachief 
Whalneedofc 
What  loundiati 

What  ittongalloreiDeDl  drawa,  what  B|qht  I 

840 
What  though  the  Accuaed,  upon  his  own  ; 

What  though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought  nc 

Whal^ydoea  the  Wind  come  f    Whalw 


reViS^ 


When< 


that  li 


When  Contemplation, 
When,  far  and  wide,  a 

(fhen^^nl 


cstwaid'  — Yea,  III 
V  iorth  a  suppliant  cry, 

—  A  whisper  from  the 


s  the  beam^  of 

When  here  with  l^nhage  Rome  to  conflia 
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